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THE  SALT  MASTER  OF  LUMBURG. 


CHAPTER  I. 


IN  the  year  of  our  Lord  1454,  oh  the"  Wednesday  follow- 
ing the  first  Sunday  after  Easter,  two  young  travelling 
apprentices  journeyed  briskly  across  the  Liineburger  Heath. 

One  of  them  was  of  a  sturdy  build,  with  dark  curling  hair, 
and  keen,  piercing  brown  eyes.  The  other  was  a  tall  blonde, 
with  muscular  linubs,  and  clear,  friendly  eyes  beneath  an 
open  brow.  Each  carried  his  own  travelling  gear,  the  taller 
having  a  well-filled  knapsack  on  his  back,  and  on  his  hip  an 
equally  well-filled  bag  of  brownish  goat-skin.  The  shorter 
carried  on  his  shoulder  only  a  wallet,  which  appeared  to 
weigh  but  little.  Each  had  a  long  knife  stuck  in  his  belt, 
but  the  fair-haired  young  fellow  bore  also  a  sword  by  his 
side,  which  seemed  too  costly  for  an  artisan,  and  his  low  felt 
hat  was  decorated  with  a  juniper  sprig  which  he  had  plucked 
yesterday  as  a  first  token  of  home,  on  the  way  from  Celle  to 
Ulsen  as  they  came  upon  the  great  heath.  His  companion, 
leaning  upon  his  staff,  had  laughingly  looked  at  him  and 
exclaimed,  — 

' l  Each  one  according  to  his  liking  ;  *  to  the  cobbler,  black 
pitch.'  A  raven  has  dropped  a  head-dress  for  me."  There- 
upon he  stuck  the  feather  in  his  hat,  and  added,  "  I 
hope  it  will  not  prove  an  evil  omen,  brother  cooper,  if  I 
enter  thy  native  city  with  this  token  from  the  wing  of  the 
gallows  bird." 

"  God  forbid  !  "  the  cooper  answered,  and  thereupon  they 
resumed  their  journey. 

They  had  fallen  in  with  one  another  early  in  the  morning 
in  Celle,  as  they  came  through  the  same  gate,  and  each  in- 
quired of  the  other  his  starting-point  and  destination.  The 
cobbler  intended  to  go  to  the  famous  city  of  Lubeck,  the 
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2  THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUXE  BURG. 

cooper  was  returning  to  his  home  in  Liineburg  after  four 
years'  wandering.  They  were  going,  therefore,  the  same 
way,  having  both  come  from  the  Rhinelaud,  and  were  ready 
to  join  in  the  pleasures  and  adventures  of  the  road. 

They  had  reached  Ulsen  late  the  night  before,  after  a  long 
day's  walk  ;  each  had  passed  the  night  in  the  inn  belonging  to 
his  craft,  and  early  in  the  morning,  at  the  appointed  hour,  had 
met  at  the  gate  to  resume  his  journey  northward,  on  the  great 
high-road.  On  „ the,  way,  the  fair-haired  artisan  boasted 
much  of  Lrlnefcurg;,  ^and  strongly  urged  his  comrade  to  first 
try  his"  fdrtane  there.  He  could  proceed  on  his  way  in  a 
Coftziigid  if •  th,^  iplace^Jid  not  suit  him,  but  it  was  sure  to  do 
s'oi1 '  i'or'ftW  Liuieburg  |oki  did  not  go  barefooted;  much 
money  poured  into  the  city  owing  to  the  important  salt- 
works, and  the  vast  amount  carried  to  and  fro  ;  and  here  were 
thirty  burgher  families  as  rich  as  nobles,  and  one  could  live 
as  well  here  as  in  any  other  of  the  rich  Hanse  towns,  not 
even  excepting  Lubeck. 

The  young  cobbler  regarded  the  boaster  with  a  questioning 
glance,  and  simply  rejoined,  "  But  not  as  merrily  as  on  the 
Rhine,  brother  Liineburger?"  To  this  there  seemed  little  to 
say.  However,  the  cobbler  had  already  made  up  his  mind, 
and  continued:  "I  will  try  it,  Gilbert  Henneberg !  I  will 
seek  work,  and  see  if  a  travelled  cordwaiuer  can  find  in 
Liineburg  honorable  employment  and  a  good  livelihood." 

"  Why  shouldst  thou  not  find  honorable  employment  among 
honorable  people,  Timotheus  Schneck?"  asked  the  cooper. 

"  Call  me  Timmo,"  said  the  other,  "  I  like  that  better." 

"That  suits  me  also,"  rejoined  Gilbert,  and  they  walked  on. 

It  was  a  soft  April  day.  Ragged  clouds  were  driven 
across  the  sky  by  the  south  wind,  scattering  showers,  now  on 
the  heads  of  the  two  travellers,  now  along  the  distant  horizon, 
and  allowing  the  sun  between  whiles  to  light  up  for  a  moment 
the  misty  land.  But  the  weather  remained  on  the  whole 
threatening,  and  as  far  as  the  wanderers  could  see,  the  red- 
dish brown  heath  stretched  out  interminably.  At  first  the 
road  had  led  through  forests  of  firs,  birches,  and  oaks,  but 
soon  appeared  open  tracts  of  heath  in  friendly  alternation 
with  meadow  land  and  wooded  hills  ;  then  appeared,  scat- 
tered about  on  the  slightly  undulated  plain,  like  islands  in  the 
sea,  groups  of  bare  summits  veiled  in  bluish  mist ;  and  now 
the  heath  for  a  long  distance  lay  before  the  pedestrians, 
stern  and  melancholy  in  tints  of  purple  and  russet,  which 
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accorded  well  with  the  deep  gray  of  the  sky,  a  grand  and 
peaceful  scene.  Dry  heather,  interspersed  with  moss  and 
lichens,  covered  the  ground  everywhere,  and  here  and  there 
were  low  juniper-bushes  with  their  prickly  needles,  the  only 
green  in  the  monotonous  landscape. 

The  young  wanderer,  who  called  the  heath  his  home,  gazed 
about  him  with  delight,  and  his  heart  beat  with  joy.  For 
what  he  now  saw  had  been  dear  and  familiar  to  him  from 
childhood.  He  knew  the  heath  as  it  stood  clothed  in  red 
bloom,  swarming  with  bees,  vocal  with  larks  ;  he  knew  it  in 
gray  November  days,  when  like  a  barren  field  it  lay  dark  and 
mist}'  in  dreary  emptiness,  or  when  the  rain  beat  upon  it  and 
the  storm  raged  over  it ;  and  also  in  its  dazzling  white  gar- 
ments of  snow,  when  through  the  clear  wintry  atmosphere 
the  most  distant  tree  loomed  up  sharp  and  distinct  on  the  far 
horizon.  This  lowland,  where  nothing  was  to  be  seen  but 
sky  and  heath,  melted  together  in  immeasurable  silvery  gray 
distances. 

Its  peculiar  charm  and  magic  quietude  seemed,  however,  to 
be  entirely  unappreciated  by  his  colder-blooded  comrade. 
But  with  the  native,  the  peaceful  grandeur  of  the  picture  had 
imprinted  itself  deeply  in  his  soul,  so  that  never  and  nowhere 
could  he  forget  it.  Even  when  he  gazed  at  the  reflection  of 
the  beautiful  shores  of  the  Khine  reflected  in  its  broad  ex- 
panse, he  was  fain  to  think  of  the  little  pools  in  the  black 
bog  of  the  Liineburger  Heide,  scarcely  big  enough  for  a 
tiny  cloudlet  or  a  few  golden  stars  to  mirror  themselves  in. 
And  now  at  last  the  brown  heath  greeted  him  again,  and  his 
foot  trod  the  hummocky  ground  and  the  endless  little  mounds 
covered  with  bristly  growth  as  he  approached  his  clear  ones 
who  did  not  look  for  him,  whom  he  longed  to  clasp  once 
more  in  his  arms.  No  wonder  that  he  took  long  strides,  and 
with  delight  inhaled  the  aromatic  odors  of  his  native  soil 
which  the  spring  rains  had  released. 

And  from  the  earth  arose  also  a  thousand  memories 
rooted  among  the  heather,  sowed  in  happy  childhood,  as  he 
roamed  over  the  country  with  his  little  playmates,  followed 
the  wagoners,  visited  the  bee-keeper  who  moved  about  on 
the  heath  with  his  beehives,  and  let  the  bees  feast  now 
here,  now  there,  on  the  wealth  of  blossoms  ;  and  then,  like  a 
mirage,  before  the  mind's  eye,  rose  the  old,  many-towered 
town,  and  the  high-gabled  home,  with  every  room,  from 
cellar  to  garret,  and  within  it,  himself,  as  a  child  with  other 
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children,  running  here  and  there  or  huddled  together  under 
the  stairs  in  a  dark  corner,  telling  secrets,  whispering,  fool- 
ing—  'twas  now  all  like  a  fairy  tale. 

And  there,  far  away,  surely  something  living  moved  ;  quickly 
it  stepped  forward  ;  he  seemed  to  see  it  distinctly.  Beloved 
forms  came  to  meet  him.  He  knew  them  well :  the  tall,  seri- 
ous father,  and  the  mother,  the  dear  mother,  the  brothers, 
and  the  fair  little  sister  —  oh  !  he  could  have  sprung  to  meet 
them  with  open  arms,  could  have  cried  aloud  if  he  had  only 
been  alone,  alone  upon  the  endless  heath  ! 

Phantoms  of  home  surrounded  the  wanderer;  the  magic 
power  of  old  association  moved  him  so  that  his  heart  was  full 
to  overflowing. 

After  a  short  mid-day  rest  under  the  open  sky,  having 
refreshed  themselves  with  a  single  meal  from  their  wallets 
and  a  draught  of  wine,  the  pedestrians  met  a  convoy  of  four 
merchandise  wagons,  each  drawn  by  four  powerful  horses, 
their  collars  and  harness  decorated  with  glittering  orna- 
ments. Two  armed  men  walked  beside  each  span,  and  four 
others,  to  all  appearance  the  owners,  rode  in  full  armor  in 
pairs  in  front  and  behind,  for  better  oversight  and  protection 
against  robbers.  Gilbert  knew  one  of  the  former,  and  ad- 
dressing him,  asked  whose  goods  they  carried,  and  whither 
they  were  going. 

"  Viskule's  goods  to  Pesth,"  was  the  answer. 

*'  Does  the  old  master  still  live? " 

"  Oh!  yes,  healthy  as  a  fish,  and  the  young  man  is  also 
back." 

"  Young  Baldwin?" 

The  man  nodded. 

Gilbert  had  still  a  question,  but  he  was  left  behind. 
Tiramo  also  exchanged  with  the  serving-men  a  greeting  and 
a  jest ;  then  standing  aside,  the  procession  slowly  clattered 
by.  "My  playmate  Baldwin  has  also  returned,"  said  Gil- 
bert. "  I  wonder  how  he  looks." 

u  Well,  in  four  years  a  city  youngster  becomes  no  bishop," 
said  Timmo.  "  When  one  has  been  two  years  abroad,  and 
has  seen  something  of  the  world  and  then  returns,  one  thinks 
everything  will  be  changed  at  home.  But  when  one  looks  at 
it  coolly  one  finds  eveiything  as  it  was;  the  same  houses, 
the  same  faces,  the  same  old  jog  trot,  and  it  is  not  long 
before  one  is  the  same  one's  self,  as  if  one  had  never  left  home. 
If  running  about  the  world  were  not  so  stirring  I  might  long 
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ago  have  had  enough  of  it,  but  I  like  change,  and  then  the 
maidens,  they  are  different  in  every  city ;  thou  mayst  believe 
it,  for  I  have  had  experience." 

"  How  thou  talkest !  "  laughed  Gilbert. 

44  Where  dost  thou  keep  thy  pretty  one?  Naturally  on  the 
Rhine.  Or  hast  thou  already  plighted  thy  troth,  four  years 
since,  to  a  little  Liineburger  damsel?  That  would  have  been 
stupid  enough." 

"•Four  years  ago,  I  was  eighteen." 

44  And  she?" 

4t  I  know  of  no  '  she,' ''  said  Gilbert,  and  silently  be- 
thought himself  if  he  truly  knew  none,  and  then  turned  in- 
voluntarily to  look  after  the  merchandise  trains. 

Thev  strode  on  for  a  long  time  in  silence,  when  Timmo 
suddenly  stopped  to  take  breath,  and  cried  out,  — 

44  Look  here,  brother  cooper,  if  I  had  not  already  believed 
thy  words,  I  should  know  by  thy  seven-mile  strides  that 
Luneburg  was  thy  home.  Art  thou  in  such  haste  to  reach 
the  little  mother's  warm  nest?  " 

4'  I  go  too  fast  for  thee  !  "  laughed  Gilbert.  ' '  See,  brother 
cordwainer,  that  church  tower  yonder.  It  beckons  and 
beckons  to  me  to  make  haste  and  come.  That  is  St.  Jo- 
hanne's  in  Modestorp." 

44  In  Modestorp?" 

44  It  is  Luneburg,  my  dear  Luneburg ! "  cried  Gilbert, 
and  waved  his  hat.  4t  We  call  the  church  after  an  old  ham- 
let, that  long  ago  was  swallowed  up  in  the  city.  It  is  the 
highest  of  our  hundred  towers,  and  nearly  as  many  feet 
high  as  there  are  days  in  the  year." 

44  A  hundred  towers!"  exclaimed  the  cobbler.  44  Why, 
thou  art  making  thv  Liiueburg  a  ninth  wonder  of  the 
world." 

44  See  for  thyself !  "  shortly  answered  the  cooper. 

u  Oh,  I  meant  no  offence !  I  do  not  blame  thee  for 
rejoicing  over  thy  return  home,  since  the  Liineburger  in 
Celle  gave  thee  good  tidings  of  thy  parents  and  family." 

4t  When  I  met  Herr  Albert  von  der  Molen,  the  day  before 
yesterday,  accidentally  in  the  street,  he  did  not  recognize 
me  ;  but  I  knew  him  directly,  and  felt  that  I  must  speak  to 
him." 

"•  Naturally,  fellow-citizens  are  always  nearer  to  each 
other  when  among  strangers."  said  Timmo. 

"The   senator   had    left    Liineburg   two  months  before," 
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replied  Gilbert,  thoughtfully;  "he  has  been  in  Vienna  to 
confer  with  the  Emperor,  and  now  he  has  some  business  in 
Celle  with  Duke  Frederick,  whom  they  call  the  '  Pious.'  " 

"Duke  Frederick!  Is  thine,  then,  not  a  free,  imperial 
city?'; 

"  No,  Duke  Frederick  is  our  ruler,  and  the  strife  about  the 
succession  has  cost  much  treasure  and  bloodshed,"  said 
Gilbert.  "  The  senator,"  continued  he,  "  seemed  troubled 
about  this  business.  He  took  me  to  his  inn  and  gave  me 
there  a  letter,  which  he  had  written  to  the  burgomaster  of 
Luneburg.  4  Take  good  care  of  it,'  said  he,  '  for  it  is  of 
consequence.' " 

"  A  senator  thinks  much  of  consequence,  for  which  a  cob- 
bler would  not  give  a  rush,"  said  Timmo.  Gilbert  knitted 
his  brows,  and  was  silent. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  they  passed  the  earthworks  which 
surrounded  Luneburg,  at  a  distance  of  three  quarters  of  a 
mile,  and  Timmo,  pointing  to  the  city,  said  :  "  1  truly  believe 
Luneburg  is  on  fire  ;  see  that  thick  smoke  to  the  left." 

'•That  is  only  the  salt-works,"  Gilbert  assured  him, 
"  where  the  great  salt-springs  burst  forth  out  of  the  ground, 
and  where  the  brine  is  obtained  from  the  funnel-shaped 
shafts.  There  are  fifty-four  salt-houses,  which  are  enveloped 
in  vapor  day  and  night,  from  the  evaporation  of  the  salt 
water." 

"And  the  salt-springs  are  the  property  of  thy  city?" 
asked  Timmo. 

"  In  old  times  they  belonged  to  the  princes,  but  they  were 
always  crying  for  '  money,  money,  money,'  so  they  sold  the 
springs  to  the  religious  houses  and  rich  prelates  on  both 
sides  of  the  Elbe,  as  far  as  Walkenned.  But  the  spiritual 
fathers  found  the  conduct  of  the  salt-works  too  burdensome, 
and  therefore  farmed  them  out  to  the  burghers  of  our  city 
on  long  leases,  sometimes  handed  down  from  father  to  son. 
Those  who  hire  them  are  called  '  salt  masters,'  and  form  a 
highly  honored  guild.  In  our  county  we  sometimes  call  them 
in  jest,  l  salt  magnates.'  " 

"  Salt  is  not  so  valuable  a  commodity,"  observed  Timmo  ; 
"  is  the  profit,  then,  so  great?" 

"  When  I  set  out  on  my  travels,"  said  Gilbert,  "  the  springs 
yielded  six  hundred  thousand  bushels  yearly,  and  well-nigh 
thirty  thousand  cords  of  wood  were  used  in  evaporation. 
These  figures  a  Liineburger  never  forgets." 
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"  Thirty  thousand  cords  of  wood  !  That  would  brown  many 
a  good  roast  of  meat." 

"  The  heath  can  tell  a  tale  about  that,"  said  Gilbert ;  "  it 
has  long  ago  been  shorn  of  its  forests,  and  now  the  wood 
must  come  from  Mecklenburg,  and  a  canal  was  made  for 
the  purpose,  for  which  a  tax  is  levied." 

"Thou  makest  nte  curious  to  know  thy  city,"  replied 
Timmo,  "  and  I  begin  to  believe  thee,  for  what  thou  hast  told 
me  about  the  hundred  towers  appears  to  be  true.  I  cannot 
count  them,  though  they  rise  so  conspicuously  over  the 
gables ;  and  the  gables  themselves  are  like  towers.  Surely 
they  are  lofty  and  grand." 

"  Are  they  not ?  Seest  thou  the  six  close  together?  Those 
belong  to  the  Town  House.  Thou  canst  not  find  a  more 
spacious  or  beautiful  one  in  the  whole  world." 

"Oh!" 

<l  I  tell  thee  thou  hast  nowhere  else  seen  such  a  Town 
House.  In  its  tallest  tower  there  is  a  wonderful  chime  of 
bells,  which  every  hour  plays  a  solemn  air,  the  old  tune  of 
the  city.'-' 

"  And  pray,  what  is  it?" 

"  The  words  are  Latin,  and  run  thus, l  Da  pacem  Domine 
in  diebus  nostris' ;  which  means,  '  Give  us  peace,  Lord,  in 
our  day.' " 

"  A  good  saying,"  remarked  Timmo  ;  "  may  it  avail." 

"  The  hill  just  behind  the  house  crowned  with  the  tower  is 
the  Chalkliill.  Once  there  stood  there  a  ducal  castle,  but 
the  citizens  had  a  feud  with  Duke  Magnus,  and  in  1371 
stormed  and  destroyed  it,  and  now  only  the  tower  remains." 

"  The  hill  makes  a  good  background  for  the  city  below»" 
observed  Timmo,  "and  it  must  look  from  the  top  like  a 
splendid  and  gayly  colored  picture." 

"Oh,  gorgeous!"  cried  Gilbert.  "From  above  there 
thou  canst  see  far,  far  over  the  heath,  and  when  it  is  in 
blossom,  ah,  what  a  sight ! " 

The  twilight  was  now  approaching,  and  the  travellers 
hastened  to  reach  the  city  before  the  gates  should  be  closed, 
but  the  twilight  was  swifter  than  they.  Gilbert  knew  the 
way  to  the  Salt-gate  ;  he  was  acquainted  with  the  watch 
there,  Kaspar  Rulle.  If  he  still  lived,  and  was  at  his  post, 
he  would  not  make  much  ceremony  with  the  master  cooper's 
son,  and  would  willingly  admit  both  of  them  without  obliging 
them  first  to  fetch  their  credentials  from  a  resident  craft- 
master. 
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They  halted  about  a  hundred  paces  from  the  gate  to  put 
themselves  duly  in  trim,  that  they  might  enter  the  city 
according  to  the  rules  of  their  crafts.  They  cleansed  the 
travel  stains  from  their  clothing,  and  then  Gilbert  took  his 
knapsack  from  his  back,  unfastened  it,  took  out  his  leather 
apron  and  strapped  it  over  the  knapsack,  so  that  the  cross- 
straps  could  be  seen  directly  over  his  head. 

Timmo  slung  his  wallet  over  his  left  shoulder,  so  that  it 
hung  beside  his  left  elbow.  The  staff  each  carried  in  his 
right  hand.  In  this  wise,  and  in  no  other,  must  they  enter 
every  city.  These  strict  rules  had  been  impressed  upon 
them  from  the  time  they  were  bo^ys  and  entered  upon  their 
apprenticeship,  and  no  respectable  apprentice  in  the  whole 
country  would  think  of  deviating  from  them. 

Just  as  they  reached  the  mighty  tower,  the  heavy  gates 
were  swung  to  with  a  grating  sound,  and  bars  and  chains 
rattled  and  clanked.  But  in  one  of  the  leaves  of  the  gate 
was  a  small  door  for  pedestrians,  which  they  were  just  in 
time  to  pass  before  it  was  shut  for  the  night.  Gilbert  was 
foremost,  and  springing  through,  and  calling  out  lustily, 
"  Hurrah  !  I  am  in  —  in  Liineburg  !  "  found  himself  close  to 
the  gray- bearded  gate-keeper,  who  angrily  exclaimed,  — 

u  Be  quiet,  vagrants  !  What  does  all  this  mean?  What 
do  you  want  ?  Who  are  you  ?  " 

With  one  hand  lie  grasped  his  horn  lantern  which  stood 
on  the  ground ;  with  the  other  his  pike  that  leaned  against 
the  wall.  Gilbert  laughed  to  himself,  but  Timmo  made 
his  reverence  to  the  old  man,  and  spoke  loudly  and  joy- 
fully, — 

"Timotheus  Schneck,  cobbler  apprentice  from  Darm- 
stadt, brings  greetings  and  good  luck  from  all  the  four 
points  of  the  compass  to  the  good  city  of  Liineburg." 

"  And  I,"  said  Gilbert,  "  am  a  cooper's  apprentice,  and  a 
Liineburg  boy." 

"  That  thou  art  a  cooper  I  see,"  said  the  gate-keeper, 
holding  the  lantern  to  his  face,  "but  a  Liineburg  boy  — 
anybody  can  say  that." 

"  But  not  prove  it,  Kaspar  Rulle  !  I  am  Gilbert,  second 
son  of  the  worthy  master  cooper,  Gotthard  Henneberg,  in 
Red  Cock  Street." 

"What!  the  salt  master's  boy,  Gilbert,  art  thou?  Turn 
round  !  Yes,  it  is  his  nose,  and  as  thou  knowest  me,  I 
believe  it." 
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11  You  will  let  us  in  without  a  prentice  certificate,  won't 
you  ?  I  can  speak  well  for  iny  companion." 

"  Speak  well,"  muttered  the  old  man,  "  I  speak  well  for 
no  one  ;  least  and  last  for  a  cobbler's  apprentice." 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  Timmo,  "  cobbler's  apprentices  — 

"  Have  to  hold  their  peace  ;  otherwise  march  out  again  !  " 
growled  the  gruff  old  fellow. 

Lighting  Timmo's  face  with  his  lantern,  he  scrutinized 
him  with  a  severely  official  air,  deliberating  whether  he  could 
let  a  stray  traveller,  without  evidence  of  his  prenticeship, 
into  the  town,  for  he  felt  as  gate-keeper  a  deep  responsibil- 
ity, and  a  full  appreciation  of  the  dignity  of  his  position. 

"From  Darmstadt?"  he  asked;  and  planting  himself 
before  Timmo,  with  his  legs  apart,  he  struck  the  ground 
heavily  with  the  but-end  of  his  pike. 

''Yes,  from  Darmstadt,"  said  Timmo. 

"  And  wishest  to  find  work  here  in  Liineburg?" 

"If  I  can  once  get  in,  and  you  have  no  objection," 
answered  Timmo. 

"Have  patience,  cobbler's  apprentice  from  Darmstadt! 
If  I  do  object,  you  shall  not  come  in  !  "  grumbled  the  old 
man  ;  then,  turning  to  Gilbert,  "  I  will  for  once  shut  my 
eyes  as  to  this  prentice.  Thou  art  a  Henneberg ;  I  only 
wish  thou  hadst  come  to  bring  us  peace.  Enter,  both  of 
you,  in  God's  name,  with  all  your  belongings.  Do  your  duty  ; 
otherwise  things  will  not  go  well  with  you.  Forward." 

Then  he  lighted  them  through  the  massive  gateway  to  the 
guard-room  on  the  other  side,  wished  them  good  night,  and 
retired. 

u  A  nice  beginning  !  "  said  Timmo.  "  Are  they  all  so  polite 
here?" 

"  Kaspar  Rulle  is  the  most  good-natured  man  in  all  Liine- 
burg," answered  Gilbert. 

14  Well,  then,  I  shall  rejoice  to  meet  the  others,"  laughed 
Timmo. 

The  day  was  waning  as  the  two  companions  strode  through 
the  next  streets,  and  Timmo  asked, — 

"  Is  thy  father  really  a  salt  master?  " 

"Not  at  all,"  said  Gilbert;  "the  old  man  made  a  mis- 
take. He  meant  to  say,  master  cooper." 

"  But  he  said  salt  master,"  repeated  Timmo. 

"  Foolishness !  I  should  like  to  know  what  he  meant  by 
the  peace  he  wished  me  to  bring." 
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44  Perhaps  in  the  letter  from  the  senator  in  Celle." 

44  By  my  troth  !  I  had  entirely  forgotten  it !  Herr  Albert 
von  der  Molen's  face  did  not  look  much  like  peace  when  he 
gave  me  the  letter." 

They  went  along  through  the  Schlagerwietc,  and  at  the 
corner  Gilbert  said  :  "  This  is  the  Grapen-giesser  Street,  and 
the  next  is  the  Altstadt ;  one,  two,  three  cross  streets  thou 
passest,  and  then  thou  comest  to  the  cobblers'  inn.  The 
sign  hangs  far  out  into  the  street,  and  thou  canst  not  miss 
it  if  thou  openest  thine  eyes." 

4t  I  am  a  Hessian,*  but  not  a  blind  one,"  said  Timmo.  "  I 
will  find  it." 

"  Well,  then,  good  luck  to  thee  !  "  cried  Gilbert.  "  Look 
about  thee,  and  when  thou  fiudest  work  I  will  come  and  drink 
thy  health,  and  thou  must  come  and  do  the  same  by  me." 

44 1  will,"  said  the  cobbler,  and  took  his  way  down  the 
street.  Gilbert,  turning  to  the  right,  hastened  to  his  father's 
house. 

"I  wonder  if  the  old  father  won't  turn  out  to  be  a  salt 
master,  after  all,  as  the  gate-keeper  blurted  out,"  thought 
Timmo  to  himself,  as  he  .continued  on  his  way.  "  The 
young  one  has  something  masterful  about  him.  How  he 
pointed  out  the  way  to  me  !  It  sounded  almost  as  if  he  were 
speaking  to  a  servant !  He  might  have  gone  with  me,  though 
he  be  the  master's  son  and  the  mother's  pride.  Pshaw !  it 
has  been  raining  here.  If  they  have  a  hundred  towers,  they 
have  nobody  here  whose  duty  it  is  to  remove  the  mud  from 
the  streets  ;  but  as  everything  has  its  good  side,  they  must 
wear  out  all  the  more  shoe  leather.  Ltineburg  is  a  fine 
city,  with  a  hundred  towers,  and  yearly  burns  up  thirty  thou- 
sand cords  of  wood.  And  how  the  air  tastes  here !  I  be- 
lieve it  is  salted ;  yes,  certainly  it  is  salted,  hence  my  thirst. 
Sign-board,  where  swingest  thou?" 

Suddenly  he  stood  still  at  the  street  corner,  and  exclaimed  : 
44  What  am  I  saying?  I  forgot  to  count  the  cross  streets, 
and  I  know  not  if  this  be  the  second  or  the  third  ;  it  is  dark, 
and  not  so  much  as  a  dog  in  sight  to  show  one  the  way." 

Just  then  a  house  door  opened,  and  a  bright  streak  of 
light  fell  across  his  path  ;  in  the  door  appeared  a  man. 
Timmo  stepped  up  to  him,  and  asked  if  he  were  near  the 
Altstadt. 

*  Alluding  to  the  saying,  "  As  blind  as  a  Hessian." 
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44  Another  cobbler  come  to  Liineburg ! "  was  the  answer. 

44  A  shoemaker,  by  your  leave  !  " 

"  Naturally,  that  you  all  call  yourselves,  but  you  are  all  in 
debt  for  the  colored  leather  as  well  as  the  black.  And  what 
noses  these  waxed-thread  sewers  must  have,  to  always  smell 
out  a  tanner  when  it  does  n't  cost  him  anything  !  " 

44  Well,  now,"  laughed  Timmo,  "is  it  not  wonderful  for 
the  shoemaker  to  smell  out  the  tanner?  But  on  this  occasion 
it  was  an  accident,  or  a  dispensation  of  Providence,  which  I 
will  accept  as  a  good  omen." 

44  Do  so,  cordwainer !  Hast  thou  already  made  many 
masters  rich?"  rallied  the  tanner. 

44 1  take  that  for  granted,"  said  Timmo;  "for  the  rest, 
you  know  the  saying,  4  When  the  cobbler  dies,  the  tanner  gets 
the  skin '  ?  " 

44  Then  he  only  gets  what  belongs  to  him,"  laughed  the 
other. 

u  And  now  tell  me  where  the  inn  is,"  urged  Timmo,  impa- 
tiently. 

44  That  will  I,  straightway.  This  street  is  the  Altstadt, 
and  on  thy  right  hand  is  the  cobblers'  tavern,"  said  the 
tanner,  44  and  if  thou  canst  not  pay  for  Eimbecker,  drink 
Blaffert  beer  ;  it  is  right  good  now." 

44  Many  thanks,  master  ;  where  cobblers  and  carters  drink ; 
there  the  beer  is  always  of  the  best." 

With  that  Timmo  departed,  saying  to  himself,  "  Comical 
folk,  these  Luneburgers  !  " 

Arriving  at  the  inn,  he  quickly  knocked  at  the  door  and 
entered,  saying,  u  Good  even,  mother!  is  the  good-man  of 
the  house  at  home?" 

She  whom  he  thus  greeted  was  an  elderly,  but  still  active 
dame,  with  round  red  face  and  bright  eyes,  and  one  of  her 
chins  —  she  certainly  had  two  —  was  somewhat  stubbly. 
Nothing  was  to  be  seen  of  her  hair,  for  she  had  a  piece  of 
yellow  stuff  fastened  over  her  head  in  such  fashion  that 
knots  crowned  the  summit,  and  the  long  ends  stood  out 
stiffly,  like  two  horns. 

44  The  good-man  cannot  be  spoken  to,"  said  she  ;  4'  he  has 
overworked  himself  ;  he  has  rheumatism  in  the  back  and  lies 
abed,  but  the  house-mistress  never  turned  from  her  door  a 
decent  young  cobbler.  Thou  canst  ask  whom  thou  wilt  in 
the  city  if  old  Frau  Hombrok  is  not  everywhere  well  spoken 
of." 
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"  I  would  be  altogether  friendly  with  thee,  good  Frau," 
said  Timmo,  as  he  placed  himself  before  her,  hat  in  hand, 
and  wallet  under  the  left  arm.  u  In  the  mime  of  the  craft, 
if  thou  wilt  take  me  and  my  bundle,  I  on  the  bench,  and  my 
bundle  underneath,  I  will  conduct  myself  according  to  the 
customs  and  rules  of  the  guild,  as  becomes  an  honorable 
cobbler  with  a  decent  tongue  in  his  head  and  honest  hands." 

u  Welcome,  in  the  name  of  the  craft,"  said  the  old  woman. 
"  Lay  thy  bundle  under  the  bench  and  thy  hat  on  the  table. 
I  will  call  the  supervisor,  and  he  will  look  after  thee." 

Timmo  did  as  he  was  told,  and  then  seated  himself ;  but 
he  rose  and  put  on  his  hat  again  when  the  latter  entered, 
and  going  up  to  him,  laid  his  left  hand  upon  the  supervisor's 
right  shoulder,  who  did  the  same  to  him,  and  began,  "  God 
be  with  thee,  stranger  !  —  a  cobbler?  " 

"  A  bit  of  one,"  answered  Timmo. 

"  Where  hast  thou  roamed  during  the  dry  weather?  " 

u  Always  in  a  land  which  is  n't  my  own." 

u  Comest  thou  on  foot  or  on  horseback?" 

u  I  come  on  two  nags  out  of  a  good  master's  stable  ;  the 
master's  wife  has  saddled  them,  the  maidens  have  bridled 
them,  and  I  have  shod  them  myself." 

1 '  Wherefore  wast  thou  sent  abroad  ?  " 

"  For  honorable  promotion,  good  conduct,  and  honesty."' 

"  What  is  good  conduct  and  honesty  ?  " 

"  Obeying  the  rules  and  customs  of  the  craft." 

"When  didst  thou  undertake  to  observe  them?  " 

"  So  soon  as  I  had  faithfully  served  my  apprenticeship." 

"  When  wilt  thou  give  them  up?" 

"  When  death  stops  the  heart." 

"  What  carriest  thou  under  thy  hat?" 

"  Good  discretion." 

*'  And  what  on  thy  tongue?" 

"  Truth." 

"  What  is  of  profit  t  >  our  craft?  " 

"  Everything  which  God  and  a  cobbler  know." 

Now  they  both  removed  their  hats  ;  the  supervisor  gave 
the  stranger  his  hand,  and  said,  "  Welcome  in  the  name  of 
the  craft !  What  is  thy  name,  and  what  is  thy  desire  ?  " 

44  I  am  Timotheus  Schneck,  born  in  Darmstadt,  and  I  wish 
to  beg  of  thee  to  allow  me,  according  to  the  custom  of  the 
craft,  to  look  about  me  for  to-day  and  to-morrow  ;  and  if 
there  is  nothing  to  be  found  here,  then  somewhere  else." 
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"  I  have  never  in  my  clay  turned  a  cold  shoulder  to  an 
honest  fellow,"  said  the  supervisor,  "  and  I  will  not  begin 
with  thee.  How  about  thy  papers  ?  " 

"  Certificate  of  birth  and  so  forth  are  all  in  order." 

"  Where  didst  thou  keep  the  feast  to  celebrate  the  close  of 
thy  apprenticeship  ?  " 

''In  the  good  city  of  Darmstadt,  in  a  four-cornered  room, 
on  a  square  table,  with  an  open  chest  upon  it  and  tankards 
of  beer.  I  may  have  drunken  therefrom  three  times  or  four  ; 
had  I  even  taken  more,  'twould  not  have  been  to  my  harm." 

<fc  Thou  hast  probably  forgotten  more  than  ever  I  learned, 
but  we  will  inspect  the  rolls  and  see  what  master's  name  is 
there  recorded  in  need  of  workmen." 

"  He  cannot  learn  much  about  me,  beyond  my  running 
about  the  country,  wearing  out  clothes  and  shoes,  drinking 
beer  or  wine,  now  much,  now  little,  as  the  purse  was  full  or 
empty." 

Timmo  did  not  utter  these  mock-modest  words  in  an  alto- 
gether modest  manner ;  one  could  plainly  see  by  his  appear- 
ance and  bearing  that  he  was  thoroughly  convinced  of  his 
own  merits. 

The  supervisor  either  did  not  notice  this  or  was  used  to  it ; 
he  unlocked  a  chest  and  took  out  the  masters'  roll. 

"There  is  only  one  who  needs  a  journeyman,"  said  he, 
"  Daniel  Sporken,  a  worthy  master,  but  no  one  remains  long 
in  his  service." 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Timmo. 

"  It  is  hard  to  live  peaceably  with  the  wife,  for  she  seems 
oftentimes  possessed  as  though  by  Satan." 

"  If  that  is  all,"  laughed  Timmo,  "  I  will  drive  the  Evil 
One  out  of  her." 

''Have  a  care,  brother  Darmstadter !  "  cried  the  other. 
"I  warn  thee;  but  if  with  deliberate  courage,  good  under- 
standing, and  of  thy  free  will  thou  persistest  in  this  under- 
taking, I  will  go  myself  to  the  master  and  recommend  thee. 
Meanwhile,  thou  canst  pass  the  time  over  a  mug  of  beer ; 
only  when  I  return,  let  me  not  find  thee  under  the  table." 

"  I  thank  thee  most  heartily,"  said  Timmo. 

The  supervisor  now  opened  the  door  and  called  into  a 
neighboring  room:  "Mother,  the  stranger  has  prove- 1  his 
craft,  and  now  we  must  extend  its  privileges  to  him.  Give 
him  some  beer ;  I  will  go  and  recommend  him,  and  soon  re- 
turn." 
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He  took  from  Timmo's  hand  his  papers,  glanced  over 
them,  put  on  his  hat  and  went  out. 

The  hostess  placed  a  jug  of  beer  and  a  pewter  mug  on  the 
table,  and  Timmo  asked,  — 

"  Eimbecker  or  Blaffert  beer?  " 

The  old  woman  looked  at  him  surprised,  and  answered, 
"  Blaffert  beer." 

"Aha!" 

Timmo  filled  up  his  cup  and  drank.  "  Not  bad,  Mother 
Hombrok !" 

The  hostess  looked  at  him  again  with  a  glance  which 
seemed  to  say,  I  would  not  advise  you  to  find  it  otherwise  ; 
but  she  simply  observed,  "  May  it  do  you  'good  !  " 

Timmo  thanked  her,  and  now  they  began  a  little  chat, 
whereby  Timmo  made  himself  acquainted  with  all  the  Liiue- 
burg  gossip.  He  thought  to  himself,  "I  must  be  sly,  and 
find  out  about  the  cooper."  So  he  said,  — 

"  I  brought  a  travelling  companion  here  with  me,  a  Liine- 
burger." 

4 '  A  Liineburger  !     So  !     Who  ?  " 

"  A  cooper's  prentice,  Gilbert  Henneberg." 

"  Son  of  the  salt  master?"  the  old  woman  asked  quickly. 

"  There  now,"  chuckled  Timmo  to  himself,  "  there  it  is 
again,  the  salt  master  !  —  Yes,  that 's  it,"  said  he  aloud  ;  "  are 
they  householders  ?  " 

"Why,  yes,"  replied  Mother  Hombrok ;  "the  wife  in- 
herited half  a  salt-pan  from  her  father.  Of  course  her  hus- 
band joined  the  salt  masters'  guild,  yet  he  still  follows  the 
cooper's  trade  with  diligence,  though  it  is  no  longer  neces- 
sary. Through  the  whole  town  he  is  simply  called  salt 
master.  He  is  the  only  one  in  Liineburg  who  continues  his 
trade,  and  such  a  thing  has  never  happened  before.  He  is 
also  head  of  the  coopers'  guild." 

"Head  of  the  guild  also?  " 

"Of  course,  and  a  good  one!  He  keeps  order  in  the 
house  and  in  the  office,  in  the  workshop  and  at  the  guild 
meetings." 

"  Has  he  many  children?  " 

"Four;  three  boys  and  a  girl,  and  his  daughter  Ilsabe, 
she  's  a  noble  girl !  No  one  will  be  disappointed  in  her," 
said  the  old  woman  with  as  much  unction  as  if  she  were  the 
girl's  own  mother  or  grandmother,  and  struck  the  table  such 
a  blow  with  her  fat  hand  that  the  pewter  mug  danced 
again. 
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Timmo  seized  it  quickly,  to  save  the  beer,  and  asked, 
"  Has  she  already  a  sweetheart?" 

41  Don't  know,"  said  the  old  woman,  "  but  she  is  beautiful 
and  she  will  be  rich,  for  I  think  the  salt  master  has  made 
hay  while  the  sun  shone,  and  has  laid  away  a  good  bit  of 
money.  The  mother,  the  master's  wife,  is  of  high  birth, 
and  they  made  a  fuss  when  he  wished  to  marry  her;  but," 
she  continued,  with  a  wink  of  the  eye  and  a  flourish  of  her 
open  hand,  "  if  a  girl  is  over  head  and  ears  in  love,  nothing 
is  of  any  use.  I  know  it." 

"Yes,  yes,  Mother  Hombrok,"  slyly  laughed  the  cobbler, 
"  I  believe  thee  !  Been  young  thyself  !  H'm  !  " 

They  both  laughed,  and  the  old  woman  simpered:  "Of 
course,  little  cobbler,  why  not?  Mother  Hombrok  would 
show  herself  anywhere,  I  tell  thee  —  yes,  it  is  a  good  while 
ago,  to  be  sure." 

So  they  chatted  together  till  the  supervisor  came  back, 
saying,  — 

"  I  have  on  your  errand  run, 
I  have  now  your  business  done ; 
According  to  my  mother-wit, 
According  as  our  rules  permit. 

Master  Sporken  engages  thee  for  a  fortnight's  work. 
Make  the  best  of  a  poor  master,  as  a  rich  one  is  not  to  be 
found.  I  wish  thee  good  luck  in  the  workshop,  and  ma}r 
the  table  not  be  too  frugal,  the  room  not  too  narrow,  and 
the  windows  not  too  few." 

"Many  thanks,  brother  journeyman.  What  didst  thou 
say  to  the  master?" 

"  I  said  to  him  :  '  I  have  a  strange  journeyman  ;  he  likes 
to  sleep  late,  he  likes  an  early  supper,  a  short  day's  work, 
and  long  wages  ;  I  wish  thee  joy  of  him  ! ' ' 

"  Thou  didst  well,"  laughed  Timmo. 

"  By  the  bye,  it  is  a  custom,"  continued  the  supervisor, 
"for  a  stranger,  when  he  is  engaged,  to  pay  for  two  tank- 
ards of  beer.  If  he  gets  no  work  here,  he  receives  as  much 
at  the  gate  when  he  goes." 

"  Frau  Mother,"  called  Timmo  quickly,  "  two  tankards  of 
Eitnbecker!" 

Then  they  sat  together  and  drank  their  good  beer  in 
peace.  The  elder  man  now  gave  his  name  as  Asmus  Trof- 
fehn,  from  Hamburg. 
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"  Not  far  away,"  thought  Timmo,  but  said  nothing. 

They  talked  about  many  things,  and  arranged  with  one 
another  how  they  would  keep  the  feast,  celebrating  Timing's 
entrance  into  the  Liineburg  guild ;  and  the  supervisor  told 
the  traveller  how  many  shillings  he  must  pay  as  his  assess- 
ment;  how  much  "armor  money,"  how  much  wax  for 
tapers  for  the  brotherhood's  altar  at  St.  Cyriac's  church. 
They  also  related  their  experiences  during  their  prentice 
wanderings,  and  Timotheus  Schneck  knew  how  to  tell  the 
drollest  stories  and  the  most  wonderful  adventures,  so  that 
the  supervisor  would  often  incredulously  shake  his  head. 
But  this  did  not  disturb  Timmo ;  his  tongue  went  like  a  mill- 
wheel,  and  his  brown  eyes  twinkled  with  glee,  especially 
when  he  narrated  a  new  tale  a  little  crazier  than  the  last. 
He  had  nailed  and  soled,  in  many  places,  shoes  and  boots 
for  great  folk  ;  had  taken  part  in  a  revolution,  and  in  more 
than  one  jack-rabbit  chase  ;  and  on  Shrove  Tuesday  he  had 
always  been  the  great  provoker  of  fun  and  the  sauciest  wag, 
and  especially  with  the  maidens  he  was  generally  "  cock  of 
the  walk." 

1 '  How  many  Monday  holidays  hast  thou  here?"  he  sud- 
denly asked,  with  a  patronizing  air. 

"  One  for  each  season,"  answered  Asmus  Troffehn. 

"  No  more?"  cried  Timmo,  and  threw  back  his  head; 
"  and  does  that  content  thee?" 

"  It  has  been  so  always,"  replied  Asmus  ;  "  hast  thou,  then, 
more  in  Frankfort  or  Darmstadt?" 

"  In  Frankfort  we  make  every  fourth  Monday  '  a  red- 
paint  day,'  and  we  were  not  satisfied  with  that,  but  wished 
to  have  every  second  one,  but  we  could  not  compass  it ;  that 
is,"  he  went  on,  "  we  concluded  not  to  carry  the  point  to 
extremes,  for  we  led  a  merry  life  as  it  was,  and  we  always 
drank  of  the  best." 

"  What !  good  beer  in  Frankfort  £" 

"  No ;  wine,  wine  !  "  cried  Timmo,  and  smacked  his  lips. 
"I  tell  thee,  brother  Hamburger,  there  is  more  wine  in  the 
Frankfort  cellars  than  water  in  the  Liineburg  wells.  Hast 
thou  also  a  '  wine  bell '  here  ?  " 

"  You  '11  hear  it  ring,  all  the  same,"  returned  Asmus, 
"  though  we  do  not  call  it  by  that  name.  At  nine  o'clock, 
in  winter,  we  must  leave  the  ale-houses ;  in  summer,  at 
ten." 

"That's  a  fine   time!    that  won't   suit   me!"   blustered 
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Timmo.  ' '  Listen,  brother  Hamburger ;  that  must  be 
changed  if  I  am  going  to  stay  in  Ltineburg,  and  with 
thy  help,  I  will  soon  show  thee  how  to  get  our  rights." 

44  Fair  and  softly,  brother  Darmstadter ;  Master  Sporken 
may  be  easy-going,  but  the  burgomaster  and  council  are 
powerful,  and  not  to  be  trifled  with." 

"  I  mark  well  how  thou  standest  in  awe  of  the  rod  here," 
scoffed  Timmo;  "it  shows  the  need  of  some  one  who  will 
grumble  a  little,  and  thou  shalt  see,  brother,  I  am  the 
man  ! " 

"  Thou  canst  begin  with  thy  master's  wife,"  laughed  the 
other,  "  but  have  a  care  lest  thou  get  the  worst  of  the  bar- 
gain." 

Cried  Timmo,  "  That  would  be  the  first  time  in  my 
life  ! " 

"Knowest  thou,"  said  Asmus,  "whom  they  call  Master 
Daniel  here  in  jest?  Daniel  in  the  lion's  den,  his  wife 
being  the  lioness,  —  a  true  wild-cat !  " 

Timmo  laughed  aloud. 

"Listen!"  and  Asmus  rose;  "the  town  bell!     I   must 

go." 

"Thou  art  not  in  earnest,"  urged  Timmo;  "we  will 
drink  one  more  mug,  and  I  will  pay  the  reckoning." 

"  No,  no,"  said  the  supervisor  seriously  ;  "  thou  must  not 
keep  me  ;  come,  we  will  drink  one  another's  health  with  what 
is  left." 

"  May  God  bless  Hamburg!  and  once  more,  good  luck 
to  thee  in  the  workshop." 

They  clinked  cans,  and  Timmo  expressed  hh  thanks. 

"  Now,"  counselled  Asmus,  "  turn  in  ;  thou  wilt  not  need 
to  be  rocked  to  sleep  after  thy  tramp  from  Ulsen.  By  the 
six-o'clock  bell  I  will  be  here  to  guide  thee  to  the  lion's  den. 
Good  night,  brother  Darmstadter." 

"  Good  night,  brother  supervisor,"  growled  Timmo. 

He  then  went  out  and  asked  the  "inn  mother"  to  light 
him  to  bed. 

"  Come,  sonny,"  said  the  old  woman,  and  went  up  the 
steps  in  front  of  him.  "  There  !  "  she  called  out,  opening  a 
chamber  door  above,  "  slip  in,  my  young  hare,  and  dream  of 
what  thou  likest  best,  of  beer,  or  of  beautiful  maidens." 

"Many  thanks,  good  mother!  The  Eimbecker  was  still 
better  than  the  Blaffert." 

"Thou  knowest  what  is  good,"  laughed  the  old  woman. 
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"  Early  in  the  morning  I  will  waken  thee,  for  time  and  tide 
wait  for  no  man,"  added  she,  with  friendly  earnestness. 

u  Greet  the  good  man  with  the  rheumatism  for  me,"  said 
Timmo. 

Mother  Hombrok  assented,  and  slowly  descended  the 
stairs,  which  in  the  evening  stillness  softly  groaned  and 
creaked  under  her  solid  tread. 
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CHAPTER   II. 

NEAR  the  northeast  end  of  the  city,  in  Red  Cock  Street, 
dwelt  the  head  master  of  the  coopers'  guild,  Gotthard  Hen- 
neberg,  in  a  brown  brick  house,  facing  the  east,  the  four- 
stepped  gable  toward  the  street,  as  was  the  case  with  all  the 
Luneburg  houses.  In  this  one,  each  step  was  the  height  of 
a  story,  and  they  were  separated  from  one  another  by  a  heavy 
double  string-course  or  entablature,  over  which  were  pillars 
supporting  the  window  arches.  Behind  the  gable,  upon  the 
peak  of  which  a  weathercock  stood,  rose  the  high-pitched, 
glazed  tile  roof,  and  beneath  it  were  the  chambers.  The 
highest  windows  in  the  gable  front,  small  and  in  pairs,  were 
blind  ones,  and  behind  them  was  nothing  but  the  free  air, 
the  gable  being  so  much  higher  than  the  roof.  The  mould- 
ings, arches,  and  pillars  were  rounded,  and  with  wreaths  so 
twisted  and  wound  about  them  that  they  looked  like  ship's 
cables.  The  house  door,  to  which  one  ascended  by  a  flight 
of  steps  leading  to  a  landing  flanked  by  high-backed  stone 
benches,  had  a  pointed  arch,  and  was  ornamented  with  fine 
twisted  stone  wreaths,  resembling  a  small  church  portal. 

The  architecture  was  the  same  throughout  the  town,  only 
that  the  houses  of  the  old  gentry  were  ornamented  with 
human  figures,  heads,  animals,  flowers,  and  foliage,  all  carved 
in  stone,  beside  skilfully  chiselled  and  painted  family  es- 
cutcheons. As  the  four  to  six  stepped  gables  all  fronted  the 
street,  and  all  showed  the  same  brownish  tint,  the  town  made 
a  peculiar,  but  yet  not  monotonous,  impression,  especialty  as 
the  gables  varied  in  height  and  breadth,  as  well  as  in  orna- 
ment. 

Each  house  had  its  own  name,  sometimes  given  it  by  a 
few  fun-loving  owners.  In  Holy  Ghost  Street,  for  exam- 
ple, four  neighbors  had  agreed  to  call  theirs,  "Sun," 
44  Moon,"  "  And,"  tl  Stars."  The  first  started  with  "  Sun," 
the  others  followed  suit,  so  that  to  the  third  fell  the  name  of 
"And." 
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Master  Gotthard  Henneberg's,  in  which  time  immemo- 
rial the  cooper's  trade  had  been  followed,  was  called  the 
"  Golden  Egg,"  after  a  big  stone  egg  let  into  the  wall  over  the 
door,  and  formerly  gilded.  Next  to  the  egg  over  the  door 
was  the  house-sign :  a  cross,  the  upright  ending  in  a  broad 
hatchet,  the  arms  terminating  with  Latin  H's ;  perhaps  the 
founder's  name  was  Heinrich  Henneberg.  This  house-sign 
was  branded  on  every  cask  that  came  out  of  the  workshop 
of  the  Golden  Egg,  and  yearly  a  multitude  of  such  crosses 
went  out  into  the  world. 

In  the  home,  peace,  diligence,  and  piety  reigned,  and 
blessings  followed  them.  If  it  had  not  been  against  the 
strict  rules  of  the  craft,  Master  Henneberg  could  have  em- 
ployed more  than  two  journeymen  and  an  apprentice,  for  it 
was  as  much  as  he  could  do  to  fill  all  the  orders  for  salt  tuns, 
barrels,  and  vats.  His  oldest  son,  Arnold,  was  one  of  the 
two  journeymen)  the  other  a  stranger  from  Soest,  named 
Jacob,  and  the  prentice  was  his  youngest  son,  Lutke.  Who- 
ever worked  under  Master  Henneberg,  learned  his  trade 
thoroughly.  There  was  not  much  spare  time,  and  the  work- 
ing hours  were  strictly  denned  and  rigidly  adhered  to.  Quiet 
orderliness,  due  to  the  loving  care  of  the  housewife  and  her 
blooming  daughter,  reigned  amidst  all  the  noise  th  t  attends 
the  cooper's  trade,  with  its  hammering  and  knocking,  cut- 
ting and  sawing ;  and  nothing  was  lacking  in  the  household 
which  was  required  for  the  comfort  of  the  inmates. 

At  the  stroke  of  the  vesper  bell,  on  the  day  of  Gilbert's 
arrival,  which  no  one  had  looked  for,  the  master  removed  his 
leather  apron,  and  stopped  working.  His  assistants  fol- 
lowed his  example.  Jacob  and  Lutke  put  the  tools  in  their 
proper  place,  and  began  to  clear  their  way — through  the  fin- 
ished and  half -made  kegs  and  casks,  the  work- benches,  the 
stock  on  hand  of  staves  and  bottom- wood,  the  hoops,  and 
shavings  which  filled  the  workshop  —  to  the  few  steps  which 
led  up  to  the  living-room,  and  also  to  the  solid  spiral  staircase 
in  the  rear.  The  spacious  workshop  took  in  two  stories, 
and  the  wall  with  its  corner  posts,  the  ceiling  with  its  heavy 
rafters  and  cross-beams,  the  doors  and  stairs,  all  had  the  dark- 
brown  hue  of  the  time-stained  wood.  About  three  quarters 
of  the  way  up  on  the  left  side  ran  a  broad  gallery  with  an 
open  carved  balustrade,  connected  with  the  stairs  leading  to 
a  few  small  chambers  built  in  the  upper  part  of  the  hall, 
which  received  all  their  scanty  light  from  it  through  little 
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windows.     Beneath  the  balustrade  was  carved  the  cooper's 
motto :  — 

"  What  greater  art  can  man  e'er  find 
Than  wood  to  wood  firmly  to  bind?  " 

Master  Gotthard  closed  the  house  door,  and  with  slow, 
sedate  steps  turned  into  the  living-room,  and  sat  down  in 
his  big  rush-bottomed  chair,  whistling  softly.  The  wife  and 
daughter  were  sewing  at  the  table,  by  the  light  of  a  lamp  ; 
they  liked  to  hear  this  whistling,  for  it  betokened  a  quiet 
contentment  in  the  master,  and  they  did  not  disturb  him 
with  questions  which  they  knew  he  rarely  answered.  Once 
Ilsabe,  his  third  child,  had  asked  him,  on  such  an  occasion, 
why  he  whistled  so  cheerfully,  and  he  merely  smiled,  pinched 
her  little  pink  ear  with  his  great  brawny  hands,  and  kissed 
her  curly  pate. 

Master  Gotthard  was  not  a  taciturn  man,  though  not  talk- 
ative, and  his  favorite  adage  was,  "The  spoken  word  is 
one's  master ;  the  unspoken  word  is  one's  servant." 

Arnold  soon  entered  the  room,  and  cast  first  an  inquiring 
look  at  the  empty  table  and  then  at  his  sister,  who  laugh- 
ingly said, — 

"  Mother,  Arnold  thinks  it  is  meal-time.'* 
"  I !  "  exclaimed  Arnold  ;  "  I  did  not  say  anything." 
"Such  hungry  looks  one  understands  without  words," 
laughed  Ilsabe,  who  rose,  took  away  gently  her  mother's 
sewing  out  of  her  hands,  folded  it  neatly  and  laid  it  aside. 
She  then  began  to  set  the  table.  Six  platters  of  birch- wood 
without  a  rim,  beside  each  a  knife,  and  before  each  a  simple 
pewter  cup  ;  that  was  all  the  table  ware  that  was  needed  for 
the  evening  meal.  Only  before  the  father's  platter,  at  the 
upper  end  of  the  table,  instead  of  the  cup,  a  pewter  tankard 
was  placed,  on  the  cover  of  which  was  the  complete  figure  of 
an  archer ;  and  on  the  rim  was  cut  the  master's  name,  with 
the  date  of  the  year  and  the  day.  This  tankard  Master 
Gotthard  had  won  at  a  shooting  match  with  his  own  shaft. 
Also  another  knife,  a  larg<  r  one  than  the  others,  the  handle 
of  deer  horn,  was  laid  before  the  father's  place.  Then 
Ilsabe  served  the  simple  fare,  and  lastly,  brought  a  pitcher 
of  Eimbecker  beer,  from  which  she  filled  the  father's  tankard 
and  the  cups,  and  all  was  ready.  She  summoned  Jacob  and 
Lutke,  who  appeared  as  quickly  as  if  they  had  been  waiting 
behind  the  door. 
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The  master  drew  his  arm-chair  to  the  table,  and  sat  there 
strong  and  dignified  as  a  king  on  his  throne.  He  enjoyed 
quiet,  intelligent  conversation  during  the  meal,  as  well  as 
good-natured  jesting,  but  he  liked  to  listen  rather  than  take 
much  part  in  it  himself.  To  mix  maxims  and  wise  exhorta- 
tions with  the  family  bread  and  butter  was  n't  to  his-  liking  ; 
neither  would  he  allow  any  mere  gossip  about  the  neigh- 
bors, no  matter  how  remote  they  were  from  his  home  and 
heart. 

But  he  never  wished  to  eat  in  silence,  as  if  peace  and  con- 
cord must  be  disturbed  by  speech.  He  considered  cheerful 
conversation  the  best  sensonm<r,  and  believed  that  one  could 
not  thrive  on  food  partaken  of  in  company  with  melancholy 
thoughts  or  secret  rancor.  At  supper,  this  evening,  the  talk 
flowed  on  as  usual,  without  anything  very  important  being 
said.  As  the  simple  meal  drew  to  a  close,  they  heard  three 
loud  blows  on  the  street  door.  All  ceased  speaking  and 
listened. 

44  A  cooper  knocks  there,"  said  the  master  ;  "go,  Lutke, 
and  see  who  is  without." 

Lutke  went  out,  but  the  darkness  of  the  street  prevented 
him  from  recognizing  any  one,  till  a  manly  figure  appeared 
upon  the  threshold,  and  a  voice  whispered, — 

"Arnold,  is  it  thou?" 

"  I  am  Lutke,"  said  the  boy,  in  a  not  over-friendly  manner. 

"  Lutke  !  Thou  !  Why,  boy,  how  thou  hast  grown  !  " 
exclaimed  the  strangei.  entering.  "  Dost  thou  not  know  me, 
nor  my  voice?  I  am  thy  brother  Gilbert." 

"  Gil  —  "  began  Lutke,  but  his  mouth  was  covered  by  his 
brother's  hand. 

"  Hush  !  "  said  he  ;  "  don't  call  out !  where  are  they  ?  " 

"  Still  at  the  table,"  whispered  Lutke.     "  Come." 

In  the  mean  while,  had  those  within  no  intuition  of  what 
was  going  on  outside?  Mother,  does  not  your  heart  beat 
faster?  Sister  Ilsabe,  does  not  the  thought  rush  through 
your  mind  like  lightning  that  it  may  be  —  ? 

They  listened  as  though  there  was  something  strange  in  the 
air,  but  with  no  definite  expectation.  They  heard  steps 
approach  the  living-room,  a  hand  groped  for  the  latch, 
and  now  —  now  stood  there  in  the  doorway  a  traveller  with 
knapsack  and  bag,  hat  in  hand,  who  spoke  in  a  deep-toned, 
slightly  trembling  voice,  — 
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"  Good  luck  to  the  house  !  Honor  to  the  honorable  craft ! 
Good  evening,  father  and  mother !  " 

Motionless,  with  open  eyes,  they  sat  there,  but  only  for  a 
moment ;  then  suddenly  it  dawned  upon  them,  the  scarcely 
imaginable  happiness,  and  "  Gilbert,  Gilbert !"  they  cried, 
flew  from  their  seats,  and  rushed  toward  him,  and  Ilsabe  was 
the  first  to  fling  her  arms  around  the  beloved  brother's  neck. 

Then  he  greeted  one  after  another.  The  mother  held  him 
long,  and  when  he  came  to  the  father,  two  strong  hands  and 
two  pairs  of  honest  eyes  met.  Then  the  father  spoke,  — 

"  Mother,  when  a  journeyman  cooper,  on  his  wanderings, 
begs  a  night's  lodging,  he  is  never  refused,  but  according  to 
custom,  receives  a  bed,  food,  and  drink.  Welcome  to  the 
table,  Gilbert!" 

They  took  his  travelling  gear  from  him  ;  one  his  knapsack, 
another  the  goat-skin  bag.  Ilsabe  took  the  hat,  detached  the 
juniper  sprig,  and  stuck  it  in  her  bodice.  The  sword  Gilbert 
unbuckled  himself,  placing  it  in  a  corner,  as  if  to  prevent  the 
father  from  seeing  it,  but  he  had  already  noticed  it,  though 
he  said  nothing. 

Then  they  drew  their  seats  close  together  ;  they  put  Gilbert 
between  father  and  mother,  and  Ilsabe,  who  had  disappeared, 
soon  returned  with  a  fine  ham,  which  she  placed  before  her 
brother. 

Arnold  looked  into  the  pitcher,  and  then  at  his  father,  who 
nodded  and  held  his  open  palm  two  feet  above  the  table. 
Arnold  guessed  his  meaning,  and  made  Lutke  run  for  the 
high  stone  jug,  which  presently  stood  upon  the  board,  and 
looked  down  superciliously  upon  the  pitcher. 

Gilbert  cut  away  bravely  at  the  ham,  and  to  all  questions 
he  gave  only  a  nod,  or  shake  of  the  head,  or  a  comfortable 
grunt  for  answer,  till  the  master  ejaculated,  — 

u  Let  him  eat  in  peace,  and  don't  disturb  him  !  " 

They  obeyed  as  usual,  when  the  master  spoke,  and  began 
to  make  half-audible  remarks  upon  the  good  looks  and 
vigorous  appearance  of  the  brother  who  had  returned  a  man, 
which  of  course  he  overheard  and  smiled  at. 

Happy  to  his  heart's  core  he  sat  there,  with  the  knife 
grasped  in  his  right  hand,  while  his  left  rested  on  the  pitcher, 
regarding  the  different  members  of  the  family  by  turns,  till 
his  laughing  blue  eyes  sparkled  with  contentment.  Was  he 
not  once  more  at  home  ?  Did  he  not  again  sit  at  his  father's 
table,  and  feel  his  mother's  hand  upon  his  shoulder,  and 
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could  he  not  —  happy  fellow — turn  his  face  towards  them 
and  gratefully  recognize  their  looks  of  love  ?  However  well 
strangers  might  have  treated  him,  he  had  been  nowhere  so 
petted  and  caressed,  nowhere  filled  with  happiness  as  now. 

The  Henuebcrgs  were  a  sturdy  race,  tall,  ruddy,  and  well 
built.  The  family  traits  were  unmistakable  ;  the  broad  brow, 
the  somewhat  prominent  nose  and  firm  jaw.  They  all  had 
blond  hair,  the  master's  tinged  with  gray.  His  beardless 
face  was  slightly  furrowed,  but  the  large,  clear  eyes,  under 
heavy  eyebrows,  tempered  his  rather  severe  aspect,  and 
expressed  so  much  frankness  and  kindliness  of  heart  that, 
instead  of  intimidating,  he  inspired  confidence  in  every  one. 
As  the  sous  resembled  the  father,  so  was  the  daughter  the 
lovely  image  of  the  mother,  whom  one  could  scarcely  connect 
with  these  sons  of  Anak.  Lutke  was  still  young  and  some- 
what slender,  owing  to  his  rapid  growth,  and  Ilsabe,  in  her 
youthful  bloom,  might  well  be  considered  worthy  of  such 
brothers.  Gilbert's  eyes  rested  upon  her,  as  if  he  could  not 
see  enough  of  the  grace  and  beauty  which  the  sister  had 
developed  since  he  left  her  a  sixteen-year-old  girl. 

Ilsabe  perceived  well  enough  this  silent  homage,  and 
inwardly  rejoiced  at  her  brother's  loyalty.  Gilbert,  onl}-  two 
years  older  than  she,  had  always  been  her  favorite  since 
childhood.  They  had  possessed  each  other's  fullest  confi- 
dence in  all  their  affairs,  and  if  they  could  have  looked  now 
into  each  other's  minds  they  would  have  seen  there  a  resolve 
that  everything  should  be  again  as  in  days  gone  by. 

Even  the  hungriest  mortal  is  satisfied  if  he  only  eats  long 
enough,  and  Gilbert  had  finally  done  justice  to  everything  on 
his  father's  table.  Then  he  must  relate  his  adventures,  and 
he  began  at  the  beginning.  Whither  he  wandered  first,  and 
how,  he  now  confessed,  while  the  master  playfully  shook  his 
finger,  the  mother's  secret  gift  had  enabled  him  to  go  farther 
than  he  could  have  done  on  the  father's  carefully  reckoned 
travelling  expenses. 

Then  where  he  first  found  work,  and  so  on,  and  so  on, 
through  the  whole  four  years.  How,  as  a  master's  son,  he 
thought  to  take  only  three  years  to  learn,  and  three  years  to 
travel,  but  when  he  reached  the  Rhine  he  was  so  well  pleased 
that  he  added  a  whole  year.  Eighteen  months  he  remained 
there,  first  in  Elfeld,  then  the  famous  cellars  of  Delsau,  at 
Hockheim,  and  at  last  with  the  great  wine  merchant,  Master 
Christopher  Hokesath,  in  Mayence. 
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These  large  Rhineland  warehouses  had  their  own  coopers, 
under  special  master  coopers,  and  there  Gilbert  had  learned 
to  bind  wine  casks  with  iron  hoops,  and  all  sorts  of  secrets 
in  handling  different  wines.  But  at  last  the  thought  of  his 
parents,  his  brothers  and  sister  drew  him  toward  his  dear 
Liineburg. 

"And  now,"  he  ended,  "I  shall  stay  here,  and  work  at 
the  craft,  either  with  iron  or  wooden  hoops,  just  as  it  hap- 
pens." 

They  were  all  glad  to  hear  this  ;  only  one  had  a  mournful 
face,  and  that  was  Jacob,  for  he  said  to  himself,  ''Surely  now 
I  must  leave  this  good  place,  for  the  master  dare  not  keep 
more  than  two  journeymen."  Master  Gotthard  saw  his  dis- 
appointment, and  said:  "Don't  trouble  thyself,  Jacob.  I 
will  not  discharge  thee  till  thy  time  is  up,  and  I  will  recom- 
mend thee  well,  into  the  bargain.  Gilbert  may  rest  awhile, 
if  he  does  uot  wish  to  work  with  another  master." 

"I  will  not  do  that,"  said  Gilbert.  "I  know  right  well 
how  to  pass  the  time,  and  though  I  cannot  be  thy  third  jour- 
neymen, I  can  relieve  Arnold,  off  and  on,  when  he  wants  to 
take  a  holiday." 

These  words  satisfied  every  one,  especially  Ilsabe  and 
Arnold,  the  latter  for  particular  reasons,  which  had  nothing 
to  do  with  holidays. 

Upon  this  Gilbert  rose,  took  the  sword  out  of  the  corner, 
and,  offering  it  to  his  father,  said  :  "This  T  brought  for  thee, 
father.  They  say  it  is  a  good  blade.  Thou  understandest 
such  things  better  than  I.'' 

"  H'm  !  h'm  !"  and  the  father  scrutinized  the  weapon  with 
evident  approval,  unsheathed  it,  tried  how  the  hilt  suited  the 
hand,  weighed  it,  bent  it,  and  then  said  :  '  Thou  art  right ;  a 
good  blade.  I  thank  Ihee,  Gilbert !  " 

Nothing  more  welcome  could  the  son  have  brought  him, 
for  the  master's  only  weakness  was  for  weapons  of  every 
description,  in  the  use  of  which,  for  a  craftsman,  he  was 
very  proficient.  He  possessed  a  small  collection,  and  with 
pleasure  he  added  to  it  this  beautiful  sword. 

Gilbert  searched  in  his  knapsack  and  bag,  and  brought  to 
light  all  sorts  of  pretty  things,  such  as  could  not  be  found  in 
Liineburg.  Every  one  received  a  gift,  to  their  great  satis- 
faction. 

To  the  mother  he  gave  a  beautiful  bag  to  carry  her  prayer- 
book  to  church.  The  yellow  silk  pocket  for  the  prayer-book 
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was  fastened  to  a  small  strip  of  oak,  upon  one  side  of  which 
was  fixed  a  parchment,  and  on  this  was  written  a  prayer. 
The  Virgin  and  Child  were  also  embroidered  on  the  pocket 
in  colored  silk.  The  whole  was  covered  with  thin,  trans- 
parent horn. 

Ilsabe  received  a  leather  girdle  pocket,  hanging  by  a  fine 
silver  chain,  and  in  the  pocket  was  something  wonderful, 
never  seen  before,  —  a  piece  of  paper  with  a  few  verses  from 
the  Psalms,  not  written,  but  printed,  yes, printed! 

At  first  she  would  not  believe  it,  and  had  to  be  convinced 
that  these  words  were  not  inscribed  by  hand.  They  were 
among  the  first  that  had  been  given  to  the  world,  and  Gilbert 
told  them  all  about  the  marvellous  invention  which  had  been 
worked  out  by  a  citizen  of  Mayence,  named  Johann  Guten- 
berg. 

As  much  as  a  year  ago  a  confused  account  of  it  had  been 
brought  to  Luneburg,  but  they  had  taken  it  for  an  idle  tale, 
concocted  by  some  lazy  monk  or  story-telling  traveller,  had 
laughed  over  it,  and  forgotten  all  about  it.  Here  was  a  tan- 
gible proof  of  its  truth,  and  Ilsabe  was  not  a  little  proud  that 
her  brother  Gilbert  had  brought  this  wonder  to  Luneburg, 
and  that  she  should  be  the  first  to  possess  and  display  it. 

On  Arnold's  head  Gilbert  clapped  a  fur  cap  made  of  otter- 
skin,  observing  jokingly,  "  Thou  always  hadst  a  thick  skull ; 
see  if  that  fits  thee  !  " 

One  would  think  it  had  been  made  for  him. 

When  the  youngest's  turn  came,  his  brother  went  up  to 
him  with  something  hidden  behind  his  back  in  one  hand, 
while  with  the  other  he  scratched  his  head.  "  Lutke,  thou 
scamp,  I  never  thought  that  in  four  years'  time  thou  wouldst 
become  such  a  hulking  youth.  I  always  thought  of  thee  as 
a  twelve-year-old  scribbler  at  the  cloister  school  of  the  Ilol}' 
Valley,  and  have  brought  home  something  that  is  not  suit- 
able for  such  a  man  as  thou.  There,  take  the  plaything  !  " 

He  then  gave  the  boy  a  painted  wooden  herring,  which 
opened,  forming  a  hollow  box  for  pens.  Lutke  took  the 
wooden  fish,  held  it  up  by  the  tail,  and  cried,  — 

"Just  look!  it  is  as  natural  as  if  it  had  been  bought  at 
the  herring  market  by  the  abbot's  mill.  Thank  you,  brother 
Gilbert." 

They  now  went  back  to  the  table,  where  the  empty  stone 
jug  had  been  suddenly  refilled,  no  one  knew  how,  except 
it  might  be  the  rosy,  fair-haired  serving-maid. 
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"  I  heard  on  the  way  home  that  Baldwin  Viskule  had 
returned,"  began  Gilbert,  turning  to  his  sister.  "  How  does 
he  look?" 

But  Ilsabe  was  stooping  under  the  table,  hunting  for 
something,  and  her  mother  answered  for  her. 

"  He  has  grown  tall  and  handsome.  He  will  remain  here 
now,  also,  and  help  his  father  in  his  business." 

As  Ilsabe  rose  she  held  the  juniper  spray  in  her  hand,  as 
if  it  had  fallen  from  her  breast,  and  the  blood  seemed  to 
have  gone  to  her  head,  she  looked  so  rosy. 

"  And  is  Hilke  as  pretty  as  thou  art,  dear  sister?"  asked 
Gilbert. 

"She  is  very  pretty,"  answered  Ilsabe;  "but  she  does 
not  like  to  be  called  Hilke  any  more.  Thou  must  say  Hilde- 
guncl  when  thou  seest  her." 

"  That  will  be  to-morrow,"  replied  Gilbert.  "  Oh,  father  ! 
I  have  brought  something  else  with  me,  —  a  letter  to  the 
Burgomaster  Springintgut." 

"  From  whom?  "  asked  Master  Gotthard. 

"  In  Celle,  by  chance  I  met  the  councillor  Master  Albert 
von  der  Molen." 

"  Second  burgomaster,"  interrupted  the  father. 

"And  he  give  me  the  letter,"  continued  Gilbert,  with 
rather  a^oleful  countenance. 

The  master  nodded  thoughtfully  in  silence. 

"Father,  what  is  going  on  here?"  asked  the  son.  "The 
old  gate-keeper,  Kaspar  Rulle,  said  to  me,  'I  wish  thou 
hadst  brought  us  peace.'  Is  not  Liineburg  at  peace  ?  " 

"Not  altogether,"  returned  the  master.  "  The  city  debt 
has  become  very  burdensome,  owing  to  the  many  feuds  and 
costly  buildings  of  the  olden  time  ;  it  now  amounts  to  about 
twelve  hundred  thousand  gilders.  Therefore  the  council 
demanded  as  tax  full  half  of  the  revenues  of  the  salt-works, 
and  the  owners  refuse  to  pay  it.  The  strife  has  gone  on  for 
two  years  ;  in  vain  the  Bishop  of  Verden  has  tried  to  bring 
about  a  compromise  :  neither  the  council  nor  the  prelates  will 
yield.  They  have  complained  to  the  Emperor  of  the  council, 
whose  cause  does  not  appear  to  prosper.  Master  Albert  von 
der  Molen  has  gone  to  Vienna  to  present  himself  at  court, 
and  appeal  to  the  imperial  tribunal." 

"  So  he  told  me,"  broke  in  Gilbert.  "To-morrow  morn- 
ing early  I  will  carry  the  letter  to  the  burgomaster." 

"  I  shall  be  sorry,"  said  the  father,  "  if  thou  hast  brought 
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bad  news  with  thee  on  thy  return  home.    I  fear  a  hot  contest 
is  in  store  for  us." 

They  were  all  silent,  and  the  father  glanced  at  the  sword, 
presented  by  Gilbert,  which  leaned  against  the  press.  Gil- 
bert followed  his  father's  eyes,  and  perceived  the  richly 
carved  walnut  cupboard.  "Oh,  that  is  grandfather's!" 
he  exclaimed. 

"It  was,  Gilbert,"  said  his  mother,  gravely;  "for  two 
years  grandfather's  name  has  been  written  in  our  '  book  of 
the  dead,'  and  the  press  is  a  legacy  from  him.  Heaven 
rest  his  soul !  " 

"  I  did  not  know  that,"  said  Gilbert.  "  The  dear  grand- 
father !  He  was  always  so  kind  to  me.  Of  what  did  he  die  ?  " 

"Of  heart  disease,"  replied  the  mother,  sorrowfully.  "  He 
had  a  sudden  and  peaceful  end." 

Ilsabe  nodded  to  her  brother,  but  he  continued  :  "  By  thy 
leave,  father,  hast  thou  not  become  a  salt  master?  " 

"  Who  told  you  that?  "  asked  the  father  ;  "Kaspar  Rulle, 
at  the  Salt-gate?" 

"  When  I  gave  him  my  name,  he  exclaimed,  c  Ha  !  the  salt 
master's  son  ! '  Now  I  understand  what  he  meant." 

44  It  couldn't  be  helped,"  said  Master  Gotthard.  "  Mother 
inherited  half  a  pan  from  grandfather,  and  they  teased  me 
until  I  had  to  enter  the  guild." 

"  Well !  that's  no  misfortune,"  observed  Gilbert ;  "  but  I 
am  glad  thou  didst  not  give  up  thy  craft." 

"  Work  is  the  last  thing  I  should  give  up,"  responded  the 
master. 

Ilsabe  changed  the  conversation  by  saying  to  Gilbert, 
"  Thou  didst  like  the  Rhineland  the  best,  then?" 

"  Truly,  little  sister  !  give  me  the  Rhineland  !  I  wish  thou 
couldst  see  the  beautiful  river,  with  its  mountains  and  cas- 
tles, its  cheerful  towns  and  villages ;  it  would  rejoice  thy 
heart." 

"Yes,"  said  Master  Gotthard,  "  I  have  also  seen  it  dur- 
ing my  wanderings  years  ago ;  it  is  worth  wearing  out  a 
pair  of  shoes  for," 

"  Many  a  footprint  of  mine  has  been  left  on  both  banks 
between  Bingen  and  Mayence,  and  between  Rudersheim  and 
Hockheim,"  said  Gilbert. 

He  then  went  on  to  tell  them  about  his  joyous  life  there. 

"I  wish  I  were  a  man!"  cried  Ilsabe,  excited  by  her 
brother's  description,  "  and  then  I  would  also  set  out  on  my 


THE  SALT  MASTEE   OF  LUNEBURG.  29 

travels  up  hill  and  down  dale.  It  must  -be  glorious  to  roam 
wherever  one  likes  !  " 

4 '  Thou  art  right,  dear  sister  ;  but  say  what  thou  wilt,  home 
is  best "  ;  and  he  smiled  as  he  took  his  mother's  hand,  who 
returned  his  tender  pressure. 

She  now  remembered  that  it  was  high  time  to  prepare  the 
tired  wayfarer's  chamber,  but  Arnold  stopped  her. 

"  Never  mind  to-night,  mother ;  Gilbert  shall  sleep  in  my 
bed,  and  I  will  lie  on  a  pallet  on  the  floor." 

This  arrangement  was  satisfactory  to  all,  and  they  bade 
each  other  good  night,  and  the  four  young  men  went  up  to 
their  chambers. 

Ilsabe,  who  slept  in  a  room  next  to  her  parents,  also  went 
to  her  bed. 

When  they  were  alone,  Mistress  Tohanna  laid  her  hand  on 
her  husband's  shoulder,  looked  into  his  eyes,  and  said  :  "  He 
has  returned  to  us  as  good  as  he  went,  Gotthard ;  I  am  so 
happy !  " 

41  So  am  I,  Johanna,  but  the  boy  mustn't  perceive  it,"  re- 
joined Gotthard. 

Then  they  withdrew,  and  the  master  took  his  new  sword 
and  placed  it  beside  his  bed  for  the  night. 

Gilbert  soon  stretched  himself  on  his  brother's  couch,  and 
Arnold,  as  he  shook  up  his  pallet,  said  to  him,  "  Gilbert, 
no  one  is  gladder  than  I  that  thou  art  at  home  again.  Now, 
perhaps  I  shall  be  able  to  have  a  fireside  of  my  own.  What 
sayest  thou  to  that?  " 

"Yes,"  murmured  Gilbert,  and  the  next  moment  he  slept 
the  sleep  of  the  just. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"  THREE  days  ago  Master  Albert  von  der  Molen  gave  thee 
this  letter?"  asked  the  first  burgomaster,  Johann  Springint- 
gut,  of  the  young  cooper,  as  he  stood  before  him. 

'*  Yes,  honored  sir  ;  it  was  on  Monday,"  answered  Gilbert. 

The  burgomaster  tore  open  the  missive,  and  began  to 
read. 

It  was  in  his  house  on  the  market-place.  Gilbert,  to  whom 
no  seat  was  offered,  let  his  eyes  wander  over  the  richly  fur- 
nished room,  resting  finally  upon  the  slender  figure  of  the 
owner,  whose  severe  countenance  grew  darker  and  darker, 
the  further  he  read.  At  last,  after  finishing  the  letter,  he 
sprang  up  and  paced  the  floor  with  hasty  steps,  so  agitated 
that  the  paper  trembled  in  his  hand. 

"I  thank  thee,"  said  he,  shortly.  "  No,  I  thank  thee 
not,"  he  angrily  corrected  himself. 

Firmly  and  quietly  Gilbert  looked  at  him,  and  the  burgo- 
master added,  somewhat  more  calmly,  "  What  do  I  say? 
Thou  hast  nothing  to  do  with  it.  Does  thy  father  know 
about  this  letter  ?  " 

k4  Yes,"  answered  Gilbert ;  "  I  told  him  yesterday  evening." 

"  So !  thou  hast  told  him  already.  Does  any  one  else 
know  of  it  in  Luneburg  ?  " 

"Only  a  strange  cobbler  journeyman  with  whom  I  trav- 
elled from  Celle." 

"  A  strange  cobbler  journeyman,"  growled  the  burgo- 
master. "  Why  cannot  young  folks  keep  their  mouths  shut, 
and  not  blurt  out  everything?  Did  not  Master  Albert  enjoin 
silence?"  demanded  he,  peremptorily. 

"  No,  burgomaster ;  he  said  not  one  word  about  it." 

Attracted  apparently  by  the  loud  talking,  the  burgo- 
master's wife  now  entered  the  room,  threw  an  inquiring 
glance  at  the  stranger  and  a  questioning  one  at  her  husband, 
who  said,  simply,  "He  is  a  Henneberg,  a  son  of  the  salt 
master." 
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"  Ah  !  the  cooper,"  and  she  turned  her  back  upon  Gilbert, 
and  seated  herself. 

44  He  brings  me  a  letter  from  Molen,  whom  he  met  in 
Celle,"  continued  Master  Spriugintgut,  and  again  addressed 
Gilbert:  "The  letter  concerns  no  one  but  myself;  there  is 
nothing  in  it  that  any  man  in  Liiueburg  cares  to  know.  Say 
to  thy  father  that  he  need  not  trouble  himself  about  it,  and 
I  should  also  like  thee  to  advise  that  young  cobbler  to  hold 
his  tongue." 

44 1  will  do  so,  sir,"  said  Gilbert  who  bowed,  and  took  his 
leave,  but  little  recompensed  by  his  messenger's  fee. 

The  burgomaster  began  to  pace  the  room  once  more,  as 
his  wife  inquired,  — 

"Well,  how  goes  it?" 

44  As  badly  as  possible,"  was  the  morose  answer. 

44  Has  Albert  von  der  Molen  accomplished  nothing?" 

44  Nothing  whatever,"  the  burgomaster  grumbled.  "We 
shall  have  to  bow  under  the  yoke,  restore  the  confiscated 
property  of  the  church,  relinquish  our  demand  for  half  the 
revenues,  and  be  contented  with  one  quarter,  or —  " 

44  Or  what!" 

44  Be  proscribed  and  excommunicated  !  " 

44  Good  God ! "  cried  his  wife,  springing  to  her  feet, 
44  Johanu,  this  is  horrible  !  " 

44  If  I  had  only  gone  myself  to  Vienna,"  said  Springintgut. 
44  Molen  had  unlimited  authority  and  credit,  and  every  gov- 
ernment clerk  in  the  realm  knows  how  easy  it  is  to  get 
around  Emperor  Frederick,  who  is  a  reed  shaken  by  the 
wind  ;  but  the  priests  have  been  quicker  and  wiser  than  we. 
Oh,  these  bald  pates  !  And  Rome  !  What  is  Rome  to  us  ?  " 

44  We  shall  soon  find  out,"  sighed  the  burgomaster's  wife. 
44  Rome  hates  our  city." 

u  No  one  has  a  right  to  interfere  with  us  !  "  he  exclaimed, 
hotly ;  4k  the  council  and  I  are  the  city,  and  not  another  man 
in  Luneburg  has  a  right  to  say  a  word."  Thereupon  he 
threw  the  letter  into  his  secretary,  closed  it  with  a  snap,  and 
prepared  irritably  to  go  to  the  Town  House. 

On  leaving  the  burgomaster's  dwelling,  Gilbert  had  not 
gone  home,  but  had  turned  his  footsteps  towards  the  old 
bridge,  in  order  to  visit  his  friend  Baldwin.  He  stopped  at 
the  fish  market,  where  he  descried,  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  river  Ilmenau,  the  old  warehouse,  which  with  its  mighty 
crane  certainly  cut  a  wonderful  figure.  On  the  roof  was  a 
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round  edifice  supporting  a  square-framed  superstructure,  and 
almost  from  the  peak  of  the  gable  projected  obliquely  a  long, 
coppered  arm  like  the  arm  of  a  wind-mill,  on  the  end  i,f 
which  stood  an  upright  bar  finished  with  a  knob.  This 
structure,  looked  at  from  the  side,  resembled  a  snail  crawling 
out  of  his  shell,  with  one  horn  erected.  It  was  the  shell,  as 
Gilbert  well  know,  of  the  machinery  within.  He  had  often 
watched  heavy  loads  being  drawn  up  from  the  holds  of  ves- 
sels, and  he  and  Baldwin,  with  the  crane  operator's  per- 
mission, had  once  worked  the  great  wheel  themselves,  and 
pulled  up  light  goods,  and  it  had  given  them  much  pleasure 
to  learn  how  to  move  the  tread-wheel. 

These  recollections  had  caused  Gilbert  to  linger  awhile, 
but  he  now  proceeded  briskly  on  his  way  towards  the 
Viskules'  house,  and  he  looked  up  at  the  windows,  hoping  to 
see  there  a  familiar  face. 

The  court-yard  of  the  Viskules  contained  front,  back,  and 
side  buildings,  with  long  warehouses  and  storerooms  for 
salt,  dwellings  for  workmen  and  clerks,  and  stables  for 
dray  and  carriage  horses.  The  whole  enclosure  conveyed 
the  impression  of  solid  prosperity,  and  almost  resembled  a 
fortress,  and  the  high-gabled  dwelling-house  in  the  corner 
was  a  fine  type  of  the  old  family  mansions  of  the  period. 
The  buildings  and  the  court-yards  swarmed  with  a  throng  of 
busy  workers.  Merchandise  of  all  sorts  was  being  rolled, 
carried,  and  hauled,  windlasses  groaned  and  creaked,  bales 
and  barrels  were  being  drawn  up  into  the  great  lofts.  Be- 
side the  long  warehouses,  vessels  on  the  llmenau  were  load- 
ing and  unloading.  It  was  a  lively  picture  of  far-reaching, 
commercial  activity,  which  exchanged  the  products  of  North 
and  South.  Here  met  the  treasures  of  the  Orient  and  the 
Levant,  and  wares  from  the  shores  of  the  German  and 
Baltic  seas  were  carried  inland  through  the  ports  of  the 
Hanse  towns.  The  substantial  spendor  of  the  interior  of 
the  dwelling-house  showed  that  this  flourishing  trade  brought 
large  returns :  costly  ornaments  and  luxurious  furniture, 
carpets,  pictures,  and  beautiful  vases  on  shelves,  tables,  and 
walls,  cosy  nooks  and  comfortable  seats,  and  withal  a  home- 
like and  restful  atmosphere.  While  outside  everything  was 
bustle  and  haste,  work  and  traffic,  within  all  was  arranged 
for  quiet  enjoyment,  so  that  the  inmates  and  their  guests 
could  give  themselves  up  to  social  pleasures  or  undisturbed 
thoughts.  Instead  of  entering  the  house  from  the  street, 
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Gilbert  went  through  a  side  passageway  flanked  by  four 
high,  unhewn  fend-stones.  He  mounted  a  flight  of  broad 
stone  steps  leading  to  the  counting-room  in  the  lower  story 
of  the  house,  where  he  hoped  to  find  the  Viskules,  —  father 
and  son.  They  were  both  there,  and  greeted  him  most  cor- 
dially, taking  him  up-stairs  to  the  living-room.  They  asked 
him  all  manner  of  questions  about  his  four-years'  experiences, 
and  it  would  have  been  hard  to  tell  who  took  the  livelier 
interest  in  them,  the  father  or  the  son. 

Master  Heinrich  Viskule  was  an  elderly  man,  below  mid- 
dle height,  with  gray  hair,  and  bright,  sensible  eyes.  There 
was  about  the  whole  man  an  air  of  intelligence  that  seemed 
to  extend  even  to  his  white  hands  and  excellent  clothes. 
When  he  spoke  he  moved  his  lips  almost  with  an  expression 
of  enjoyment,  as  if  he  had  some  savory  morsel  in  his  mouth. 
His  sou  Baldwin  had  a  supple  figure ,*  not  so  strongly  built 
as  Gilbert's,  though  he  was  a  year  older.  He  had  brown 
hair  and  sparkling  eyes.  His  finely  cut  features  and  rapid 
movements  gave  one  the  impression  at  once  of  changeable- 
ness  and  vehemence. 

As  the  three  were  chatting  together,  a  door  opened,  and  a 
brown-haired  maiden  thrust  in  her  head,  with  the  words,  "  I 
hear  a  voice  which  I  ought  to  know,  and  yet —  Gilbert! 
Gilbert  Henneberg,  is  it  really  thou  ?  " 

Flushing  with  pleasure,,  he  sprang  up  and  extended  his 
hand,  which  was  heartily  grasped,  saying,  "Hilk — Hilde- 
gund  !  Yes,  it  really  is  ;  and  how  glad  I  am  to  be  here  !  " 

He  stopped,  leaving  her  slightly  embarrassed,  surprised  at 
the  manly  development  of  her  old  playmate,  who  seemed 
unable  to  let  go  her  hand  or  take  his  eyes  from  her  face. 
And  Master  Viskule's  daughter  was  worth  looking  at ;  Ilsabe 
was  right.  The  little  maid,  whose  part  Gilbert  had  often 
taken  against  her  own  brother,  had  become  very  charming  at 
the  age  of  nineteen.  She  was  like  Baldwin,  and  the  quick 
blood  of  the  Viskules  ran  in  her  veins  also. 

Gilbert  resumed  the  account  of  his  travels,  which  had 
been  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  Hildegund,  who  showed 
herself  a  most  attentive  listener,  drinking  in  every  word 
with  wide-open  eyes.  When  he  came  to  his  sojourn  on  the 
Rhine,  with  the  great  wine  merchants  there,  Master  Viskule 
said,  in  a  friendly  tone,  — 

"Thou  must  give  us  a  proof  of  thy  coopering  skill,  Gilbert. 
I  have  just  received  a  cask  of  Malmsey  from  Venice,  through 


34  THE  SALT  MASTER    OF  LUNEBUEO. 

the  London  agency,  and  I  would  like  to  have  thee  open  it 
and  share  it  with  us,"  added  he,  turning  to  his  children. 

u  And  Ilsabe,  also,"  they  cried ;  and  all  three  joyfully 
assented  to  Master  Viskule's  suggestion. 

"Very  well,"  said  he,  "but  we  must  wait  a  week  or  two 
for  the  wine  to  settle.  Thou  mayst  decide  thyself,  Gilbert, 
when  it  is  clear  enough.  Now  talk  away  to  thy  hearts'  con- 
tent ;  I  must  go  and  write  some  letters. "  Good  by,  till  I  see 
thee  again." 

The  young  people  now  amused  themselves  recalling  many 
scenes  and  adventures  of  their  childhood.  As  their  fathers 
before  them  had  been  friends  in  youth,  so  had  also  these 
four  children,  who  were  so  near  of  an  age.  They  had 
attended  the  same  cloister  school,  and  Gilbert  and  Ilsabe 
had  spent  more  of  their  time  at  the  Viskules'  home  than 
in  their  own.  They  rushed  about  in  the  court-yard  and 
through  the  large  warehouses,  giving  the  old  warehouseman 
plenty  to  do,  when  they  built  houses  and  forts  of  the  bar- 
rels, bales,  and  sacks,  which  had  to  be  all  put  back  in  their 
places.  The  good-natured  old  fellow  threatened  and  com- 
manded, and  assumed  a  wonderful  indignation,  but  at  the 
same  time  he  took  a  secret  pleasure  in  these  four  pretty 
imps,  who  haunted  his  domain,  and  turned  everything 
upside  down. 

Unfortunately,  the  Viskule  children  had  early  lost  their 
mother.  To  Cousin  Barbara,  who  ruled  in  her  place,  they 
paid  little  attention  ;  and  their  father,  having  no  time  to  look 
after  them,  allowed  them  to  do  much  as  tiiey  pleased. 

But  as  years  went  by,  both  the  young  people  came  grad- 
ually under  his  supervision,  and  the  girl  learned  self-control 
and  discretion,  and  renounced  gradually  her  childish  tricks 
and  wild  ways,  but  she  remained  faithful  to  her  old  friend- 
ship, and  the  four  still  held  together  till  their  school  days  were 
ended,  and  first  Gilbert  and  soon  after  Baldwin  went  out 
into  the  world.  Baldwin  spent  two  years  at  the  agency  in 
London,  and  nearly  as  long  a  time  at  a  great  establishment 
in  Bruges,  whence  he  returned  home,  well  versed  in  business 
affairs.  He  had  found  Hildegund  and  Ilsabe  in  the  full 
bloom  of  youthful  beauty,  and  had  again  attached  himself 
to  them  as  their  friend  and  brother,  with  the  old  affectionate 
familiarity. 

Of  the  great  difference  of  rank  between  a  councillor,  who 
was  also  the  most  influential  merchant  in  the  city,  and  a 
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master  cooper,  though  he  did  stand  at  the  head  of  his  guild, 
the  four  friends  took  no  notice.  Perhaps  before  their  sepa- 
ration they  did  not  even  understand  it.  They  followed  the 
example  of  their  fathers,  who  had  always  remained  upon  a 
footing  of  friendly  equality.  No  handicraftsman  in  the 
whole  town  enjoyed  such  a  universal  esteem  as  Master 
Gotthard  Henneberg,  and  when  he  showed  himself,  as  he 
rarely  did,  in  the  common-room  of  the  salt  masters,  he 
appeared  in  no  wise  inferior  to  the  richest  among  them. 
On  the  contrary,  he  looked  down,  with  a  tinge  of  disdain, 
upon  those  who,  having  been  brought  up  to  a  trade,  had  cast 
it  aside  when  they  became  salt  masters.  This  he  had 
never  done.  He  owed  his  high  position  t)  his  industry 
and  ability,  and  he  would  not  forswear  his  cooper's  apron, 
for  he  loved  his  craft.  The  councillor  respected  his 
friend's  artisan  pride,  and  the  high  rejard  he  felt  for  the 
cooper's  unimpeachable  integrity  and  clear  judgment  made 
him  frequently  ask  his  advice  and  use  his  hints  in  the  coun- 
cil, where  the  wishes  of  the  burghers  were  concerned. 
Furthermore,  Master  Viskule  was  chief  speaker  at  the 
coopers'  guild  meetings,  and  so  these  two  experienced  and 
honorable  men  met  often  enough  to  preserve  their  mutual 
friendship. 

When  Gilbert  entered  Viskule's  court-yard  for  the  first 
time  after  his  return,  the  question  arose  in  his  mind 
whether  he  belonged  here,  after  all,  for  he  looked  at  this 
busy  traffic  and  great  prosperity  with  quite  different  eyes 
since  he  had  played  here  as  a  child,  these  piles  of  goods 
forming  large  opportunities  for  their  games  of  hide-and-seek, 
their  gymnastics  and  sham  fights.  In  just  such  merchants' 
houses,  though  men  of  a  different  trade,  he  had  served  on 
the  Rhine  as  journeyman,  and  what  more  was  he  now?  Of 
course  he  had  learned  his  craft,  but  had  he  not  to  toil  with 
his  hands  for  his  daily  bread?  Doubtfully  and  with  a 
beating  heart  he  had  ascended  the  stone  steps  leading  to  the 
counting-room.  Suddenly  he  remembered  how  arrogant  his 
friend  Baldwin  could  be  to  his  inferiors,  and  indeed  to  his 
equals  sometimes. 

How  would  the  proud  young  master  receive  him  ?  Would 
the  lapse  of  time  make  him  forget  the  old  intimacy,  and  the 
newly  awakened  feeling  of  his  own  importance  perhaps 
weaken  the  tie  of  friendship  between  them?  How  great 
was  his  joy,  then,  at  the  cordiality  with  which  the  Viskules, 
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father  and  son,  received  him !  Here  was  no  cooper,  no 
merchant ;  only  Gilbert  and  Baldwin  !  All  the  difference  lay 
in  the  hands  :  one  having  wielded  the  hammer,  the  other  hav- 
ing held  the  pen.  But  Hildegund  !  What  had  come  between 
them,  after  the  first  joyful  greeting,  so  that  they  stood  speech- 
less and  confused,  without  being  able  to  resume  the  old  free- 
and-easy  tone  ?  Surely  it  was  not  the  reserve  of  a  well-bred 
maiden,  the  modesty  of  a  simple  young  journeyman ;  nor 
was  it  owing  to  any  cooling  of  their  friendship,  for  both 
their  hearts  beat  as  they  looked  into  each  other's  eyes,  while 
their  cheeks  reddened.  They  had  always  liked  each  other  ; 
and  as  for  Gilbert,  he  had  never  failed  to  divine  her  slightest 
wishes,  and  with  zeal  and  devotion  tried  to  gratify  them,  for 
which  she  had  thanked  him  with  mute  looks  and  unflinching 
attachment. 

Even  in  their  childish  games,  when  he  had  to  take  the 
opposite  side,  how  carefully  he  used  his  superior  strength, 
so  as  not  to  hurt  her,  yet  how  willingly  she  allowed  him  to 
conquer,  while  against  Baldwin  and  Ilsabe  she  defended  her- 
self to  the  utmost.  If  it  was  a  war  of  words,  Gilbert 
thought  Hildegund  in  the  right,  and  Gilbert's  opinion  was 
always  Hildegund's.  Now  when  they  met  again,  and  recalled 
those  blissful  hours,  they  secretly  regretted  that  they  could 
never  return.  They  sat  opposite  each  other,  his  foot  not 
even  touching  the  hem  of  her  gown,  while  yet  all  his  thoughts 
enfolded  her.  Were  the  two  really  suited  to  each  other? 
Before  the  world  they  were  so  unequally  matched,  but  be- 
neath the  first  rays  of  love  barriers  melt  away  like  morning 
mist  in  spring.  Gilbert  felt  like  a  young  knight,  ready  to 
fight  to  the  death  for  her,  and  Hildegund  was  filled  with  a 
silent  happiness  which  she  did  not  care  to  understand.  They 
could  scarcely  hide  their  joy,  and  if  they  did  not  express  it, 
it  was  because  their  young  love  had  yet  to  grow  in  strength 
and  courage.  There  was  nothing  for  them  to  do  but  to  wait 
and  hope,  and  that  indeed  they  did,  each  in  doubt  of  the 
other's  love. 

Baldwin  did  not  perceive  what  was  going  on  beside  him. 
He  talked  rapidly  and  incessantly,  so  that  the  others  could 
not  get  in  a  word  edgewise,  and  could  only  throw  in  an 
occasional  remark  during  this  one-sided  conversation.  He 
slapped  his  friend  on  the  shoulder,  saying,  in  his  quick 
way, — 

"  Thou  wilt  stay  at  home  now,  wilt  thou  not,  Gilbert?    We 
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have  missed  thee  greatly.  Thou  hast  grown  so  strong  none 
of  us  is  a  match  for  thee  now,  except  perhaps  it  be  Hilde- 
gund,  if  thou  shouldst  let  thyself  be  conquered  by  her,  as 
formerly." 

Hildegund  blushed  and,  aroused  from  her  dreamy  thoughts 
by  her  brother's  jocularity,  began  to  take  a  more  active  part 
in  the  conversation,  saying  serenely, — 

41 1  will  leave  such  trials  of  strength  to  thee  and  Gilbert, 
but  I  advise  thee,  Baldwin,  not  to  meddle  with  him." 

"  I  shall  heed  thy  advice,"  laughed  Baldwin. 

"  Hast  thou  not  found  plenty  to  occupy  thee  here?"  then 
inquired  Gilbert  of  his  friend. 

"  I  must  be  an  idler  for  a  while,  not  to  drive  out  my 
father's  second  journeyman  ;  so  I  have  a  good  deal  of  free 
time,  and  —  "  Here  he  looked  at  Hildegund,  who  asked, — 

"  Wouldst  thou  take  work  from  me,  if  1  gave  it  to  thee? " 

*'  Kvery  sort  and  kind,  if  it  is  only  hard  enough,  and  I 
would  like  best  to  do  it  under  thy  superintendence." 

u  Oh,  we  will  help  thee,  Ilsabe  and  I,"  answered  she. 
"But  I  must  tell  thee  alone.  Baldwin  must  not  know  it,  for 
he  cannot  keep  a  secret." 

%t  What !  "  cried  Baldwin,  "  a  secret  from  me  !  Take  care, 
Gilbert,  they  are  up  to  no  good." 

"  Baldwin,  go  into  that  corner.  Turn  thy  face  to  the 
wall.  So  ;  now  cover  thy  ears,"  commanded  Hildegund. 

"  What  does  this  mummery  mean  ?"  grumbled  Baldwin,  as 
he  obeyed,  holding  his  hands  over  his  ears,  hollowed  out  like 
shells,  so  as  to  hear  all  the  better  from  behind.  But  he 
could  understand  nothing  of  what  Hildegund  was  whispering 
to  Gilbert  in  the  opposite  corner. 

"The  storm  has  broken  down  the  arbor  in  the  garden, 
where  father  loves  to  sit,"  said  Hildeguud,  softly.  "  I  have 
secretly  ordered  a  new  one  made,  and  until  it  is  covered 
with  vines  I  wish  to  spread  linen  over  it,  like  a  tent.  Ilsabe 
will  help  me,  but  we  cannot  measure  off  and  fasten  the  stuff 
alone.  Wilt  thou  assist  us?  Thou  climbest  so  well." 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  he  answered,  "  I  will  do  whatever 
thou  wishest." 

41  Art  thou  not  through  yet?  "  cried  Baldwin,  impatiently, 
looking  over  his  shoulder. 

"  No,"  said  Ilildegund,  aloud  ;  "  turn  round  again."  And 
then  softly,  "  I  wish  to  surprise  father,  who  does  not  go  into 
the  garden  at  present." 
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"  But  Baldwin?"  asked  Gilbert. 

"  He  cannot  go,"  laughed  she  ;  "  I  have  taken  the  key  of 
the  gate." 

"  That  was  wise  of  thee." 

u  Ilsabe  will  let  thee  know  when  we  are  ready  to  do  it." 

"  The  sooner  the  better." 

She  had,  while  speaking,  laid  her  hand  upon  Gilbert's 
arm  as  if  to  steady  herself,  while  she  tried  to  bring  herself 
up  to  his  level.  He  felt  her  breath  upon  his  face,  her  fair 
hair  touched  his  ;  they  were  both  moved  by  the  contact,  they 
were  thrilled  as  by  a  gentle,  electric  current  from  head  to 
foot,  and  neither  cared  to  withdraw  from  the  other. 

"  I  am  tired  of  standing  here,"  cried  Baldwin,  suddenly, 
and  sprang  out  of  the  corner. 

u  We  have  finished,"  laughed  Hildegund. 

They  now  had  a  secret,  an  altogether  innocent  one,  but 
yet  a  secret,  and  that  is  the  first  step  towards  an  under- 
standing in  other  things.  A  secret  gives  one  a  right  or  at 
least  an  opportunity  for  whispering  and  private  interviews, 
and  occasions  an  intimacy  which,  for  two  without  a  secret, 
would  require  three,  yes,  ten  times  as  long  to  bring  about. 

Gilbert  now  took  his  leave,  as  he  wished  before  dinner  to 
see  the  supervisor  of  the  journeymen  coopers,  and  obtain 
an  entrance  into  the  brotherhood.  Baldwin  and  Hildegund 
accompanied  him  to  the  door,  and  when  they  reached  the 
hall,  Cousin  Barbara  made  her  appearance  from  another 
room  with  her  spiritual  adviser,  the  head  of  the  Luue  Clois- 
ter, Master  Dietrich  Schupper.  Barbara  von  Erpensen,  an 
elderly  spinster,  and  a  relative  of  Master  Viskule,  greeted 
Gilbert  coolly  and  condescendingly,  and  when  Hildeguud, 
as  if  to  make  amends,  was  especially  friendly  and  familiar 
toward  him,  she  watched  the  pair  with  old-maidish  e}Tes,  and 
tried  haughtily  to  make  the  young  man  sensible  of  the  great 
distance  between  them. 

44  Thou  art  going  in  future  to  be  thy  father's  journeyman," 
she  said,  loftily.  44  I  approve  of  that.  I  suppose  we  shall 
see  thee  but  seldom.  Be  faithful  and  industrious." 

Baldwin  laughed  aloud.  "  Be  thankful,  Gilbert,  for  this 
excellent  counsel.  Cousin  Barbara  is  rich  in  wisdom  and 
experience." 

But  Hildegund  angrily  exclaimed,  — 

"Our  old  friend  Gilbert  needs  no  such  exhortation, 
Cousin,  and  my  father  has  invited  him  to  visit  us  as  often 
as  he  can." 
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"  That  will  suit  thee  also,  I  suppose,"  replied  the  elderly 
maiden,  spitefully. 

44  Certainly,"  said  Hildegund.  ''Always  supposing, Cousin, 
that  we  have  thy  gracious  permission." 

"  As  for  me,"  muttered  Barbara,  "  what  do  I  care  for  the 
Hennebergs?" 

The  ghostly  father,  however,  played  a  different  tune,  and 
observed,  as  he  heard  the  name, — 

"Henneberg?  Gilbert  Henneberg?  The  son  of  the  salt 
master?  I  am  glad  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  the  son  of 
such  a  brave  and  worthy  man,  who  claims  so  much  consider- 
ation from  every  one."  And  he  offered  Gilbert  a  cold, 
clammy  hand. 

44  That  sounds  much  better,"  sneered  Baldwin,  not  noticing 
his  cousin's  wrathful  looks. 

The  father  continued,  4'  Commend  me  to  thy  good  father, 
—  God  grant  him  health  and  length  of  days  !  —  and  say  to 
him  that  he  will  alwa}*s  hold  a  place  in  my  heart." 

44  As  if  the  salt  master  cares,"  murmured  Baldwin  to  his 
sister,  who  bit  her  lips. 

Gilbert  thanked  him  shortly,  for  the  deep-set,  watchful 
eyes  and  honeyed  smile  on  the  yellow  face  made  him  uneasy. 

Just  as  he  was  going,  Master  Viskule  entered,  saluted  the 
priest  politely  but  coldly,  and  turning  to  Gilbert,  said, 
44  Must  thou  go  ?  Wilt  thou  not  eat  with  us  ?  " 

41 1  thank  thee,  sir,"  answered  he, 44  but  my  mother  expects 
me." 

44  He  only  reached  home  last  evening,"  said  Hildegund. 

'4  Yes,  the  parents  should  be  first,"  said  Master  Viskule, 
44  but  thou  must  come  again  soon,  dear  boy,"  and  he  tapped 
Gilbert's  cheek  affectionately.  44  My  heart  goes  out  to  thee 
when  I  look  into  thy  blue  eyes  ;  it  is  the  old  man  over  again, 
when  he  was  young.  Greet  him  for  me,  and  do  not  forget 
the  Malmsey ! " 

41  No,  I  "shall  not  forget,"  laughed  Gilbert,  44but  the 
weather  must  be  fine  when  we  draw  it." 

Barbara  was  furious,  but  Hildegund  ran  up  to  her  father, 
took  his  arm,  and  drew  him  into  the  adjoining  room. 

44 1  will  go  part  of  the  way  with  thee,"  said  Baldwin,  as 
he  followed  Gilbert  down  the  steps.  44 1  believe  the  devil 
has  joined  the  priest  and  the  old  maid.  They  pray  together, 
and  gossip  together,  and  cook  up  all  kinds  of  mischief. 
They  plague  poor  Hildegund  also  with  devotional  exercises. 
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I  know  right  well  what  is  behind  it  all.  Barbara's  place  in 
the  house  is  no  longer  secure.  We  do  not  depend  upon  her, 
and  we  vex  her  too  much,  and  now  she  wishes  to  go  to  the 
Lune  Cloister,  in  hopes  of  becoming  abbess  some  time. 
There  is  no  vacancy  for  her  at  present,  however,  and  she  is 
waiting,  in  Christian  love  and  patience,  for  the  death  of  one 
of  the  old  convent  cats !  A  pretty  pair,  she  and  her  con- 
fessor !  Never  trust  that  foxy  priest.  His  friendliness  for 
thee  and  for  thy  father  is  abominable  hypocrisy.  He  wants 
to  get  something  out  of  him.  Probably,  in  the  quarrel 
with  the  council,  he  hopes  to  induce  him  to  side  with  the 
church." 

"Then  he  will  be  infernally  disappointed,"  laughed 
Gilbert. 

"I  hope  so,"  said  Baldwin,  and  bade  his  friend  good  by, 
with  a  warm  shake  of  the  hand. 

Punctually  at  the  meal-time,  as  his  father  liked  to  have 
him,  Gilbert  returned  home,  and  Mistress  Johanna  received 
her  son  as  heartily,  after  two  hours'  absence,  as  if  he  had 
come  back  for  the  second  time  from  his  long  wanderings. 

At  the  table,  he  described  his  visit  to  the  burgomaster, 
and  also  to  the  Viskules,  and  when  he  gave  his  father  the 
superior's  message,  the  master  said,  "  I  am  sorry  to  hear  it. 
Thou  mightest  have  answered  him  that  in  my  heart  he  held 
no  place,  neither  high  nor  low." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

FOUR  days  had  elapsed  since  the  first  burgomaster,  Master 
Springintgut,  had  received  the  letter  brought  by  Gilbert, 
which  weighed  upon  his  mind  as  an  oppressive,  but,  as  he 
thought,  a  well-preserved  secret,  and  still  the  writer  had  not 
yet  returned  to  Liineburg. 

But  if  the  burgomaster  presumed  that  the  arrival  of  this 
same  missive  was  unknown  to  the  inhabitants  of  the  town, 
he  was  mightily  mistaken.  The  Henneberg  family  kept 
silence  on  the  subject,  and  continued  to  do  so ;  not  so  the 
cobbler  journeyman,  Timotheus  Schneck.  The  latter,  on 
entering  the  workshop  of  Daniel  Sporken,  thought  to  get 
himself  into  his  master's  and  mistress's  good  graces  by 
telling  them  the  weighty  news :  how  he  and  his  travelling 
companion,  "  the  son  of  the  salt  master,"  he  added,  impres- 
sively, had  brought  a  very  important  sealed  letter  to  the  first 
burgomaster,  from  the  councillor,  Von  der  Molen. 

The  master  laid  down  his  hammer  and  the  mistress 
dropped  her  scissors,  and  both  stared  with  wondering  eyes 
and  great  curiosity  into  the  cobbler's  face. 

As  soon  as  the  sly  Tim  mo  saw  the  impression  he  had 
made,  he  went  on  and  lied  to  his  heart's  content.  Yes,  the 
councillor,  after  exacting  from  them  a  solemn  oath,  had 
intrusted  them  both  himself  —  Timmo,  as  well  as  Gilbert  — 
with  this  momentous  document,  and  at  the  same  time,  looking 
pale  and  careworn,  had  hinted  darkly  at  possibly  approaching 
war.  Had  they  not  guarded  the  letter  with  the  utmost 
care,  like  a  magic  treasure?  And  in  Ulzen,  where  they  slept 
together  the  first  night,  did  they  not  take  turns  sitting  up  to 
watch  the  knapsack  containing  it?  That  very  morning  the 
journeyman  cooper,  as  a  native  Luneburger,  undertook  to 
deliver  it  to  the  burgomaster. 

All  this  was  grist  to  Daniel  Sporken's  mill.  He  threw  up 
work  for  the  day,  and  all  the  wax  in  the  world  could  n't  keep 
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him  on  his  three-legged  stool.  Snatching  up  a  pair  of 
shoes,  he  went  out.  All  Ltineburg  recognized  him  thus, 
with  shoes  under  his  arm  which  no  one  had  ordered,  running 
up  and  down,  from  house  to  house,  telling  the  latest  and 
strangest  stories,  though  people  did  not  readily  believe  him, 
as  his  tales  had  so  often  turned  out  to  be  untrue.  This  time 
he  found  more  willing  ears,  as  the  information  which  he  was 
now  circulating  interested  every  one  in  the  town.  Further- 
more, the  fact  of  the  prolonged  absence  of  the  councillor 
gave  color  to  the  rumor,  especially  as  it  concerned  the 
council,  whose  bickerings  were  giving  the  town  a  great  deal 
of  trouble. 

The  councillors  were  not  questioned  as  to  the  truth  of  the 
report,  for  they  were  never  allowed  to  divulge  anything 
relating  to  municipal  affairs.  Strong  doubts  arose  in  the 
minds  of  the  burghers  as  to  whether  such  a  letter  had  really 
arrived,  as  there  had  been  no  session  in  the  Town  House,  as 
there  certainly  would  have  been  were  the  story  true.  Like 
so  many  other  rumors,  this  one  which  the  worthy  Master 
Daniel  of  "the  lion's  den"  had  spread  so  industriously 
presently  died  out,  and  every  one  ceased  to  believe  in  it. 

Though  no  word  of  it  had  reached  the  first  burgomaster, 
he  daily  grew  more  uneasy  regarding  the  contents  of  the 
letter  which  he  alone  knew,  and  the  responsibility  of  keep- 
ing it  to  himself  became  too  heavy  to  bear.  Therefore  he 
concluded  to  seek  the  advice  of  some  of  his  friends  among 
the  councillors,  to  hear  their  opinions,  and  to  get,  at  their 
next  sitting,  their  support  and  assistance.  He  selected 
Ludolf  Tobing,  Marquard  Mildehovet,  Heinrich  Viskule,  and 
the  chief  salt  master  for  the  time  being,  Master  Matthias 
Garlop.  The  latter  was  also  councillor,  but  had  not  taken 
the  oath,  inasmuch  as  he  occupied  the  former  position. 

The  head  salt  master  had  the  charge  of  all  the  salt-works, 
and  held  a  troublesome  but  also  conspicuous  post.  Every 
year,  just  before  Shrove  Tuesday,  he  was  elected,  and  Mas- 
ter Matthias  Garlop's  term  of  office  had  expired,  yet  under 
the  present  circumstances  none  of  the  other  councillors  had 
been  ready  to  accept  this  difficult  office,  and  so,  willing  or 
not,  Master  Garlop  had  continued  to  hold  it.  Finally 
Councillor  Wigand  Kruse  had  agreed  to  accept  it  and  had 
recently  been  elected,  but  was  not  yet  sworn  into  office,  nor 
had  he  assumed  his  new  duties,  the  ceremonies  being  delayed 
till  the  arrival  of  the  second  burgomaster. 
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To  avoid  the  attention  which  a  meeting  in  the  Town  House 
would  naturally  attract,  the  above-named  councillors  were 
invited  to  a  private  conference  at  the  Ku'ndje,  the  general 
office  of  the  salt-works,  and  to  walk  there  would  not  excite 
notice. 

Punctually  they  all  met  in  the  room  of  the  chief  salt 
master.  After  mutual  greetings,  with  a  serious  counte- 
nance Burgomaster  Springintgut  informed  them  of  the  letter 
which  he  had  received  from  Master  Albert  von  der  Molen. 

In  his  ordinary  tone  of  voice  he  had  spoken  these  few 
words,  but  had  he  fired  a  cannon  over  their  heads,  though  it 
would  have  made  more  noise,  it  could  not  have  given  them  a 
greater  shock.  In  answer  to  the  storm  of  questions  which 
followed,  he  drew  the  letter  out  of  his  costly  fur  cap,  opened 
it,  —  much  too  slowly  for  his  eager  audience,  —  and  read  to 
this  effect :  — 

CELLE,  Monday  after  Shrove  Tuesday,  1454. 

Noble,  honorable,  and  highly-esteemed  Sir,  most  gracious  and  dear 
Friend  and  Colleague,  —  As  an  unexpected  opportunity  has  offered 
itself  to-day,  I  seize  the  occasion  to  write  this  letter,  which  will  bring 
you  and  the  council  small  comfort.  We  have  been  reprimanded 
witli  severity  by  the  Imperial  tribunal,  and  advised  that  it  will 
uphold  the  arrangement  made  by  the  Bishop  of  Werden,  by  which 
we  are  pledged  to  be  satisfied  with  a  quarter  part  of  the  salt  revenues, 
and  the  other  quarter,  which  we  have  retained  during  the  past  years, 
according  to  the  resolution  passed  by  the  full  council,  we  are  to 
restore,  without  delay  or  subterfuge,  from  the  city  treasury.  Other- 
wise, without  favor  from  the  Emperor,  our  good  town  will  be  pro- 
scribed. But,  most  gracious  friend  and  colleague,  that  is  not  all. 

Our  foes  have  sent  an  embassy  to  Rome,  and  they  have  procured 
—  I  had  almost  written  another  word,  but  I  refrain  —  a  bull  from 
the  Holy  Father,  whereby  we  are  compelled  to  accept  the  offers 
made  by  the  prelates  in  1450,  or  be  regarded  as  plunderers  of  church 
property,  forfeit  all  honors  and  dignities,  and  be  excommunicated 
by  the  Holy  See. 

So  all  looks  very  ill  for  our  cause,  unless  God  will  graciously 
help  and  succor  us  in  our  great  need.  I  await  here  in  Celle  the 
arrival  of  the  duke,  who  is  expected  every  day.  As  soon  as  I  have 
had  an  interview  with  him,  I  shall  return  without  delay  to  Liineburg, 
and  trust  to  find  you  and  all  the  other  honorable  gentlemen  of  the 
council  in  good  health, 

Would  to  God  I  could  send  better  tidings. 

I  remain,  dear  friend  and  colleague,  ever  faithfully  at  your 
service, 

ALBERT  VON  DER  MOLEN. 

The  four  auditors  had  followed  the  reading  of  the  letter 
with  much  shaking  of  the  head  and  many  angry  exclama- 
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tions,  and  when  it  was  completed,  the  burgomaster  and 
Tobing  arose,  crossed  the  room  with  hasty  strides,  and  gave 
vent  to  their  ire  in  wrathful  utterances.  One  spent  his  in- 
dignation upon  the  tribunal,  the  other  did  not  spare  their  own 
ambassador,  but  the  Emperor  and  pope  came  in  for  the  most 
abuse.  Tobing  finally  reseated  himself  beside  the  three 
other  gentlemen  who  had  remained  silent,  and  striking  the 
table  with  the  palm  of  his  hand,  as  if  to  forcibly  thrust 
away  apprehension  and  anxiety,  he  cried,  "  Courage,  and 
keep  your  hands  on  the  sword  hilt !  What  is  the  Emperor  or 
the  pope  to  us?  We  have  the  power,  and  whoever  wishes  to 
take  that  from  us,  must  come  himself." 

The  burgomaster  stood  still,  and  said,  "  Tobing,  thou  hast 
spoken  after  my  own  heart.  So  shall  it  be,  if  it  costs  us 
our  heads." 

"  Which  is  more  than  likely,"  interposed  Marquard  Milde- 
hovet,  in  a  low  tone. 

"  It  will  be  no  pastime,"  continued  the  burgomaster.  "  Re- 
member we  have  to  do  with  priests,  and  priests  whose  vitals 
—  that  is,  money-bags  —  we  attack.  Nearly  sixty  prelates, 
convents,  and  chapters,  scattered  all  over  Lower  Saxony, 
have  conspired  against  us." 

"My  advice  is  to  delay,"  said  the  head  salt  master,  Mat- 
thias Garlop ;  "  appear  to  yield,  but  in  reality  remain  firm. 
Lengthen  out  the  conferences  as  much  as  possible." 

"  Well,  I  should  say  the  affair  had  been  enough  spun  out 
already,"  said  Mildehovet. 

"  Our  creditors  will  remain  firm,  also,"  replied  the  burgo- 
master. "  How  about  our  debts  ?  " 

"Put  them  off,  too,"  laughed  Tobiug,  and  stretched  his 
great  limbs  so  that  the  chair  creaked  under  him. 

"  How  high  do  the  figures  run?"  asked  Garlop,  who  had 
been  a  }'ear  out  of  office. 

"About  529,300  marks,"*  replied  Viskule,  decidedly. 
"And  the  trifle  of  interest,  which  is  eight  per  cent,  though 
only  for  three  years." 

Hearing  these  alarming  figures,  they  kept  silence  till  the 
burgomaster  resumed,  "  I  am  not  particularly  afraid  of  the 
Emperor's  proscription,  if  the  Hanseatic  League  does  not 
desert  us." 


*  About  $560,000,  according  to  the  value  of  the  old  mark. 
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"  May  God  forbid ! "  ejaculated  Viskule,  who  had  large 
interests  in  Lubeck  and  Hamburg. 

4 'That  must  be  thy  care,  Master  Viskule.  Thou  hast 
friends  in  Lubeck,  and  knowest  the  ruling  powers  of  the 
League  better  than  1.  As  to  the  proscription,  one  might 
say  a  word  to  Emperor  Frederick  ;  but  worse,  much  worse 
is  —  " 

"Excommunication,"  interrupted  Gaiiop  and  Mildehovet 
together. 

'4  Yes,  excommunication,"  said  the  burgomaster,  seriously. 

"  For  thee,  perhaps,"  jeered  Tobing. 

44  Not  for  me,  nor  for  thee,  nor  for  any  of  us  here,"  said 
Springintgut,  "  but  for  the  common  burghers  of  our  town, 
for  the  artisans,  whose  wives  will  give  them  no  peace  till 
they  are  relieved  from  the  ban,  and  that  can  only  be  if  —  " 

"  Well,  if  what?     If  they  get  rid  of  us?" 

"  Thou  art  right ;  this  is  the  great  danger,"  said  Garlop. 
44  We  must  make  sure  of  the  guilds.  If  they  are  with  us, 
we  are  safe." 

"Guilds,  humph!  —  leather  aprons,  tailors'  shears,  cob- 
blers' awls,  — are  these  what  ye  fear?"  cried  Tobing. 

4 *  Although  we  do  not  fear  them,  we  cannot  do  without 
them,"  returned  the  burgomaster.  "  The  question  is, 
whether  to  flatter  or  threaten  them." 

44  Threaten  them  with  gallows  and  wheel  if  they  open  their 
mouths,"  said  Tobing.  kt  I  will  vouch  for  my  tailors  !  "  He 
was  speaker  at  the  tailors'  guild  meetings. 

"Don't  make  too  much  of  them,  Master  Tobing,"  con- 
tinued Mildehovet,  settling  his  portly  figure  comfortably  in 
his  chair.  "  It  takes  nine  tailors  to  make  a  man.  I  can 
vouch  for  my  restless  shoemakers  as  well  as  thou  canst  for 
thy  tailors,  though  the  guild  master,  Hesterwegen,  is  a 
crotchety  fellow.  What  thinkest  thou,  Viskule ?  " 

44  The  artisans  are  surely  no  friends  of  the  prelates," 
remarked  the  latter. 

"Are  they  of  the  council?"  asked  Tobing. 

"But,"  continued  Viskule,  without  noticing  the  interrup- 
tion, "if  they  become  our  opponents,  it  would  fare  ill  with 
our  government,  for  not  we  but  the  artisans  are  the  heart, 
the  solid  basis  of  our  commonwealth.  In  the  artisan  guilds 
rest  the  freedom  and  power  of  our  town." 

The  others  listened  to  him  in  surprise,  and  Mildehovet 
said,  "If  thou  countest  them,  Viskule,  thou  mayest  be 
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right.     As  far  as  numbers  go,  they  have  the  advantage  of 
us  ;  but  we  have  the  power." 

"It  is  a  wonder  that  we  have,"  returned  Viskule,  "and 
that  they  permit  it.  Habit  and  veneration  for  the  old  cus- 
toms to  which  they  cling  make  up  their  happiness,  and  in 
fact  their  very  lives." 

"  That's  as  it  ought  to  be,"  said  Mildehovet. 

"And  yet,"  spoke  up  Viskule,  "in  other  towns,  the  cor- 
porations have  often  tried  to  insinuate  themselves  into  the 
council,  and  have  demanded  a  participation  in  the  govern- 
ment. And  in  truth,  can  ye  blame  them  for  it?  If  they 
attempted  it  now  in  Luneburg,  the  occasion  would  not  be  an 
unfavorable  one." 

"  Do  we  hear  a  noble  and  wise  councillor  of  an  old 
Luneburg  family,  or  the  master  cooper  from  Red  Cock 
Street?"  superciliously  asked  Matthias  Garlop. 

"A  councillor,  salt  master!"  replied  Viskule,  sharply, 
"who  knows  the  artisans,  and  therefore  believes  that  we 
would  do  well,  with  seasonable  words,  to  make  the  situation 
of  affairs  clear  to  them,  and  warn  them  earnestly,  in  a  fair 
and  friendly  manner,  to  take  good  heed  lest  they  resolve 
upon  anything  which  would  be  detrimental  to  the  welfare  of 
the  city.  Upon  my  friend,  Master  Gotthard  Henneberg,  I 
can  firmly  rely.  When  I  discuss  matters  with  him,  I  find 
him  always  moderate  and  reasonable.  He  is  a  man  who  is 
looked  up  to  by  the  members  of  his  guild,  and  those  of 
others,  as  their  guide,  and  they  readily  follow  him." 

"  As  a  flock  of  sheep  the  bell-wether,"  laughed  Tobing ; 
"  away  from  the  council,  not  toward  us." 

"I  had  already  thought  of  the  salt  master,"  said  the 
burgomaster.  "  Be  careful,  Master  Viskule,  what  thou  say- 
est  to  him.  Thy  purpose  is  good.  The  speakers  at  our 
meetings  must  keep  a  sharp  eye  upon  their  respective 
guilds,  and  promptly  quell  all  disorder  and  wrong-headed- 
ness." 

"  We  must  win  them  over  to  our  side,"  said  Mildehovet. 
"There  are  many  changes  which  they  have  long  striven 
after  ;  concerning  these  one  might  now  and  again  graciously 
hold  out  hopes  —  ' 

"Which,  naturally,  later  we  should  not  refer  to,"  inter- 
rupted Tobing. 

"Which  we  should  not  forget,  Master  Tobing,"  retorted 
Mildehovet,  in  a  reproving  tone  ;  and  his  friendly,  rubicund 
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countenance  darkened,  and  grew  redder  than  usual.  "  With 
the  great  corporations  it  is  certainly  difficult ;  the  brewers, 
the  bakers,  and  the  butchers  are  an  overbearing  set  of 
fellows." 

"Master  Dietrich  Dassel  does  not  stand  upon  a  very 
good  footing  with  his  brewers,"  said  Viskule. 

"It  is  his  own  fault,"  grumbled  Tobing;  "he  does  not 
know  how  to  manage  them." 

"  Perhaps  he  is  not  as  patient  as  thou  art,"  laughed 
Springintgut. 

"  Masters,  I  know  a  method,"  began  Matthias  Garlop, 
"  which  cannot  fail  to  work.  Do  not  bribe  the  artisans,  nor 
try  to  intimidate  them  by  force,  but  bait  your  hooks,  and 
decoy  them.  Let  the  masons  and  carpenters  build  a  couple 
of  towers,  by  order  of  the  council.  Let  them  at  least  make 
the  plans  and  drafts.  Order  from  the  goldsmiths  a  pair  of 
tankards  for  the  use  of  the  council.  The  benches  in  the 
. great  audience  hall  perhaps  need  new  cushions.  As  for  the 
smiths,  carvers,  painters,  and  glaziers,  we  can  find  work  for 
them  in  the  Town  House,  and  we  shall  be  in  no  embarrass- 
ment about  keeping  the  armorers  busy,  providing  against 
possible  emergencies.  Also,  each  one  of  us  must  inspect  his 
own  house,  to  see  what  he  can  have  done  there  for  the  good 
cause." 

"  Not  a  bad  device,  by  any  means  !  "  agreed  Tobing. 

"  The  guild  speakers  must  not  select  the  most  skilful 
masters,  but  the  most  dangerous,  the  most  hot-headed,  the 
loudest  bawlers  in  the  guild,  and  we  must  give  the  work  to 
them." 

"And  pay  them,  also,"  added  Viskule.  "  Where  are  the 
funds  to  come  from?" 

"  Oh,  they  will  be  found  !  "  said  the  burgomaster. 

"  There 's  no  hurry  about  that,"  put  in  Tobiug. 

"We  must  not  forget,"  suggested  Mildehovet,  "that  by 
selecting  one  or  two  masters  from  each  guild,  we  make  the 
others  still  more  venomous  toward  us." 

"  And  thou  forgettest  something  else,"  returned  Garlop, 
"  something  which  eats  in  ten  times  more  deeply  than  the 
grudge  against  the  council.  Thou  forgettest  the  bitter 
trade  rivalry,  with  its  lies  and  slanders,  stifling  all  honorable 
feeling,  as  weeds  choke  out  flowers.  I  know  of  nothing 
more  miserable,  more  pitiable,  but  the  knife  is  at  one's 
throat.  Kindness  will  not  answer  with  these  fellows.  There 
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is  not  enough  honor  in  any  of  them  to  keep  them  from 
envy." 

"  But  what  art  thou  driving  at?"  asked  Mildehovet. 

*'  I  understand,  I  understand,"  cried  Tobing. 

"  It  is  like  this,"  explained  Garlop,  with  a  crafty  look  and 
unpleasant  smile  :  "  if  we  give  work  to  three  or  four  masters 
in  each  guild,  — good,  profitable  work,  —  we  shall  create  in 
the  others  such  envy  that  they  will  soon  begin  to  hate  and 
abuse  one  another,  till  open  strife  breaks  out,  and  they  are 
all  at  loggerheads.  There  will  be  no  longer  unity  and 
concord  in  the  corporations,  and  when  they  are  divided 
among  themselves,  we  can  do  what  we  please  with  them. 
Am  I  not  right?" 

"  Yes,  right  thou  art,  Matthias  Garlop  !  "  cried  Sprmgint- 
gut  and  Tobing. 

But  Mildehovet  said,  "  Thy  scheme  does  not  please  me 
at  all ;  it  is  not  an  honorable  expedient." 

Viskule  shook  his  gray  head  gravely. 

"  And  to  the  noisiest,  the  most  jealous  rascals,  we  can 
say,  privately,  Keep  quiet ;  make  friends  with  the  council ; 
take  sides  with  us,  and  thou  wilt  get  thy  share  of  good 
things,  also.  We  always  have  work  for  our  friends  .  heedest 
thou  —  for  our  friends  ?  They  will  understand  that,  —  will 
knock  under  fast  enough,  and  then  we  will  have  them  at  our 
mercy." 

"  I  will  never  assent  to  such  a  plan,"  said  Viskule  ;  "  that 
I  warn  ye,  masters  !  Ye  tread  on  dangerous  ground.  When 
the  corporations  discover  how  we  have  befooled  them,  they 
will  immediately  go  over  to  our  enemies." 

But  the  others  cast  his  warnings  to  the  wind,  and  the 
burgomaster  said  :  u  Master  Matthias  Garlop,  thy  project  is 
good  and  we.l  considered,  and  it  shall  be  carried  out.  I 
shall  rejoice  over  the  day  on  which  the  bell  calls  thee  for  the 
first  time  to  the  Town  House,  as  councillor,  and  I  hope  it  is 
not  far  distant,  my  good  friend  !  We  shall  soon  hold  a 
meeting,  when  thou  wilt  be  requested  to  give  up  thy  office 
as  head  salt  master,  and  become  one  of  us.  For  the  rest,  we 
will  abide  by  our  decision,  as  regards  the  half  of  the  salt 
revenues,  in  spite  of  Emperor  and  pope.  I  have  said  it, 
and  so  long  as  I  retain  my  seat  in  the  Town  House,  I  will 
adhere  to  it,  whether  I  rue  it  or  not !  " 

The  coadjutors  now  arranged  how  best  to  bring  up  the 
matter  at  the  next  session,  and  to  conceal  it  from  the 
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citizens.  Each  was  fully  convinced  of  the  seriousness  of 
the  situation,  and  each  allowed  himself  willingly  to  be  com- 
forted by  the  others  with  courageous  words  and  prudent 
suggestions,  and  to  be  deceived  as  to  the  magnitude  and 
closeness  of  the  danger.  Certainly  there  was  no  fear  of 
their  seeing  the  Imperial  army  before  the  gates  of  Liineburg, 
and  their  ruler,  Duke  Frederick  the  Pious,  could  not  harm 
them  much.  The  threatened  excommunication  did  not  press 
heavily  upon  the  individual  consciences  of  the  councillors ; 
but  when,  next  in  the  order  of  events,  the  clergy  should 
suspend  the  exercise  of  their  functions  all  over  the  city,  the 
peace  of  mind  of  the  burghers  would  be  utterly  destroyed, 
and  the  only  way  of  quieting  them  would  be  to  have  the  ban 
removed.  Herein  lay  the  hopelessness  of  the  situation,  that 
the  prevention  of  the  excommunication,  or  the  revoking  it, 
could  only  be  had  at  one  and  the  same  price  :  the  submission 
of  the  council,  and  the  relinquishment  of  their  claim  to  the 
salt  revenues.  How  should  they  find  their  way  out  of  this 
difficulty,  and  how  about  the  Hanseatic  League?  It  would 
never  support  the  church  dignitaries  against  one  of  its 
towns,  and  moreover  its  assistance  could  be  hoped  for  in 
case  of  outside  trouble  ;  but  should  Liineburg  be  proscribed 
and  excommunicated,  it  would  probably  be  excluded  from 
the  League.  Exclusion  from  the  League  of  the  Hanse 
towns,  for  any  length  of  time,  would  be  their  ruin. 

As  the  ban  of  the  church  would  endanger  their  heavenly 
salvation,  so  would  outlawry  from  the  League  prove  a  heavy 
blow  to  their  earthly  welfare  and  to  the  commerce  of  the 
city.  Every  one  would  have  to  suffer,  more  or  less,  but 
especially  the  large  merchants  in  their  traffic  with  foreign 
lands.  Most  of  the  councillors  and  their  relations  and 
friends  were  merchants,  or  salt  masters,  or  both.  What 
would  become  of  their  commerce,  in  which  the  greater  part 
of  their  fortunes  were  invested?  What  would  become  of 
their  sixteen  hundred  thousand  bushels  of  salt,  if  the  other 
Hanse  towns,  in  whose  ports  it  found  a  ready  market,  were 
no  longer  allowed  to  trade  with  them? 

If  the  great  ones  of  Liineburg  suffered,  what  would 
happen  to  the  smaller  ones?  How  would  handicraft  be 
supported?  Many  twisted  threads  united  the  whole  com- 
munity. Each  burgher  belonged  to  a  corporation,  —  either  a 
guild,  or  a  secular  or  spiritual  brotherhood,  in  which  high 
and  low  mingled.  The  whole  commonwealth  was  one  living 
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body,  with  thousands  of  heads  and  limbs  never  altogether 
in  harmony,  but  so  united  that  no  good  or  bad  luck  could 
come  to  the  town  without  affecting  every  member. 

The  five  worthies,  in  the  head  salt  master's  room  in  the 
Kiindje,  knew  this  very  well.  Of  course  they  thought  of 
their  own  interest,  of  tho  honor  and  future  of  the  coun- 
cil, and  of  their  class  ;  but  the  arrogance  with  which  they 
looked  down  upon  the  common  burghers  led  them  to  treat 
the  approaching  danger  more  lightly  than  the  occasion 
warranted. 

When  they  separated,  the  burgomaster  returned  to  the 
town  in  earnest  conversation  with  his  defiant  friend,  Ludolf 
Tobing.  Viskule  and  Marquard  Mildehovet  followed  them 
slowly,  the  latter  using  a  stick,  and  as  he  took  Viskule's 
arm  as  an  additional  support,  his  friend  asked  him,  "How 
is  it  ?  Does  it  pinch  thee  again  ?  " 

u  Oh,  yes,"  sighed  the  other,  with  a  contraction  of  the 
brow,  a  half-smile,  and  a  twinkle  in  his  wise  eyes  ;  "  there, 
there,"  pointing  to  his  left  foot  with  his  stick. 

"  Yes,  yes,  dear  friend,"  said  Viskule  ;  "  but  at  least  thou 
knowest  what  has  caused  it." 
"  Is  that  all  thy  consolation? " 

"  Appear  to  yield,  but  remain  firm,  as  G-arlop  would 
say,"  laughed  Viskule.* 

"  This  is  the  worst  of  the  confounded  complaint,  that 
with  the  suffering  one  has  also  to  bear  the  laughter  of  one's 
friends,"  said  Mildehovet. 

Then  they  continued  their  walk  in  serious  converse,  one 
leading,  the  other  limping.  The  head  salt  master  went  to 
the  salt-works. 

There  they  were,  in  full,  peaceable  activity,  —  this  bone  of 
contention,  this  noble  treasure,  as  the  Luneburgers  called  it, 
with  justifiable  pride.  There  gushed  the  springs  out  of  the 
earth,  the  springs  which  gave  to  hundreds  of  workmen  and 
their  families  salt  for  their  bread,  in  the  literal  as  well  as 
the  figurative  sense  of  the  word  ;  to  their  owners  and  lease- 
holders, wealth  and  luxury  ;  and  to  the  town  of  Liineburg, 
power  and  fame.  There  stood  the  fifty-four  salt-houses, 
resembling  a  well-built  village,  lying  in  a  slight  hollow,  so 
that  from  a  distance  only  the  thatched  roofs  could  be  seen. 
In  these  houses,  alleys,  and  workshops  a  busy  life  was 


An  allusion  to  change  of  diet,  undoubtedly. 
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going  on.  Under  the  supervision  of  the  overseers  of  the 
various  departments,  more  than  three  hundred  men  were 
kept  actively  employed. 

In  each  house  the  liquid  salt  was  bubbling  in  four  leaden 
pans  over  the  fire,  and  the  interior  of  the  building  shim- 
mered and  sparkled  like  silver  from  the  tiny  glittering 
crystals,  which  the  evaporating  process  deposited  on  the 
walls  and  rafters.  After  it  was  completed,  the  dry  salt 
finally  made  its  way  to  the  countries  surrounding  the  Baltic 
Sea,  there  to  season  fish  and  flesh  for  rich  and  poor. 

The  Limeburg  salt-springs  were  unrivalled.  As  one  be- 
held their  well-ordered  working,  unceasing  day  and  night, 
and  the  white  clouds  of  steam  rising  from  the  thatched  roofs 
to  the  blue  sky,  a  stranger  would  have  found  it  difficult  to 
believe  that  this  gift  of  God,  indispensable  to  man,  was  the 
subject  of  bitter  strife,  which  menaced  a  powerful  and 
flourishing  city  with  outlawry  and  ruin. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

IN  Master  Daniel  Sporken's  workshop,  nicknamed  "  the 
lion's  den,"  all  the  inmates  were  industriously  working,  except 
the  master  himself,  who,  as  usual,  was  not  at  home  this  morn- 
ing, but  had  gone  out  to  seek  for  information  ;  not  information 
concerning  liis  own  business,  nor  to  receive  orders  from  his 
customers,  nor  deliver  finished  work,  but  for  news  of  what 
had  happened  yesterday  in  the  city,  or  of  what  might  be 
expected  to  happen.  The  master's  wife,  Mistress  Gesche,  — 
short  for  Gertrude,  —  was  in  her  seat  by  the  window,  sewing 
on  a  pair  of  women's  shoes.  Timotheus  Schneck,  the  jour- 
neyman, sat  upon  a  three-legged  stool  before  the  low  work- 
bench upon  which  the  tools  lay  in  confusion,  drew  the 
thread,  stitched  and  hammered  away  diligently,  and  the 
youngster  Hans  tried  his  prentice  hand  on  a  pair  of  clumsy 
boots  which  required  patching. 

Apart  from  the  unavoidable  sounds  of  labor,  there  reigned 
a  deep  silence  in  the  room,  which  was  filled  with  the  smell  of 
leather  and  pitch,  —  a  silence  for  which  there  was  a  good,  or 
rather  bad,  reason.  The  master's  wife  already  stood  toward 
his  journeyman  upon  an  uncomfortable  footing,  and  on  this 
subject,  wonderful  to  relate,  she  and  her  husband  were 
agreed.  With  Timmo's  work  they  had  no  fault  to  find.  On 
the  contrary,  he  was  brisk,  industrious,  and  clever ;  but  he 
lied,  they  thought,  altogether  too  liberally,  and  they  sus- 
pected he  kept  his  most  impudent  fabrications  for  them. 
The  master  could  not  forgive  his  journeyman  for  the  mon- 
strous falsehood  he  had  told  them  about  the  letter  written  by 
the  second  burgomaster,  which  he  had  brought  from  Celle. 
Timmo  had  described  the  momentous  occurrence  with  the 
minutest  particulars,  and  had  solemnly  sworn  to  the  veracity 
of  his  narration,  and  now  it  turned  out  that  there  was  not  a 
word  of  truth  in  the  whole  story,  and  Daniel  Sporken  was 
mocked  and  jeered  at  in  consequence.  This  baseness,  per- 
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petrated  by  the  new  journeyman  so  soon  after  his  arrival, 
put  an  end  to  all  friendly  relations,  and  substituted  fur  it 
complete  distrust.  Had  the  artisan  been  less  diligent  and 
the  master  less  lazy,  the  latter  would  have  soon  sent  the 
former  packing,  but  he  knew  well  it  wasn't  easy  for  him  to 
find  an  able  assistant,  on  account  of  u  the  lioness."  So  he 
kept  Timmo,  spoke  little  to  him,  and  no  longer  believed  a 
word  that  he  said.  His  wife  followed  his  example.  To-day 
she  was  in  her  worst  humor  ;  usually  talkative  enough  at  such 
times,  she  was  now  in  a  silent  rage.  The  needle  flew  in  her 
hand,  and  she  pulled  and  jerked  the  thread  so  fiercely  that  it 
often  snapped.  As  often  as  this  occurred,  Timmo,  who 
secretly  watched  the  master's  wife  in  spite  of  his  work,  struck 
such  an  unnecessarily  loud  blow  upon  his  lapstone  that  Mis- 
tress Gesche  could  n't  help  noticing  this  scornful  mockery. 
Then  her  patience,  which  was,  so  to  speak,  weaker  than  her 
thread,  gave  way  also.  She  sprang  up,  and  with  the  half- 
finished  shoe  in  her  uplifted  hand,  she  began :  "If  thou 
darest  once  more  to  give  any  of  thy  knavish  blows  when  my 
thread  breaks,  I  will  fling  this  and  every  other  shoe  in  thy 
master's  workshop  at  thy  head,  as  true  as  I  am  Gesche 
Sporken !  " 

As  her  long,  bony  figure  stood  there,  with  eyes  like  those 
of  an  angry  cat,  she  certainly  looked  as  if  she  were  prepared 
to  carry  out  at  least  a  part  of  her  rapid  denunciation. 

Timmo  laughed  aloud,  and  then  casting  a  hasty  glance 
around  the  shop,  as  if  he  were  counting  the  shoes  which  were 
to  be  flung  at  his  head,  cried,  "All  right,  mistress.  That 
will  make  a  fine  racket." 

The  words  were  no  sooner  out  of  his  mouth  than  the  shoe 
flew  out  of  her  hand,  and  her  big  mouth  moved  as  if  she 
sought  in  vain  for  words  with  which  to  vent  her  wrath,  her 
whole  frame  shaking  with  rage  at  the  journeyman's  laughter. 

But  this  was  carrying  things  too  far  for  the  lusty  Timmo. 
He  jumped  up  from  the  stool,  hammer  in  hand,  and  advanced 
toward  Mistress  Sporken.  Hans,  the  prentice,  darted  between 
them  in  order,  as  he  thought,  to  prevent  murder,  but  Timmo 
spoke  quite  calmly  :  "  Mistress,  it  is  not  far  from  dinner-time, 
and  with  an  empty  stomach  man  is  a  dangerous  animal.  I 
must  tell  thee  something  which,  had  not  this  happened,  I 
would  never  have  divulged  ;  but  it  cannot  be  concealed  any 
longer,  or  a  misfortune  must  occur.  Hast  thou  ever  heard 
of  any  one  who  had  a  blood- worm  ?  " 
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Measureless  astonishment  gave  place  to  the  woman's  fury. 
Half  suspiciously  and  half  curiously  she  asked,  "  A  blood 
worm!  Where?'" 

"Here!  here!"  cried  Timmo,  loudly,  striking  his  breast 
quickly  with  his  hand,  as  if  in  great  excitement,  whereas 
he  could  scarcely  restrain  bis  laughter.  "Sit  down,  mis- 
tress, and  I  will  explain  it  to  thee  ;  but  by  all  that 's  holy,  I 
warn  thee  to  keep  silence,  or —  And  thou,"  and  lie  turned 
threateningly,  "  if  thou  b.eathest  a  word  of  this,  the  blood- 
worm will  prey  on  thee,  too." 

With  a  cunning,  and  at  the  same  time  impudent,  expression, 
the  cobbler's  prentice  looked  at  Timmo.  Hans  was  ambi- 
tious ;  he  wished  to  be  a  little  ahead  of  his  fellows.  When 
the  others  were  running  on  errands,  or  after  working  hours 
were  practising  the  art  of  whistling,  Hans  spent  his  time 
trying  a  variety  of  facial  expressions,  which  accomplishment 
he  had  almost  brought  to  perfection. 

On  this  occasion  his  mobile  features,  in  reply  to  Timmo's 
threat,  said  as  plainly  as  words  could  speak,  "  H'm  !  I'm 
not  afraid  of  thy  blood-worm  !  Go  ahead !  I  know  thee 
now ! " 

Mistress  Sporken  sat  up  stiffly  in  her  chair,  and  her  looks, 
directed  toward  Timmo,  expressed  half  anger  and  half 
anxious  thought.  "  May  all  the  saints  help  me  !  the  man  is 
crazy ! " 

Timmo  began  mysteriously:  "How  I  got  it  I  do  not 
know.  I  believe  it  dates  from  the  time  of  my  grandfather. 
Here,  mistress,  here  in  my  heart  lies  that  dreadful  worm. 
Nobody  has  seen  it,  but  I  feel  it,  I  feel  it !  Ordinarily  it  is 
quite  quiet,  and  nourishes  itself  peaceably  upon  my  blood ; 
only  sometimes  I  experience  a  slight  sensation  when  it 
moves.  Then  I  must  take  care  not  to  disturb  or  exasperate 
it  If  my  heart  begins  to  beat  with  anger,  then  the  worm 
becomes  agitated  and  grows  wild.  I  feel  it  thrashing  about, 
and  if  I  do  not  cool  down  soon,  then  it  rages  in  my  veins, 
my  blood  begins  to  boil,  and  then  I  do  not  know  myself  any 
longer ;  I  am  in  the  power  of  the  blood-worm !  Nothing 
stops  me,  in  heaven  or  earth.  Blood  must  flow  !  " 

"Lies,  lies,  nothing  but  lies;  confounded  lies !"  vocifer- 
ated the  mistress. 

"Thinkest  so?'*  said  Timmo.  "I  trust  that  we  may 
neither  of  us  live  to  see  the  day.  This  time  I  have  suc- 
ceeded in  quieting  it,  keeping  my  heart  from  beating  too 
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fast,  but  it  began  to  writhe.  I  could  tell  thee  a  story  of  my 
grandfather  ;  but  I  had  rather  not." 

Mistress  Gesche  threw  up  her  hands,  and  exclaimed, 
"  And  such  devil's  spawn  must  I  have  in  my  house?" 

44  Yes,  devil's  spawn,"  said  Timmo  ;  "  dangerous  enough, 
but  beneficial  for  me  and  for  those  for  whom  I  work.  The 
worm  feeds  upon  the  bad  humors  in  my  blood,  gives  me 
a  clear  head  and  a  skilful  hand.  Many  a  master  has  expe- 
rienced the  benefit  of  my  blood-worm,  without  understanding 
the  cause,  for  I  do  not  often  mention  it.  One  thing  I  will 
tell  thee :  something  can  be  done  to  keep  the  worm  quiet, 
and  to  make  me  more  useful." 

44  And  what  is  that?"  asked  the  mistress,  curiously. 

"It  likes  to  live  well;  likes  me  to  have  plenty  of  good 
meat  and  strong  beer,  which  makes  the  blood  in  which  it 
lives." 

"  But  does  n't  it  get  too  strong,"  asked  Gesche,  "  so  that 
thou  cannot  master  it?  " 

44  That  does  n't  matter  so  much,"  said  Timmo  ;  4'  but  that 
it  should  never  rise  against  thee  in  fur}7,  my  worthy  mistress, 
I  will  always  give  thee  a  secret  warning.  When  I  perceive 
it  becomes  unruly,  or  that  something  is  wrong,  look,  I  will 
describe  a  ring  on  my  breast,  near  the  heart." 

44 1  will  remember  it,"  said  the  mistress.  "If  I  could 
only  believe  thee  ! " 

44  That  you  can,"  said  Timmo ;  u  nobody  could  invent 
such  a  creature  as  I  feel.  But  one  thing  I  beg  of  thee. 
Don't  tell  any  one,  not  even  the  master,  for  thou  knowest 
that  he  blabs,  and  then  I  could  stay  no  longer,  for  every 
shoemaker  in  Liineburg  would  strive  to  get  the  skilful 
journeyman  with  the  blood-worm  in  his  heart,  which  makes 
him  so  useful  in  his  craft.  Thou  mayest  believe  me  !  " 

Suddenly  the  door  burst  open  and  in  rushed  Master 
Daniel  Sporken.  "  He  is  right,  Gesche  ;  he  is  right !  Timmo 
has  n't  lied.  What  he  said  is  all  true." 

4  4  Hast  thou  been  eavesdropping  ?  "  asked  his  wife,  cut- 
tingly. 

44  Eavesdropping  !  No  need  of  that.  The  whole  town  is 
talking  of  it,  and  of  him  and  of  me." 

44  Of  what?  Of  the  —  "  (Blood-worm,  she  was  going  to 
say  ) 

Timmo  interrupted  her.  "  Of  the  letter,  master,  is  it 
not?" 
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"Certainly,  of  the  letter.  Of  what  else?"  said  Daniel. 
"  Master  Albert  von  der  Molen  returned  last  evening,  but 
yesterday  afternoon  a  meeting  was  held  at  the  Town  House, 
and  the  letter  was  read  by  the  burgomaster,  and  they  make 
no  secret  of  it.  Everything  is  propitious  for  the  town. 
The  council  wins,  and  is  elated,  and  in  its  triumph  is  going 
to  give  us  artisans  plenty  of  work.  It  will  build,  and  order 
new  silver  for  the  Town  House  and  new  cushions  for  the 
benches  in  the  Court  House,  and  I  don't  know  what  else. 
I  knew  it  from  the  first.  I  always  said  so.  I  told  every  one 
about  the  letter,  only  they  did  not  wish  to  believe  it.  And 
Timmo  was  right ;  he  has  n't  lied ;  and  from  henceforth  I 
believe  everything  that  he  says.  Gesche,  give  Timmo  a 
pitcher  of  beer  for  dinner." 

How  big  Timmo  now  looked,  he  and  his  "  blood-worm"  ! 
His  mistress  almost  felt  proud  of  him,  and  she  tried  to  give 
him  a  friendly  smile,  which,  not  feeling  itself  at  home  on 
that  sour  face,  however,  soon  disappeared.  She  went  to  the 
cellar  and  fetched  the  beer. 

Hans  looked  at  Timmo  with  an  inimitable  expression,  and 
the  latter  said,  condescendingly,  u  Hans,  thou  shalt  have  a 
sip." 

Master  Daniel  Sporken  seated  himself,  and  wiped  his 
brow.  He  was  of  small  stature,  and  seemed  to  be  strung 
on  wires.  His  ears  stood  far  out  from  his  broad,  red  face, 
which  did  not  look  as  if  it  belonged  to  his  narrow  shoulders. 
He  turned  it  from  side  to  side  like  a  bird  that  tries  to  see 
and  hear  everything.  His  house  on  the  Techt,  a  narrow, 
crooked  alley  near  the  Michaelis  Cloister,  was  small,  but 
afforded  to  the  childless  couple  and  their  two  assistants  suffi- 
cient room,  and,  like  most  Liineburg  houses,  had  on  the 
ground  floor  a  four-cornered  projection,  or  oriel,  with  win- 
dows, which  was  called  the  lookout.  The  inmates  of  this 
little  house  never  suffered  from  want.  They  were  saving, 
and  had  not  Master  Daniel  been  so  inclined  by  nature,  his 
wife  Gesche  would  have  made  him  so.  It  was  she  who  kept 
the  purse,  and  little  enough  money  she  gave  her  husband, 
who,  by  the  bye,  was  eight  years  her  junior,  and  that  little 
only  because  he  brought  home  plenty  of  gossip  from  the 
beer-houses,  which  she  enjoyed,  and  which  he  was  more 
proficient  at  picking  up  than  he  was  at  cobbling,  though  it 
was  a  pity  that  his  news  contained  more  weak  places  than 
even  the  most  dilapidated  shoes  in  his  shop. 
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During  the  simple  meal,  while  Mistress  Sporken  helped 
Timmo  —  in  honor  of  his  sudden  return  to  her  favor  —  to 
an  extra  piece  of  mutton,  Master  Daniel  was  very  talkative  ; 
and  among  other  things  related  how,  as  he  passed  Councillor 
Mildehovet's  house,  the  latter  had  called  him  in  and  com- 
plained of  his  troublesome  gout,  which  gave  him  such  pain 
in  his  great  toe.  He  had  tried  all  the  shoemakers  in  Liine- 
burg,  and  there  were  many  of  them,  but  none  had  been  able 
to  fit  him.  "  Now,  then,  could  he,  Daniel,  give  him  relief?" 

"  Of  course  we  can  help  him,"  said  Timmo.  "  Didst  thou 
take  his  measure,  master?" 

"Certainly,"  said  Daniel;  "but  I  do  not  understand 
about  gout:" 

4 '  We  must  make  him  a  pair  of  fur  boots  ;  soft  calf-skin 
outside,  lined  with  fur." 

"  Fur,"  repeated  the  master;  "we  cannot  interfere  with 
the  furriers'  craft.  That  would  cost  us  a  heavy  fine." 

"  What  do  we  care  for  the  furriers  ?  "  said  Timmo.  "  We 
do  that  all  ourselves.  I  have  done  that  often  before.  A 
pair  of  rabbit-skins  can  easily  be  found." 

Daniel  shook  his  finger  at  him.  "They  will  sue  us  if  it 
leaks  out,  and  when  the  journeyman  sins,  the  master  has  to 
pay  for  it." 

"No  danger  of  that,"  laughed  Timmo;  "the  councillor 
will  rejoice  to  get  rid  of  his  pain,  and  will  never  betray  us. 
Cut  the  boots  big  enough,  and  let  me  do  the  rest.  And  as 
for  the  rabbit-skins,  —  Hans,  thou  must  see  to  that !  " 

"That's  easy  enough,"  said  Hans. 

Was  he  not  a  right  good  fellow,  that  Timmo?  Never  had 
Daniel  Sporken  had  such  an  experienced  and  adroit  journey- 
man. He  knew  a  way  out  of  every  difficulty.  Nothing 
stood  in  his  way.  If  he  took  the  fur  boots  to  the  councillor, 
they  would  bring  a  good  price,  but  yet  he  would  be  a  meddler 
in  another  man's  trade,  and  that  would  be  dangerous. 

"  Is  that  pair  of  boots  for  Master  Mildehovet's  gout  all 
that  thou  gettest,  among  the  many  orders  which  the  council 
is  to  give  to  the  corporations?"  asked  Gesclie. 

"At  present,  yes,"  replied  Daniel,  somewhat  meekly; 
"  but  more  will  come  by  and  b}^." 

"  Of  a  surety,  the  goldsmiths  will  get  the  cream.  They 
can  never  make  enough  out  of  the  treasury  to  suit  them. 
Their  wives  are  puffed  up  with  pride  like  peacocks,  and 
already  they  don't  know  what  to  do  with  their  money." 
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"  Goldsmiths'  wives  have  a  right  to  all  that,"  added  the 
master. 

"  They  are  no  better  than  I  am,"  muttered  Gesche.  *'  As 
for  the  joiners  and  carvers,  they  have  only  to  open  their 
mouths  and  roasted  larks  drop  in.  Why  does  the  council 
need  new  benches  and  presses  in  the  Town  House  ?  It  does  n't 
meet  often  enough  to  have  sat  through  the  old  ones." 

"  New  cushions  are  also  going  to  be  made,"  said  Daniel. 

"  Of  course,  so  that  the  poor  leather- workers  won't 
starve,"  sputtered  Gesche.  "And  it  is  the  same  with  the 
platter-makers  and  armorers.  They  can  soon  eat  out  of 
silver,  so  much  does  the  council  give  them  yearly.  That 's 
the  way  the  money  goes.  And  we  cannot  see  how  to  get 
enough  to  eat,  while  others  smother  in  fat." 

"  Mistress,  be  happy  that  thou  art  not  troubled  with  that 
complaint,"  said  Timmo  to  the  lean,  lanky  creature.  "  Too 
much  fat  is  bad.  It  causes  short  breath  and  a  heavy  tread." 

"Thou  needst  not  dance  with  me,"  snapped  Mistress 
Sporken. 

Timmo  shivered  involuntarily  at  the  thought.  She  did 
not  see  it,  however,  and  referred  again  to  the  famous  letter. 

"What  a  sin  and  a  shame  it  was  for  the  Hennebergs  to 
deny  the  story  about  the  letter.  What  did  they  mean  by  it  ?  " 

"  I  will  tell  thee,  mistress,"  said  Timmo.  "A  few  days 
afterwards  Gilbert  informed  me  that  the  burgomaster  had 
enjoined  strict  silence  upon  him,  but  it  was  too  late.  Thou 
knewest  it  already." 

"  So,  thou  hast  been  at  the  Hennebergs'.  How  dost  thou 
like  those  honorable  folk  ?  " 

"  Well,  mistress,  right  well,  especially  —  " 

"The  maiden  daughter,  of  course,"  sneered  Gesche. 
"  Don't  look  too  deeply  into  her  blue,  forget-me-not  eyes." 

"  Why  not,  mistress?  It  would  be  well  worth  my  while," 
chuckled  Timmo. 

"  Why  not?  Because  she  would  give  thee  the  mitten,  the 
overbearing  creature.  She  won't  be  satisfied  with  a'cobbler's 
journeyman." 

"  Yet  she  is  an  artisan's  daughter,"  retorted  Timmo. 

"  Thou  art  greatly  mistaken.  A  salt  master's  daughter  is 
she,  if  thou  wishest  to  know.  She  looks  higher,"  said 
Gesche.  "  Did  they  invite  thee  to  come  again?" 

"  Yes,  both  the  elder  sons  did  so,"  said  Timmo,  not  without 
a  certain  complacency  ;  "the  eldest,  Arnold,  will  surely  strike 
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out  for  himself,  for  he  asked  me  all  sorts  of  questions  as  to 
how  masters'  sons  were  treated  in  other  places." 

"  Oh,  Arnold  wishes  to  set  up  for  himself  !  "  said  the  mis- 
tress. "  He  has  been  going  about  with  Ursula  Dippold,  the 
daughter  of  the  expelled  cooper,  but  she  won't  suit  the  salt 
master's  wife  as  a  daughter-in-law.  The  fathers  don't  love 
each  other,  and  do  not  greet  one  another  when  they  meet. 
The  salt  master  pushed  Dippold  out  of  the  guild,  and  he  can 
never  forgive  that." 

"The  salt  master  was  in  the  right,"  remarked  Daniel. 
"  Dippold  was  injuring  the  corporation ;  he  made  and  sold 
casks  below  the  standard,  and  he  used  false  measures. 
Then  the  brotherhood  went  against  him,  kept  him  from  get- 
ting work,  and  two  or  three  years  ago  suspended  him  till  he 
should  expiate  his  offence.  Henneberg  could  not  interfere." 

"Even  if  he  had  wished  to,"  put  in  Gesche.  "Since 
Dippold  was  put  out  of  the  guild  he  has  so  little  work  he 
cannot  keep  a  journeyman.  They  are  poor  enough,  and 
things  go  so  badly  with  them  that  his  wife  sits  and  sells  in 
the  market-place,  but  that  two-penny  trade  brings  in  liitle." 

"Yes,  yes,"  sighed  Master  Daniel,  "every  one  has  his 
own  troubles  ;  this  is  a  vale  of  tears."  Then  rising  con- 
tentedly from  the  table  he  exclaimed,  "  God  be  praised  !  we 
have  for  once  eaten  without  quarrelling  "  ;  and  he  withdrew  to 
a  corner  to  take  his  nap. 

Timmo  had  now  returned  to  his  master's  good  graces,  and 
when  he  resumed  his  work  he  was  very  well  satisfied  with 
himself.  He  gave  himself  up  to  his  thoughts  as  he  sat  on 
his  stool  and  stitched  the  shoe  he  held  so  that  the  wearer 
could  stand  and  walk  in  it  with  ease.  Who  it  might  be  for 
whom  he  was  taking  pains,  he  thought  not ;  but  as  he  improved 
the  shoe,  stitch  by  stitch,  so  thought  he,  would  he,  step  by 
step,  better  himself  and  improve  his  condition,  till  he  should 
stand  firmly  in  his  own  shoes,  accomplish  the  object  of  his 
own  ambition,  and  fulfil  the  height  of  his  wishes.  To  be- 
come his  own  master  and  marry,  never  entered  his  thoughts, 
and  he  knew  nothing  of  saving.  What  he  took  with  one 
hand  he  spent  with  the  other,  less  to  please  himself  than  to 
become  popular  and  make  friends.  He  was  really  beginning 
to  be  somebody  in  the  eyes  of  his  master  and  mistress.  He 
had  brought  important  news  to  Liineburg,  and  apparently 
had  enabled  his  master  first  to  spread  and  then  to  substan- 
tiate it.  A  ray  of  the  latter's  reflected  glory  irradiated 
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him,  for  Daniel,  when  asked,  "  Where  got  you  your  news?  " 
replied,  "  From  my  prentice,  Timmo  Schneck,  from  Darm- 
stadt." His  name  thus  went  the  rounds,  and  every  one  nat- 
urally wished  to  see  and  know  him.  With  his  mistress  he  had 
gained  even  more.  At  the  nick  of  time  he  had  conquered 
the  virago  by  his  monstrous  and  impudent  fabrication,  and 
established  for  himself  an  influential  and  rr^sterious  pres- 
tige, and  he  promised  himself,  by  means  of  her  fears  and 
greed,  in  connection  with  the  story  of  the  wonderful tk  blood- 
worm," to  make  himself  thoroughly  comfortable  in  Frau 
Gesche's  house.  Of  his  fellow  journeymen  cobblers  he 
knew  but  few,  but  that  should  not  last  long.  He  would 
soon  show  them  what  manner  of  man  he  was.  He  already 
had  his  own  plans  for  getting  influence  with  the  men  by 
obtaining  for  them  better  conditions  from  the  masters  in  the 
matter  of  work,  wages,  and  fare,  less  working  days,  more 
Monday  holidays,  and  the  girls !  there,  at  least,  he  could 
succeed.  Had  he  not  a  pair  of  eyes  into  which  one  could 
not  look  with  impunity.  The  main  thing  was  more  time  to 
drink  with  his  cronies,  to  flirt  with  the  maidens.  Beyond 
this,  for  the  present  he  did  not  care.  The  next  thing  to  be 
aimed  at  would  be  to  establish  a  firm  footing  with  the  Henne- 
bergs,  as  they  were  the  most  respected  of  all  the  artisan 
families ;  to  win  the  sons  as  friends,  then  to  please  the 
parents,  and  finally  Ilsabe,  the  "  noble  girl,"  as  Mother  Hom- 
brok  called  her,  till  these  shoes  of  his  should  be  finished, 
stitch  by  stitch,  in  which  he  intended  to  parade  in  triumph 
through  Luneburg.  And  he  stitched  and  sewed  the  leather, 
with  cheerful  and  aspiring  thoughts. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  time  was  now  ripe  for  bottling  the  Malmsey  wine. 
The  sun  was  at  last  high  enough  to  make  the  household, 
sitting  by  the  hearth,  feel  that  indeed  spring  had  come. 
The  sun  looked  into  dwellings  and  workshops,  and  laughed 
the  stoves  to  scorn,  which,  in  their  quiet  corners,  as  their 
life  went  out,  seemed  to  reflect  upon  the  ingratitude  which 
is  often  the  world's  thanks  to  those  who  are  no  longer  of 
use  ;  and  in  the  streets  and  upon  the  roofs  and  gables  the 
sun  shone,  making  the  feathers  of  the  weathercocks  sparkle 
and  shine,  so  that  it  seemed  as  if  they  could  not  turn  and 
twist  enough  for  very  foppery.  Crow  they  could  not ;  other- 
wise they  doubtless  would  have  rivalled  or  even  overcrowed 
their  prototypes  in  the  yards  below. 

In  Master  Viskule's  wine-cellar  the  jovial  sun  was  shining, 
though  only  one  beam  could  yet  penetrate,  which  fell  in  a 
broad  band  upon  the  flags,  and  within  it  millions  of  little 
motes  danced  and  flickered.  The  light  illuminated  the 
thick,  massive  masonry,  and  where  it  fell  its  limits  were 
soon  obscured  in  the  gathering  darkness,  and  would  quickly 
have  been  lost  in  the  impenetrable  gloom  had  not  three 
candles  given  light  enough  to  enable  the  wine  to  be  bottled. 

Before  the  cask  sat  Gilbert,  as  head  bottler,  and  drew  the 
golden-brown  wine  of  Greece  into  green  bottles,  which 
Ilildegund,  on  his  right,  handed  him  ;  while  Ilsabe,  on  his 
left,  took  them  filled  to  cork  them,  passing  them  finally  to 
Baldwin,  that  he  might  drive  them  home  with  his  wooden 
mallet.  And  what  a  merry  quartet  it  was  !  The  girls' 
cheeks  glowed,  Baldwin  overflowed  with  drollery,  and  Gil- 
bert's face  was  ruddy,  as  he  inhaled  the  fumes  of  the  strong, 
fragrant  wine.  On  a  stand  near  the  cask  were  two  glasses, 
which,  as  they  were  emptied,  it  was  Gilbert's  place  to  fill. 

After  all,  the  latter  was  not  a  very  skilful  bottler,  as  could 
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be  seen  by  the  way  he  received  the  bottles  from  Hildegund, 
putting  his  hand  upon  the  necks,  where  she  held  them,  obliging 
her  thus  to  free  her  hand  cautiously  from  his,  instead  of 
grasping  them  higher  up  or  lower  down,  as  an  older  and 
more  experienced  bottler  doubtless  might  have  done. 

Hildegund  was  forbearing,  and  did  not  reprove  him  for 
his  awkwardness,  and  consequently  he  repeated  it  again  and 
again. 

It  was  the  same  story  with  the  two  glasses.  Why  did  not 
both  maidens  drink  from  one,  and  the  young  men  from  the 
other?  The  glasses  were  on  different  sides  of  the  cask  ;  and 
as  Ilsabe  sat  between  Gilbert  and  Baldwin,  and  Gilbert 
between  Hildegund  and  Ilsabe,  it  somehow  seemed  easier  to 
drink  with  the  neighbor  on  the  left,  though  it  did  n't  happen 
to  be  one's  brother. 

And  that  there  was  a  dangerous  sort  of  intoxication  in  all 
this,  glistening  eyes  and  glowing  cheeks  showed.  Perhaps 
Gilbert,  for  the  same  reason  that  he  held  the  bottle  where 
Hildegund  held  it,  put  the  same  glass  to  his  lips  which  she 
had  drunk  from,  for  which,  of  course,  he  would  have  been 
taken  to  task  had  any  one  noticed  it. 

'*  I  do  not  wish  any  more,"  said  Ilsabe,  as  Gilbert  again 
filled  the  glass. 

"Well,"  suggested  Baldwin,  "  let  us  stop  working  for 
a  while." 

"  Oh,  no  ;  I  can  go  on  with  the  corking." 

4 -Yes,  rest  a  little,"  said  Baldwin.  "This  stool  has  no 
back.  Come,  here  is  one  for  thee."  He  placed  his  arm  so 
that  she  could  lean  against  it.  "  Ah,  Ilsabe  !  "  he  whispered  ; 
UI  would  like  to  support  thee  so  always." 

She  made  a  movement  as  if  to  rise,  but  he  gently  held 
her,  and  she  submitted. 

"Art  thou  also  tired?"  asked  Gilbert  of  Hildegund. 

"  No,"  replied  she,  and  took  up  one  of  the  glasses,  held 
it  to  her  lips,  and  saying  simply,  "To  thee,"  half  emp- 
tied it. 

Gilbert  quickly  took  it,  and  replied,  "And  to  thee,"  and 
drank  the  other  half. 

Which  glowed  the  more  brightly,  the  sparkling  wine,  or 
the  four  stars  in  the  two  pairs  of  eyes  ? 

"  See  the  sunbeams,"  cried  Ilsabe  ;  "  how  brilliantly  they 
shine  here  !  " 

She  sprang   up  and   intercepted   them,  and   as  the  light 
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touched  her  fair  head,  it  gave  it  a  golden  lustre,  as  though  it 
were  encircled  by  a  nimbus. 

44  What  a  picture  !"  cried  Hildegund ;  "like  a  Madonna 
painted  by  an  old  monk." 

And  so  it  was.  About  Ilsabe  lay  a  deep  shadow ;  and 
her  beautiful  figure,  lighted  by  the  sunbeam,  stood  out  from 
the  dark  background  as  if  itself  were  radiant.  Over  her 
blooming  head  the  cellar  arched  itself  darkly,  and  served  as 
a  wonderful  sort  of  frame  for  the  charming  apparition, 
strangely  heightening  its  beauty. 

44  Stand  still,  stand  still !  "  cried  Baldwin  ;  "  I  have  never 
seen  thee  look  so  beautiful !  " 

She  moved,  and  the  sunny  spot  where  she  had  just  stood 
lost  its  enchantment. 

44  Let  us  go  on  !  "  exclaimed  Gilbert.  u  Hildegund,  give 
us  some  more  bottles.  —  Ilsabe,  pay  attention." 

And  the  bottling  proceeded  merrily.  Bottle  after  bottle 
came  empty  to  the  cask  and  was  passed  on  full,  amidst  the 
talking,  the  laughter,  and  the  joking  of  the  busy  workers. 
What  with  the  clinking  of  the  bottles  and  the  sound  of 
Baldwin's  mallet,  they  did  not  hear  Master  Viskule's  step  on 
the  stairs.  He  stopped  a  moment,  soliloquizing :  "There 
they  sit,  the  happy  children,  little  thinking  what  the  future 
may  have  in  store  for  them." 

And  now,  as  he  drew  nearer,  they  noticed  his  presence. 

44  Well,  is  the  wine  good,  is  it  clear,  Gilbert?" 

44  Clear  and  sweet,  father,"  cried  Hildegund  ;  44  a  drink 
for  the  gods  !  " 

The  councillor  looked  into  his  daughter's  excited  face,  and 
remarked,  laughingly,  "  It  seems  to  be  strong  and  fiery  ;  the 
brown  Grecian  wine." 

44  Not  too  much  so,"  returned  Baldwin. 

Gilbert  had  meanwhile  filled  one  of  the  glasses,  and  hand- 
ing it  to  the  councillor,  repeated  the  following  vintner's 
rhyme :  — 

"  Thee  have  I  kept,  in  hoop  and  stave, 
Till  thou  becamest  strong  and  brave ; 
I  have  left  thee,  as  God  hath  made  thee, 
And  nothing  base  hath  overlaid  thee. 
Like  maid  art  thou,  so  sweet  and  fine, 
God  bless  each  draught  of  generous  wine." 

Master  Viskule  took  the  glass  and  drank,  bent  his  head 
forward  and  tasted  it  with  the  tip  of  the  tongue,  then  throw- 


64  THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUNEBURG. 

ing  his  head  back  tasted  it  also  with  the  palate,  and  nodding 
with  a  satisfied  air,  he  exclaimed,  — 

"  A  choice  wine,  Gilbert,  but  too  strong  and  hot  for  young 
folks.  Only  we  old  ones  ought  to  drink  it "  ;  and  he  emptied 
the  glass. 

"  Oh,  we  young  ones  are  not  afraid  of  it !  "  said  Ilsabe,  and 
tapped  on  the  cask.  "It  is  nearly  empty." 

"  I  do  not  begrudge  it  to  ye,  children,"  replied  Master 
Viskule,  "  but  take  heed,  it  soon  mounts  to  the  head." 

"Some  goes  to  the  head  and  some  to  the  heart.  And 
what  kind  of  wine  would  that  be  that  left  us  cold  and 
prosaic  ?  " 

"Ilsabe  is  right,  father,"  said  Hildegund ;  "I  love  the 
spirit  that  dwells  in  the  wine,  which  warms  and  cheers  us. 
Gilbert,  what  thinkest  thou  ?  " 

"  Sometimes  he  is  a  friend  and  a  good  companion  —  " 

"  Oh,  let  them  prattle,  father  !  "  cried  Baldwin.  "  We 
will  enjoy  the  Malmsey,  and  I  pray  thee  keep  it  under 
lock  and  key  thyself ;  don't  let  Cousin  Barbara  get  hold 
of  it." 

"Why  not,  my  son?" 

"  Because  I  begrudge  it  to  the  superior." 

"So  do  I,"  laughed  the  old  gentleman,  and  slapped  his 
son  on  the  shoulder.  "  Tell  Martin  to  put  the  bottles  with 
my  Rhine  wine.  The  key  I  have  in  n^  own  keeping." 

"  It  shall  be  done,  father,  thou  mayst  depend  upon  it," 
answered  Baldwin. 

The  councillor  then  gently  stroked  Ilsabe's  fair  hair,  and 
said  affectionately,  "  Greet  thy  father  from  me,  blond 
maid,  and  also  Mistress  Johanna.  I  will  soon  come  to 
visit  ye." 

"  It  will  be  a  great  honor  and  pleasure  to  us  all,  Master 
Councillor,"  exclaimed  Ilsabe  with  animation,  giving  his 
hand  a  loving  pressure. 

At  last  the  cask  was  empty.  The  two  couples  separated 
with  laughter  and  hearty  farewells,  and  the  Hennebergs 
returned  to  their  home. 

"  Ye  look  well,"  said  Mistress  Johanna,  as  soon  as  she 
laid  her  eyes  on  her  son  and  daughter;  "did  ye  put  the 
Malmsey  into  bottles,  or  —  " 

"  Some  into  bottles,  mother,"  laughed  Gilbert ;  "  but  Ilsabe 
drank  the  most  of  it." 

"  Thou  girl !  "  cried  the  mother. 
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"Oh,  mother,  I  scarcely  sipped  it,  but  it  was  delightful, 
sweet  and  red  ;  no,  brown  ;  was  it  not  brown,  Gilbert?" 

"  Yes,  brown  ;  as  brown  as  —  Malmsey." 

"  Now  sit  ye  down  here  and  tell  me  everything,"  said  the 
mother ;  and  they  did  so,  with  much  laughter,  and  though 
they  did  not  confess  all,  the  mother  guessed  much,  and 
imagined  more.  She  understood  that  the  exuberance  of  their 
spirits  was  not  due  so  much  to  the  wine  as  to  something  else. 
It  must  be  some  great  joy  which  welled  up  from  the  depths 
of  their  hearts.  What  kind  of  happiness  it  was,  she  knew 
too  well.  Had  she  not  experienced  it  herself  ? 

Gilbert  could  n't  rest.  He  ran  up-stairs  to  his  chamber, 
put  on  a  short  jerkin,  tied  on  his  leather  apron,  and  came 
down  into  the  workshop  where  the  master,  Arnold,  and  Lutke 
were  diligently  at  work.  They  all  looked  at  Gilbert  in  sur- 
prise. Stepping  up  to  his  father,  he  spoke  in  a  loud  voice : 
"  With  thy  permission,  honorable  and  gracious  master,  I 
wish  to  request  of  thee  work  and  promotion,  after  the  cus- 
tom and  usage  of  our  cra^t,  as  long  as  it  pleaseth  thee  and 
me." 

The  master  looked  at  him  with  open  eyes. 

"  I  am  tired  of  idling,  father  ;  I  must  work." 

"  Already?"  and  his  father  smiled.  "  Well,  set  to,  if  you 
like  "  ;  and  he  pointed  to  a  pair  of  tuns  which  still  lacked  the 
upper  hoops. 

Gilbert  picked  out  his  tools,  chose  some  hoops,  measured 
them,  cut  them  off,  and  began  to  work. 

"  If  thou  toilest,  I  can  rest,"  said  Master  Gotthard,  and 
joined  his  wife  in  the  living-room. 

As  he  entered,  Ilsabe  hastily  rose  and  disappeared. 

"  How  is  this  ?  "  inquired  the  master.  "  The  boy  straps  on 
the  apron,  begs  me  for  employment,  and  sets  right  to  work, 
and  the  maiden  runs  away  when  I  come.  What  has  hap- 
pened to  the  two?" 

Frau  Johanna  enlightened  him,  and  he  was  not  slow  of 
apprehension. 

"So!  and  having  come  straight  from  the  Rhine,  he  has 
let  the  Malmsey  get  into  his  head.  But  Ilsabe  ?  I  never 
suspected  that  her  head  could  be  turned  by  anything.  What 
sayest  thou  to  it?" 

"  Oh,  it  is  no  great  matter ! "  returned  she,  soothingly. 
"  This  little  excitement  will  soon  pass  off,  but — " 

Thereupon  the  master's  wife  proceeded  cautiously  to  open 
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her  husband's  eyes  as  to  the  real  cause  of  their  children's 
unusual  cheerfulness,  and  the  conclusions  to  which  she  had 
herself  arrived.  She  could  not,  neither  did  she  wish  to  con- 
ceal the  important  discovery,  any  more  than  she  doubted  the 
truth  of  her  observations,  and  the  revelation  was  in  har- 
mony with  her  secret  desires ;  and  for  the  very  reason  that 
she  had  always  regarded  a  connection  between  her  children 
and  the  wealthy  and  honored  house  of  Viskule  as  something 
to  be  greatly  coveted,  she  was  on  her  guard,  lest  by  express- 
ing too  decided  an  opinion  she  should  call  forth,  on  her 
husband's  part,  possible  objections.  What  with  her  was  no 
longer  a  wish  or  hope  but  a  settled  conviction,  she  represented 
to  her  husband  as  a  possibility,  and  the  certainty  which  she 
felt  herself ,  she  disguised  with  a  spoken  "perhaps." 

Master  G-otthard  rested  in  his  easy-chair,  and  his  wife  sat 
opposite  in  hers,  and  when  he  was  silent  she  sought  for 
words  with  which  to  dissemble  her  thoughts  rather  than  ex- 
press them.  After  she  had  finished  her  hesitating  explana- 
tion, she  waited,  anxiously,  for  an  expression  of  his  opinion. 

"Thou  thinkest,  then,  something  is  coming  out  of  this? 
H'm!  H'm!"  and  he  shook  his  big  head.  "  That  it  will 
be  a  serious  matter  I  do  not  believe,  and  I  scarcely  wish 
it.  They  have  merely  played  with  one  another  once  more 
as  in  childhood,  and'  perhaps  the  Malmsey  has  played  its 
tricks  with  them.  They  have  grown  up  as  brothers  and 
sisters,  and  still  cling  to  each  other,  which  I  do  not  take 
amiss.  The  passing  years  have  opened  their  eyes,  and 
made  the  youths  a  little  more  fond  of  the  pretty  maidens. 
But  thou  art  right ;  that  is  only  a  temporary  intoxication  of 
the  mind,  which  they  will  relinquish  when  they  see  that  it  can 
lead  to  nothing." 

u  Thou  saidst  thou  could  scarcely  wish  it?  "  asked  Mistress 
Johanna. 

u  Dost  thou  wish  it?  "  he  retorted.  "  Dost  thou  think  the 
young  springal  has  constancy  enough  to  bind  himself  in  mar- 
riage, irrevocably,  for  his  whole  life  ?  " 

"  He  is  a  Viskule,"  replied  his  wife.  "  When  he  plights 
his  troth  he  will  remain  true,  I  feel  assured." 

"  I  will  not  deny  it,"  said  the  master,  "  when  he  is  older, 
and  loves  a  maiden  with  his  whole  heart,  but  he  shall  not  be 
putting  into  my  daughter's  head  ideas  which  he  may  find  it 
easier  to  forget  than  she." 

"And  the  other  two?" 
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"  Gilbert?  Oh,  I  would  grant  him  Hildegund  gladly,  but 
I  cannot  think  that  Visknle's  daughter  would  be  glad  to  be  a 
cooper's  wife,  and  then,  it  will  be  long  before  he  is  a 
master." 

"  Here  sits  one  opposite  to  thee,"  smilingly  observed 
Johanna,  "  who  right  willingly  became  a  cooper's  wife, 
and  —  " 

"  And  who  also  married  beneath  her,  thou  wouldst  add." 

"  No,  Gotthard,  not  so !  and  who  has  never  regretted  it 
for  one  moment  of  her  life." 

"Thou  art  a  brave  wife,"  said  he.  "Thou  hadst  always 
a  foot  on  the  cradle,  and  a  hand  on  the  distaff.  But  in  our 
young  days  were  there  not  many  sad  ones  ?  Thou  seemest 
to  have  forgotten  the  battles  thou  hast  fought  for  me,  and 
how  all  thy  kinsfolk  turned  against  the  3roung  master  cooper 
and  his  wife,  with  the  exception  of  thy  good  father.  God 
rest  his  soul !  What  troubles  we  have  had  !  what  treatment 
we  have  borne  with  !  " 

"  And  we  have  supported  it,  have  had  one  another's  love, 
and  have  been  happy  ;  do  not  forget  that.  And,  Gotthard, 
thou  art  now  salt  master,  and  Gilbert  will  be,  one  of  these 
days.  I  have  brought  little  to  thee  save  the  half  pan  two 
years  ago,  but  Hildegund  Viskule  —  " 

"  Will  make  her  husband  rich.  That  is  just  it ;  that  goes 
against  the  grain  with  me,"  said  the  master.  "  The  man 
should  support  the  wife,  and  by  his  labor  and  strength  make 
her  life  easy,  if  he  can,  but  not  have  to  thank  her  for  his 
livelihood.  Dost  thou  wish  to  go  through  the  old  vexations 
repeated  in  our  children's  lives?  Dost  thou  wish  to  see 
them  looked  down  upon?" 

"The  children  of  the  salt  master  will  never  be  looked 
down  upon  ! "  exclaimed  Johanna,  with  a  proud  look  at  her 
husband.  "And  his  grandchildren  will  be  also  Viskule's 
grandchildren." 

"Thou  wouldst  like  to  see  thy  daughter  mistress  of  the 
Viskule  house,  wife  of  a  councillor,  perhaps  even  of  a  bur- 
gomaster ;  well,  of  course  she  is  not  low-born,  and  she 
is  beautiful  and  tall  enough  to  present  with  dignity  the 
draught  of  wine  to  the  Emperor,  on  the  part  of  the  town. 
It  may  come  to  pass,  after  all,  if  Baldwin  loves  her,  and 
seeks  her  in  marriage  ;  but  the  other  pair  — 

"  Put,  at  least,  nothing  in  their  way,"  cried  Mistress 
Johanna,  her  eyes  kindling  at  the  prospect  of  her  daughter's 
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future  happiness,  and  glad  enough  not  to  have  encountered 
more  opposition.  "  Leave  it  to  Providence.  Everything  is 
for  the  best." 

'*  Thou  art  right,  Johanna  ;  if  it  is  not  God's  will,  it  will 
not  come  to  pass." 

He  arose,  saying,  "  Listen  !  What  an  infernal  noise  they 
make  out  there  !  It  seems  to  me  that  Gilbert  is  trying  to 
work  off  his  excitement.  I  mean  that  caused  by  the  wine. 
As  to  the  other,  I  wish  he  would  head  that  up,  too,  in 
the  barrel"  ;  and  he  turned  to  the  door  opening  into  the 
hall. 

As  Gilbert  put  the  first  hoop,  driving  it  on  with  his 
hammer,  he  skipped  about  the  tun,  repeating  the  following 
sing-song  rhyme :  — 

'•  Under  bolt,  beneath  the  arch,  stands  the  captain  of  their  pranks; 
On  the  benches,  'neath  the  benches,  heroes  fall  in  glorious  ranks." 

He  didn't  keep  very  good  time.  The  work  progressed 
slowly,  and  the  other  three  laughed  at  him. 

Arnold  said,  "Yes,  yes,  brother  cooper;  iron  bands  and 
wooden  hoops  are  two  different  things.  Driving  iron  has 
made  thy  hand  too  clumsy." 

"  Patience  !  "  said  Gilbert ;  "  it  will  all  come  back  to  me"  ; 
and  he  hammered  away. 

The  second  hoop  went  better,  and  he  stopped,  and  said,  — 

"  If  that  were  a  wine  cask  !  " 

"And  full  of  Malmsey,"  laughed  Arnold. 

"If  that  were  a  wine  cask,  I  would  show  thee  with  the 
cooper's  iron  the  most  beautiful  blows,  and  repeat  some 
little  verses  which  I  learnt  in  Hockheim  and  Mayence." 

"  Show  us  thy  tricks,"  said  Jacob. 

"  I  will  try,"  said  Gilbert ;  "  they  go  more  slowly.  Now, 
pay  attention  !  This  is  the  '  red  monk's '  or  '  cloister-cellar ' 
blow  ;  there  is  a  white  and  a  red  blow,  but  the  red  goes 
thus : — 

'  The  brothers  of  the  cloister,  shnipp  slmapp,  shnipp  shnapp ! 
They  step  into  the  cellar,  tripp  trapp,  tripp  trapp ! 
As  they  bore  the  mighty  cask,  ripp  rapp,  ripp  rapp ! 
As  they  smack  their  ruddy  lips,  shlipp  shlapp,  shlipp,  shlapp! 
In  walks  the  lordly  abbot,  lordly  abbot,  lordly  abbot ! ' 

That  doesn't  sound  right,"  he  said,  interrupting  himself; 
"  wood  has  n't  the  right  ring." 
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"  Dost  remember  our  little  'quail-call'  blow?"  asked 
Arnold. 

"  Why,  yes  ;  I  recollect  that !  "  returned  Gilbert. 

uAlso  the  'short  dog's  tail'  and  the  'halting  crawfish' 
strokes  ?  " 

4 '  I  think  so.  Will  our  father  allow  that  clatter  in  the 
workshop  ?  '' 

"  Generally  not,"  observed  Arnold  ;  "  but  to-day  he  won't 
say  anything.  We  will  put  it  on  thee." 

"  Well,  then,  go  on  ;  all  strike  together,  but  properly," 
said  Gilbert. 

"  Which  one  ?  "  asked  Jacob. 

"  The  '  topsy-turvy  '  one.     I  know  that  the  best." 

"Well,  let's  begin!" 

And  they  began  in  good  earnest,  and  springing  round 
the  tun,  with  cooper's  driving-iron  in  one  hand  and  hammer 
in  the  other,  they  pounded  away  with  such  force  that  the 
floor  creaked,  reciting  all  the  while  :  — 

"Klipper  klappcr,  klipper  klapper,  one,  two,  three; 
Topsy-turvy  maid,  thy  turn  soon  will  come  to  thee. 
Klipper  klapper,  klipper  klapper,  four,  five,  six; 
Thou  hast  two  black  eyes,  I  ween,  like  a  mountain  witch. 
Klipper  klapper,  klipper  klapper,  seven,  eight,  nine ; 
Let's  be  merry  in  the  dark,  when  eyes  only  shine." 

Now  appeared  the  master  upon  the  scene,  rested  his  hands 
upon  his  hips,  and  witnessed  the  performance.  When  he 
good-naturedly  laughed,  the  four  pounded  still  more  vigor- 
ously, till  he  drew  nearer  and  made  a  sign  to  them,  when 
they  ceased  directly,  and  each  of  the  other  three  returned  to 
his  own  work ;  but  Gilbert  went  on  with  the  hoop-binding, 
and  was  able  now  to  keep  time  properly. 

The  master  sat  astride  of  the  work-bench,  and  cut  out 
staves.  His  wife's  discourse  ran  in  his  mind,  and  he  ques- 
tioned whether  Johanna  had  not  drawn  the  inference  more 
from  her  own  wishes  than  observation :  that  a  connection 
between  the  families  of  Viskule  and  Henneberg  appeared 
likely  to  take  place.  When  he  beheld  with  his  mind's  eye 
the  young  people  who  were  so  attached  to  each  other,  and 
so  well  suited  by  nature,  he  could  not  yet  rid  himself  of  the 
thought  of  the  difference  in  rank  between  them.  He  threw 
a  sidelong  glance  at  Gilbert,  who  with  heavy  strokes  was 
forcing  the  hoop  upon  the  tun,  and  it  seemed  to  him  a  true 
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type  of  the  relationship  in  question.  It  was  with  some 
difficult}7  that  he  uuited  the  stubborn  staves,  with  a  strong 
hand  pressing  them  together,  and  this  operation,  accom- 
plished with  outstretched  foot  and  uplifted  arm,  while 
striking  the  tun  with  sturdy  blows,  made  manifest  to  the 
father  all  his  manly  strength  and  vigor.  The  latter  saw 
himself  repeated  in  his  boy. 

Like  Gilbert  now,  Master  Gotthard,  twenty-seven  years 
ago,  had  loved  the  daughter  of  a  proud  house,  had  wooed 
and  won  her,  notwithstanding  the  determined  opposition  of 
her  family,  and  had  been  very  happy  with  his  Johanna.  At 
that  time  his  own  father  was  no  longer  living,  and  he,  the 
only  son,  worked  as  master  journeyman  for  his  mother,  who 
gave  him  her  hearty  blessing  at  his  nuptials.  Was  not  his  son 
fully  able  to  follow  in  his  footsteps  ?  Should  he  not  allow  him 
to  seek  his  happiness,  as  his  father  had  done  before  him  ?  The 
past  became  more  and  more  living  to  him,  and  the  recollec- 
tions of  the  bygone  days,  with  their  battles  and  victories, 
arose  vividly  in  his  mind.  As  he  chopped  away  at  the 
staves  on  the  work-bench,  and  chip  after  chip  fell  to  the 
ground,  so  also  fell  his  scruples,  his  objections,  one  after 
another ;  and  as  the  wood  under  his  hand  assumed  form  and 
completeness,  just  so  also  in  his  thoughts  became  his  chil- 
dren's future.  The  master's  heart  grew  warm,  and  he  began 
to  whistle  softly  to  himself. 


THE  SALT  MASTER  OF  LUNEBURG.  71 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  afternoon  hours  passed  as  imperceptibly  as  the  clouds 
over  the  cooper's  workshop,  allowing  its  activity  to  be  neither 
loitered  over  nor  hurried.  Each  had  its  sixty  minutes,  and 
in  each  just  so  many  strokes  were  made  by  the  hatchets,  just 
so  many  chippings  fell  from  bench  to  floor. 

Master  Gotthard  and  his  two  journeymen,  Arnold  and 
Jacob,  as  well  as  the  apprentice,  Lutke,  and  the  free  assist- 
ant, Gilbert,  merely  exchanged  occasionally  a  few  words 
without  pausing  in  their  work.  The  din  inseparable  from 
coopering  prevented  any  of  the  five  from  marking  the  open- 
ing of  the  house  door,  and  the  entrance  of  two  men.  Over 
the  sharp,  forbidding  face  of  one  of  them,  a  tall  haggard 
man  of  fifty,  flitted  an  unpleasant  smile,  and  almost  upon 
the  threshold  he  turned  to  his  companion  and  observed  in  a 
low  tone,  "  Note  that !  he  works  with  three  journeymen  and 
an  apprentice."  They  then  approached  the  master,  who  rose 
from  his  work -bench,  and  came  to  meet  them.  The  others 
also  ceased  working,  and  one  of  the  new-comers  spoke,  — 

"  God  save  and  reward  thee,  honorable  and  gracious  mas- 
ter, and  ye,  worthy  journeymen.  We  come,  on  our  appointed 
round,  with  thy  permission,  according  to  the  wonted  usage  of 
the  craft." 

"Be  welcome,  in  the  name  of  the  guild,"  said  the  master. 

"  We  know  right  well,"  began  the  second,  "  that  we  are 
not  needful  here  ;  but  thou  knowest,  also,  that  we  must  dis- 
charge our  duty,  in  compliance  with  the  decree  of  the  hon- 
orable council  and  the  order  of  the  guild." 

"  Do  thy  duty,  master,"  replied  Heuneberg.  "  I  trust 
thou  wilt  find  nothing  faulty.  Count  and  measure,  and  see 
that  I  have  not  failed  through  ignorance." 

' '  Worthy  master,  what  words  are  these  ! "  cried  the  tall 
one;  "that  thou,  the  head  of  the  illustrious  coopers'  guild, 
model  for  all  artisans,  shouldst  in  any  respect  be  lacking." 
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The  master  gave  him  no  answer,  but  shook  the  hand  of 
the  second  in  a  friendly  manner,  and  seeing  his  anxious 
glance  at  Gilbert,  and  then  at  himself,  said,  quietly  smiling, 
"That  is  Gilbert,  my  second  son,  who  has  just  returned  home, 
and  works  with  us  to-day  as  a  pastime.  He  is  not  my 
journeyman."  The  face  of  the  other  brightened,  and  the 
two  men  began,  with  gauging-rod  and  measuring-chain,  to 
examine  the  casks,  and  rapidly  to  take  account  of  the  stock 
on  hand.  But  they  merely  made  a  show  of  testing  it,  in 
order  to  comply  with  the  letter  of  the  law,  for  they  knew 
well  that  here  all  was  right,  and  up  to  the  standard. 

These  were  the  inspectors,  whose  duty  it  was,  at  stated 
periods,  altogether  unannounced,  to  visit  the  workshops,  and 
strictly  prove  all  handiwork,  to  weigh  and  to  measure,  to  see 
to  it  that  everything  was  made  of  unblemished  stock,  and 
according  to  just  weights  and  measures,  after  the  exact  ordi- 
nances of  the  guild,  in  the  prescribed  manner,  and  with  the 
master's  brand  or  house-mark.  They  must  overhaul  the 
wood,  to  assure  themselves  that  it  was  dry  and  without  cracks, 
and  of  the  right  sort,  and  had  been  selected  by  the  sworn 
wood  inspector.  And  as  with  the  wood  and  casks,  so  it  was 
with  the  gold  and  silver,  the  copper,  leather,  cloth,  grain, 
etc.,  and  all  finished  work  of  every  kind;  they  must  all  be 
inspected  in  every  workshop,  without  exception.  If  the 
inspectors  found  anywhere  bad  material  or  faulty  construc- 
tion, it  was  destroyed  forthwith :  either  broken  or  burnt. 
They  were  obliged  to  be  very  thorough,  and  the  calling  was 
not  an  agreeable  one.  They  generally  consisted  of  one  or 
two  of  the  four  seniors  of  each  guild,  accompanied  by  a 
delegate  of  the  council,  carrying  a  book  containing  the  pre- 
scribed rules.  On  this  occasion  the  senior  was  of  the 
coopers'  guild,  Master  Ditmar  Elvers,  and  with  him  was  a 
delegate  of  the  council,  a  certain  Heinrich  Sengstake,  a  tall, 
thin  man  with  a  pale  face,  who  possessed  knowledge  and 
ability,  but  of  a  doubtful  past.  He  had  formerly  been  town 
clerk,  but  he  had  committed  some  offence,  perhaps  worse, 
which  had  been  hushed  up,  but  yet  was  serious  enough  to 
deprive  him  of  his  office.  The  council,  nevertheless,  gave  him 
other  employment,  and  the  citizens  expressed  their  opinion 
that  Heinrich  Sengstake  was  too  clever  and  indeed  too  useful 
to  be  dropped,  and  he  knew  too  many  things  which  the  coun- 
cillors would  n't  care  to  have  tolled  out  by  the  great  bell.  He 
was,  however,  beloved  by  no  one,  and  regarded  as  danger- 
ous and  too  full  of  ambition  and  avarice. 
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The  work  of  the  inspectors  was  quickly  done,  and  they 
were  taking  their  leave,  when  Master  Gotthard  said, — 

"  Will  ye  step  within,  and  partake  of  some  —  " 

It  was  the  custom  to  invite  the  inspectors  to  refresh  them- 
selves with  a  draught  and  a  morsel  of  food ;  but  both  were 
declined,  and  Ditmar  had  his  hand  on  the  door,  when  Seng- 
stake,  to  Gotthard's  surprise,  remarked,  "  If  it  suits  thy  con- 
venience, good  master,  I  would  like  to  withdraw  and  speak 
a  confidential  word  with  thee." 

The  senior  took  his  departure,  and  Henneberg  led  Seng- 
stake  into  the  living-room,  where  the  wife  and  daughter 
greeted  the  stranger  with  politeness,  but  also  apparently  with 
some  surprise. 

"Ah,"  exclaimed  Sengstake,  "the  honored  housewife, 
with  her  beautiful  daughter.  Accept  my  humble  salutations 
and  friendly  greetings,  Mistress  Henneberg  and  thou  fair 
maiden.  A  real  picture  :  the  daughter,  the  image  of  the 
mother,  and  the  mother  looking  like  the  elder  sister  of  the 
daughter.  By  the  saints !  I  have  never  seen  the  like.  No 
other  family  in  the  town  can  show  men  like  oaks,  and  women 
like  roses." 

He  spoke  the  truth,  and  the  women  were  nowise  displeased  ; 
but  Master  Gotthard  nodded  to  them  to  leave  the  room,  and 
offered  his  guest  a  seat. 

"Dost  really  refuse  a  draught?"  he  asked  once  more, 
before  the  door  closed  upon  Ilsabe. 

"  I  thank  thee  many  times,"  replied  Sengstake  ;  "  I  only 
remain  to  hear  the  judgment  of  the  man  whose  word  has 
more  weight  than  any  other  in  Luneburg." 

"I  do  not  understand  such  speeches,"  said  Henneberg. 
"I  am  an  artisan,  like  the  others." 

"  No,  not  like  the  others,"  responded  Sengstake,  "  and  for 
that  reason  I  am  pained  that  thy  son  should  be  the  one  to 
bring  to  our  good  town  such  ill  news." 

"  Dost  thou  call  the  victory  of  the  council  over  their  oppo- 
nents ill  news?"  asked  the  master,  severely. 

"  Master  Gotthard,  let  us  be  frank  with  each  other.  Have 
confidence  in  me.  1  know  as  much  as  thou,  and  perhaps  a 
little  more." 

"  And  I  know  nothing." 

"Master,  out  of  thy  mouth  comes  nothing  but  truth,  and 
yet  thou  speakest  of  the  victory  of  the  council.  Hast  not  thy 
friend  Viskule  informed  thee  as  to  the  true  state  of  the  case  ?" 
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"  I  have  not  spoken  to  Viskule  since  rny  son's  return  ;  and 
if  I  had,  a  councillor  is  sworn  to  secrecy.  I  repeat,  I  know 
nothing  but  what  the  town  knows." 

"  Then  I  will  tell  thee,  master ;  the  whole  town  has  been 
lied  to,  —  lied  to  by  the  burgomaster  and  the  council." 
The  master  attempted  to  rise,  but  Sengstake  stood  before 
him,  laid  his  hand  on  his  arm,  and  constrained  him  to  keep 
his  seat,  while  he  continued :  "The  council  has  been  con- 
demned by  the  Imperial  tribunal,  irrevocably,  to  be  satisfied 
with  a  quarter  of  the  salt  revenues,  and  to  return  the  con- 
fiscated funds  to  the  prelates  without  delay  or  refusal.  If 
that  is  n't  done  within  a  short  time,  the  Emperor's  proscrip- 
tion and  the  pope's  ban  will  be  pronounced  against  us." 

Up  sprang  the  master,  and  cried,  red  with  anger,  "Thou 
shalt  answer  for  these  words,  Heinrich  Sengstake  !  " 

"That  will  I,"  boldly  replied  the  latter.  "I  believe  it 
would  truly  be  dangerous  to  utter  lies  to  Master  Gotthard 
Henneberg." 

"It  would  be!"  said  the  master,  with  a  menacing  look; 
"  and  yet,"  he  continued,  "  thou  hast  been  deceived  thyself. 
It  cannot  be  possible.  Thou  hast  been  lied  to  thyself." 

"  Then  go  to  Councillor  Heinrich  Viskule.  He  knows  all, 
and  would  not  stoop  to  a  lie.  Ask  him,  upon  his  conscience, 
and  if  I  have  told  thee  one  false  word,  thou  needst  never 
speak  to  me  again." 

With  great  strides  the  master  paced  up  and  down  the 
room.  "  It  isn't  possible,  it  cannot  be  possible  !  "  Then  he 
stood  before  the  table  and  exclaimed,  "  And  the  council  con- 
ceals this,  and  allows  the  report  of  its  triumph  to  be  spread 
abroad,  while  it  distributes  orders  for  work  to  the  different 
corporations  ?  " 

"  Yes,  that  is  what  the  noble  council  is  doing,"  sneered 
Sengstake. 

"  Give  me  proofs  ;  otherwise  I  believe  thee  not." 

"  Ask  Viskule  if  he  is  willing  to  tell  thee.  Not  five  men 
in  the  town  know  it,  outside  of  the  council,  and  you  are  the 
first  burgher  who  has  been  informed." 

"  Why  this  secrecy  ?  " 

"It  is  not  my  secret,  nor  that  of  the  five  who  know  it 
now.  And  thou  must  be  silent,  as  to  the  source  of  thy 
information.  Now,  master,  what  wilt  thou  do?  "  asked  Seng- 
stake,  suddenly. 

"I?  what  will  I  do?    Tell  the  council  my  opinion,  if  it 
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will  hear  me,  and  after  that  support  it  with  my  life-blood, 
through  evil  report  and  good  report,"  said  Master  Gotthard, 
with  a  firm  voice. 

"I  never  thought  thou  wouldst  do  that,"  rejoined  Seng- 
stake. 

"  Then  thou  wert  mistaken,"  said  the  master. 

44  Outlawry  and  excommunication,"  uttered  Sengstake,  with 
emphasis. 

4>  I  am  ready  to  suffer,  with  the  council  and  burghers,  what- 
ever God  Almighty  decrees,  and  abide  by  my  sworn  oath." 

44  Even  if  the  council  leads  us  into  grievous  mishaps,  —  if 
it  betrays  the  town  ?  " 

44  When  that  comes  to  pass,  apprise  me  of  it,  prove  it  to 
me,  and  verily  T  will  be  the  first  to  ring  the  alarum-bell." 

"Art  thou,  then,  so  contented  with  the  council,  Master 
Gotthard  Henneberg?" 

44  No  ;  it  does  much  which  is  offensive  to  me,  but  so  long 
as  it  upholds  the  freedom  and  rights  of  the  city,  so  long  I 
will  stand  by  it,  with  my  estate  and  my  life." 

u  What  Liineburger  would  not  stand  up  for  the  liberty  of 
his  city?  But  that  can  be  done  without  plunging  us  into 
debt  and  disasters." 

"  The  debts  have  been  handed  down  to  us,  more  's  the  pity, 
and  must  be  discharged." 

44  But  not  by  unfair  means  and  church  robber}7." 

44  Church  robbery?" 

44  It  is  so  named  in  the  pope's  bull,  which  threatens  us 
with  excommunication." 

44 1  perceive  thou  hast  very  exact  information,  Master 
Sengstake." 

The  latter,  on  this  occasion,  had  not  been  as  wary  as 
usual ;  but  in  the  eager  prosecution  of  his  scheme,  had  been 
led  to  say  more  than  he  intended.  44  Thou  knowest,"  he  went 
on,  without  noticing  the  master's  last  remark,  '4that  the 
councillors  have  seized  upon  property  undeniably  owned  by 
the  convents  and  chapters  which  are  under  the  protection  of 
the  church." 

4 'Art  thou,  then,  such  a  stanch  friend  of  the  prelates, 
Master  Sengstake?" 

44 1  am  a  friend  of  the  town,  as  thou  art,"  evasively 
answered  Sengstake,  to  whom  this  pointed  question  was 
very  inconvenient ;  and  added,  quickly  :  44  Deemest  thou  that 
I  would  do  away  with  a  council  ?  By  my  life,  no !  But 
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must  it  needs  be  this  present  council?  For  a  hundred  years 
and  more,  their  seats  have  been  retained  by  the  same  fami- 
lies ;  for  a  hundred  years  have  your  fathers  and  grandfathers 
striven  to  procure  for  the  guilds,  the  craft  masters,  a  seat 
and  a  voice  in  the  council,  that  they  might  take  part  in  the 
government,  and  agree  as  to  disbursing  the  money  which 
they  themselves  must  win  by  the  work  of  their  own  hands  ; 
and  also  to  watch  over  the  rights,  claims,  and  welfare  of  the 
common  burghers,  whom  the  councillors  overlook.  Against 
all  their  demands  and  needs,  the  pride  of  our  great  families 
acts  like  a  dam,  and  they  stick  together  like  a  sack  of  rusty 
nails." 

1  'What  wouldstthou?  It  has  been  the  established  order 
of  old,  and  we  dare  not  overturn  it  without  endangering  the 
welfare  of  the  whole  town." 

"  Then  perish  thy  freedom,  if  thou  art  not  willing  to 
guard  it  thyself !  Must  it  be,  of  necessity,  upheld  by  a 
Springintgut,  a  Tobing,  a  Dassel,  or  Brombse?  In  the 
records  of  the  council  and  town  documents,  would  not  the 
names  of  Rokswale,  Dorgerloh,  Schnewerding,  and,  above 
all,  Gotthard  Henneberg,  make  just  as  good  an  appearance  ?  " 

"  Thou  hast  forgotten  one  name"  —  and  the  master 
smiled  —  "  which  may  perhaps  be  foremost  in  thy  mind,  — 
Heinrich  Sengstake." 

"If  thou  shouldst  summon  me,  I  would  fill  any  place  in 
the  council  to  which  I  was  assigned." 

4 'Even  the  first?" 

"Even  the  first.  Why  not?  Thou  shouldst  be  satisfied 
with  me,  Master  Gotthard,"  added  Sengstake,  with  a  speaking 
look  and  peculiar  emphasis. 

"  Heaven  forbid  !  "  ejaculated  Henneberg. 

"What  meanest  thou?"  asked  Sengstake,  angrily,  and 
sprang  from  his  seat. 

"  Verily,  what  I  said,  Master  Sengstake,"  said  the  master, 
rising  to  the  full  height  of  his  majestic  figure,  and  looking 
the  other  straight  in  the  eyes.  "If  thou  wert  at  the  head 
of  affairs,  our  liberties  and  prerogatives  would  soon  fly  to 
Vienna  and  Celle,  at  the  price  of  thirty  pieces  of  silver." 

This  was  a  bitter  pill  for  Sengstake  to  swallow. 

"  Master,  take  heed  to  thy  words  !  "  cried  he,  choking  with 
rage. 

"  Take  heed  to  thy  deeds !  I  see  through  thy  designs," 
said  the  master.  "Thou  wouldst  sow  discord  within  our 
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walls,  and  destroy  the  weal  of  the  Commonwealth ;  and  later 
on,  thou  wouldst  fish  in  the  troubled  waters,  which  thon 
understandest  so  well.  If  tumult  comes,  which  thou  hast 
helped  to  stir  up,  then  be  on  thy  guard  thyself,  lest  we  meet 
as  man  against  man." 

Sengstake  ground  his  teeth,  and  hissed  out,  — 

"  We  shall  see  each  other  again  !  "  and  moved  toward  the 
door. 

"  Better  for  you  if  we  do  not ! "  said  the  master,  following 
him. 

In  the  hall,  Sengstake  turned  upon  him.  "Thou  hast 
been  too  long  guild  master  to  work  with  three  journeymen, 
as  I  see  thee  doing  with  my  own  eyes,  and  —  " 

"My  son  Gilbert  is  not  my  journeyman,"  observed  the 
master. 

"  And  when  a  guild  master  sets  so  bad  an  example,  in 
violating  the  rules,  he  is  — "  continued  Sengstake,  with 
raised  voice. 

"  Here  are  not  three  journeymen,"  interrupted  the  master, 
in  a  yet  louder  tone 

"  He  is  not  worthy  — "  cried  Sengstake. 

"  Boys,  I  say  !  "  the  master  called  out. 

With  a  leap,  Gilbert  was  at  his  father's  side,  and  raised 
his  hand  menacingly.  The  latter  checked  him,  with  a  smile. 

"  No,  no  ;  I  did  not  mean  that !  Strike  away  at  the  tun, 
my  boy ! " 

"Thou  hast  insulted  me  in  my  own  house,"  he  began  to 
Sengstake ;  but  at  this  moment  the  four  young  coopers 
began  to  strike  their  driving  irons  so  lustily  that  Sengstake's 
words  were  drowned  in  the  deafening  noise.  They  only  saw 
how  he  moved  his  lips  and  his  eyes,  and  gesticulated  with 
his  hands,  but  not  a  word  could  be  heard.  He  rushed  from 
the  house,  followed  by  their  laughter.  Master  Gotthard  put 
off  his  leather  apron  and  went  out  directly,  without  saying 
anything  to  his  family. 

He  went  out,  through  the  Bardewick  gate,  upon  the  tran- 
quil heath,  to  regain  his  peace  of  mind. 

The  sun  was  setting,  and  from  behind  golden-edged  clouds 
darted  its  long  rays.  The  air  was  clear  and  fresh ;  a 
peculiar  light  covered  the  heath,  and  already  it  had  a  differ- 
ent hue,  since  Gilbert  first  greeted  it.  The  carpet  of  heather 
was  now  of  a  tender  green,  and  spoke  of  new  life,  of  youth, 
and  of  springtime. 
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Upon  the  strong  man,  who  eagerly  sought  its  solitude,  its 
peacefulness  had  a  beneficial  effect,  calming  his  auger  and 
clearing  his  thoughts. 

The  interview  with  Sengstake  had  not  excited  him  so 
much  as  the  startling  news,  which,  alas  !  he  could  not  doubt, 
as  his  informer  seemed  to  know  only  too  well  what  he  was 
talking  about.  Master  Gotthard  could  not  but  disapprove 
of  the  conduct  of  the  council  in  allowing  false  reports  to  be 
spread  abroad  as  to  the  great  contest  about  the  revenues, 
and  yet  already  he  began  to  consider  their  action  in  a  differ- 
ent light.  He  said  to  himself  that  they  had  their  reasons  for 
doing  as  they  did,  and  concealed  the  approaching  danger, 
hoping  to  be  able  to  avert  the  threatened  mischief  without 
exciting  the  burghers  to  a  strife  of  controversy  which  might 
influence  their  actions. 

In  the  council  were  arrogant  men,  but  not  one  of  them 
was  stupid  or  unfit  for  office,  nor  could  be  suspected  of 
treachery  or  corruption.  Therefore  he  regarded  their  man- 
agement of  this  affair  with  great  confidence,  and  the  more  so 
as  he  knew  they  were  all  merchants  of  great  wealth,  and  in 
case  of  disaster  would  lose  more  than  the  other  burghers, 
because  they  had  more  to  lose.  He  would  also,  at  any  price, 
have  had  the  council  keep  secret  the  impending  blow,  if  the 
joint  knowledge  of  Sengstake  and  his  fellows  had  made  it 
possible.  He  could  easily  guess  the  five  alluded  to,  and  he 
well  knew  what  might  be  expected  from  them  :  insurrection 
of  the  burghers,  in  favor  of  the  prelates ;  at  first  in  secret, 
and  then  openly,  with  no  less  result  than  the  overthrow  of 
the  council,  and  attempted  usurpation  of  power  on  the  part 
of  the  five.  As  he  could  not  in  any  way  prevent  the  danger 
to  the  government,  he  concluded  to  wait,  and  see  what  step 
each  party  would  take  next. 

Somewhat  calmed,  he  returned  home,  and  as  he  entered 
the  town  gate,  he  vowed  to  himself  that  he  would  remain 
loyal  to  the  council,  and  at  all  hazards ;  for  in  it  he  saw  the 
embodiment  of  the  freedom  and  independence  of  his  town. 
Therefore  he  would  adhere  to  it  through  thick  and  thin,  and 
would  not  even  ask  himself  if  it  were  right  or  wrong. 

When  the  master  reached  home  he  found  that  his  family 
had  delayed  the  evening  meal  for  him,  for,  lost  in  thought,  he 
had  wandered  far  into  the  heath,  and  therefore  had  not  re- 
turned in  time  for  it.  This  was  annoying,  especially  as  he 
found  a  guest  in  the  house,  who  was  a  witness  of  his  un- 
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punctuality,  that  is  to  say,  Timotheus  Schneck.  His  visit 
was  altogether  untimely,  for  he  had  not  made  a  favorable 
impression  upon  the  master  the  first  time  he  came,  and  there 
was  about  him  a  devil-may-care  air  which  did  not  become  a 
journeyman,  particularly  a  stranger,  and  which  might  very 
well  have  a  bad  influence  upon  the  young  Hennebergs.  At 
the  same  time,  Timmo,  who  had  already  eaten  his  supper  at 
home,  was  cordially  bidden  to  take  a  seat  at  the  family 
board,  which  he  was  not  slow  in  doing. 

The  master  gave  himself  up  to  his  own  thoughts,  was 
sparing  of  his  words,  and  seemed  little  disposed  for  mirth. 
Gilbert  and  llsabe  were  quietly  happy,  and  when  their  eyes 
met,  the  former  would  smile,  and  the  latter  become  rosier. 
Only  Arnold  essayed  to  talk  with  Timmo,  and  the  conversa- 
tion lagged  so  that  Mistress  Johanna  could  no  longer  for- 
bear saying,  — 

"  I  understand  little  of  thy  dispute  with  Sengstake,  Gott- 
hard,  but  I  much  fear  that  to-day  thou  hast  made  an  enemy." 

u  Shall  I  make  friends  with  one,"  rejoined  the  master,  a 
little  vexed,  "  whom  I  would  rather  have  my  foe?" 

"What  has  occurred,  if  one  may  ask?"  inquired  the 
mistress. 

"  To-morrow  it  will  be  proclaimed  from  the  housetops," 
answered  her  husband,  4t  so  }Te  may  as  well  hear  it  to-day. 
The  report  of  the  council's  victory  was  false ;  it  has  been 
sentenced  to  repay  to  the  church  the  confiscated  revenues." 

Timmo  opened  his  ears,  and  was  all  attention. 

u  But  it  will  not  be  done,"  said  the  mistress. 

"  I  believe  it  will  not,  but  we  must,  in  that  case,  expect 
trouble.  Ye  two,  Gilbert  and  Timotheus,  have  brought  the 
dire  news  to  Liineburg,  and  no  great  glory  either." 

"  That  it  was  not  acceptable  to  the  burgomaster,  I  knew 
full  well  by  his  treatment  of  me,"  observed  Gilbert. 

"  He  seems  to  have  used  thee  badly,"  chimed  in  Timmo  ; 
"  why  didst  thou  bear  it  ?  " 

u  He  is  our  first  burgomaster,"  said  Gilbert,  respectfully. 

"  Burgomaster  here  !  burgomaster  there  !  Are  they  made 
of  different  flesh  and  blood  from  us?  I  obey  no  man's 
behests  except  when  I  choose,"  boasted  Timmo. 

"  Thou  art  right,  Timmo  ;  so  say  I,"  said  Arnold. 

"The  burgomaster  would  use  little  ceremony  with  thee,  if 
he  overheard  thy  careless  words,"  said  the  master,  very  seri- 
ously, with  a  displeased  look  at  Arnold. 
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u  He  must  abide  by  the  laws,  like  any  other  man,"  put  in 
Tiinmo. 

The  master  grew  hot,  but  he  restrained  himself,  and 
merely  said,  — 

4 '  What  dost  thou  know  about  it  ?  " 

tk  So  much,  master,  that  I  will  take  no  ill  usage  from  any 
man,  be  he  who  he  may." 

UI  would  blame  thee  if  thou  didst,"  cried  Arnold; 
"  neither  would  I." 

41  Thou  mayst  trust  me  for  that!  and  when  I  am  in  the 
right  I  never  fail  in  finding  means  to  carry  my  point." 

"•  The  council  also  does  not  hesitate  to  carry  its  point,  with 
or  without  such  help  as  thine,"  remarked  the  master,  firmly. 

"  It  has  already  plunged  the  town  in  debt  up  to  the  top  of 
the  church  spire,  and  as  the  town  has  elected  the  council  it 
can  therefore  also  send  them  —  " 

"  Hold  thy  peace,  young  fellow  !  "  cried  the  master.  "  I 
will  not  suffer  such  words  at  my  table." 

Timmo  would  have  spoken  further,  but  the  master's 
threatening  aspect  made  it  seem  wiser  for  him  to  keep 
silence.  The  meal  over,  he  sought  to  approach  Ilsabe,  and 
natter  her,  as  he  thought,  very  cleverly,  but  she  made  short 
work  with  him,  so  that  he  soon  took  his  departure.  Arnold 
went  with  him.  When  he  was  gone,  the  master  said  to 
Gilbert,  — 

u  Bring  not  that  saucy  fellow  into  the  house  again.  His 
foolhardy  words  vex  me,  and  Arnold  had  best  take  it  to 
heart  also." 

"  The  cobbler  is  not  so  bad,  father,"  pleaded  Gilbert. 
"  He  loves  to  brag,  a  habit  which  we  have  already  done 
something  to  break  up.  After  all,  I  think  he  does  not  come 
on  my  account."  And  he  glanced  roguishly  at  his  pretty 
sister. 

Ilsabe  laughed  aloud.  "  On  my  account,  perchance,  Gil- 
bert? If  thou  believest  so,  when  he  comes  again,  I  will 
break  him  of  that  habit,  likewise,  in  such  a  manner  as  to 
make  him  gladly  fly  from  the  house.  Trust  me  for  that !  " 

"I  make  no  doubt  of  it,"  laughed  Gilbert;  and  they  ex- 
changed merry  glances,  which  were  mutually  understood. 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

IT  was  Sunday  iu  the  old  town.  In  Master  Henneberg's 
workshop  the  tools  were  laid  on  the  shelf,  and  already,  the 
evening  before,  everything  had  been  put  in  excellent  order. 
The  wood  was  regularly  stacked,  the  casks  and  benches  were 
ranged  side  by  side  in  rows,  and  all  the  implements  lay  or 
hung  in  their  appointed  places,  as  though  they  had  been 
undisturbed  for  a  long  time.  The  living-room  could  not 
present  a  more  cleanly  appearance  than  its  usual  one.  The 
round  leaded  panes  were  spotless,  the  solid  wooden  chairs 
with  their  carved  backs  stood  in  orderly  array  upon  the  stone 
floor,  and  the  large  table  in  the  middle  of  the  room  was  cov- 
ered with  a  checkered  red  and  white  linen  cloth.  On  the 
beautiful  walnut  and  oaken  chests  not  a  speck  of  dust  could 
be  seen.  The  ornamental  iron- work  on  the  doors  of  the  press 
shone  and  glistened,  as  did  also  the  heavy  brass  candlesticks 
upon  the  ledge  of  the  great  stove  and  the  tankards  and 
platters  of  pewter  which  stood  on  the  shelves.  Upon  a  small 
table,  covered  with  a  gayly  embroidered  cloth,  between  two 
arm-chairs,  stood  a  blue  stone  jar  for  flowers,  and  over  the 
long  chest  which  served  as  a  seat  was  thrown  a  soft,  dark 
coverlet.  For  the  Sunday-morning  meal  there  were  fine 
bread,  biscuits,  and  rye  cakes.  They  all  remained  longer  and 
were  more  quiet  at  table  than  on  week-cla^ys.  Every  member 
of  the  family  must  appear  in  festal  garb,  and  loud  jesting 
was  disapproved  of  by  the  pious  master :  there  was  time 
enough  for  that  after  the  Lord's  service.  The  members  of 
the  household  moved  more  sedately,  stepped  more  softly, 
pushed  their  chairs  back  more  gently,  and  treated  one  another 
with  more  courtesy,  for  on  week-days,  between  working- 
hours,  there  was  no  time  for  ceremony.  The  whole  house  was 
pervaded  by  a  tranquil,  Sunday  atmosphere,  which  impressed 
itself  upon  the  minds  of  the  family,  and  was  a  good  prepara- 
tion for  the  church. 

Even  the  houses  took  on  an  unwonted  appearance ;    no 
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sound  of  labor  was  heard  from  the  workshops,  and  gable  rose 
up  beside  gable,  stately  and  serious,  in  the  narrow,  crooked 
streets.  The  wooden  shutters  of  the  shops  and  markets  were 
closed,  as  well  as  the  stalls  of  the  tailors,  for  nothing  could 
be  sold  on  Sunday  except  the  first  and  last  robes  of  mor- 
tality :  those  needed  at  entrance  into  or  departure  from  life. 

The  Town  House,  with  its  six  towers,  stood  in  all  its  dignity, 
broad  and  massive  ;  the  flight  of  steps  leading  up  to  it  were 
resting  to-day  from  the  heavy  tread  of  the  high  and  mighty 
ones  of  Luneburg,  and  the  court-rooms  had  been  aired,  and 
all  the  wise  thoughts  and  troubled  cogitations  which  had 
accumulated  there  had  drifted  out.  The  fountain  in  the 
market-place,  with  the  figure  of  the  goddess  Luna,  bubbled 
and  babbled  with  the  same  liveliness  as  on  week-days,  and 
the  nude  beauty  with  bow  and  arrow,  and  the  crescent  on 
her  brow,  had  her  usual  stony  smile  for  everybody.  The 
granite  whipping -post  near  it,  with  its  connected  iron  collar, 
and  the  pillory,  which  every  one  shunned,  looked  as  sullen 
and  gloomy  as  ever,  as  if  they  were  thinking  of  their  too 
notorious  cousin  out  there  on  the  heath  before  the  Luna  gate, 
which  with  its  stone  foundation  and  four  round  columns  joined 
by  cross-beams  could  be  seen  far  and  wide  for  miles.  One 
does  not  like  to  mention  its  name.  Also  the  wooden  ass, 
near  the  fountain  in  the  market-place,  stretched  his  long 
ears  stiffly  in  the  sunshine,  perchance  wondering  why  no  one 
had  for  so  long  a  time  been  placed,  in  disgrace,  upon  his  back. 

The  bells  were  ringing  for  church,  and  the  faithful  obeyed 
the  call :  earnest,  serious  men,  councillors,  salt  masters,  and 
artisans,  in  fur- trimmed  hoods  and  well-preserved  long  cloaks 
of  dark  cloth,  slowly  and  sedately  marched  along  ;  and  gayly 
dressed  women,  with  gold  and  silver  embroidery  and  girdle 
chains,  through  which  were  looped  their  velvet  gowns  ;  modest 
maidens,  with  eyes  cast  down  and  prayer-book  in  hand,  walked 
demurely  beside  their  fathers,  journeymen  and  maid-servants 
following  respectfully  behind.  In  the  cooper's  house  nobody 
dare  i  stay  at  home.  Ilsabe  with  her  mother,  and  Master 
Gotthard  with  his  sons  and  Jacob,  proceeded  to  the  neighboring 
church  of  St.  Nicolai,  which  had  been  built  at  the  beginning 
of  the  century  by  donations  from  sailors,  and  coopers  dwell- 
ing in  that  part  of  the  town.  In  the  nave  of  the  church,  at  a 
dizzy  height,  was  a  narrow  gallery  in  the  thickness  of  the  wall 
protected  by  a  slight  iron  rail,  called,  commonly,  "the  monks' 
walk."  In  the  side  aisles,  on  the  first  gallery,  were  situated 
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the  enclosed  stalls  of  the  town  gentry,  richly  ornamented 
with  armorial  bearings,  and  underneath  the  rows  of  benches 
for  the  burghers  and  artisans  were  decorated  with  carved 
and  painted  escutcheons  of  their  respective  guilds,  and  each 
master  and  his  family  had  their  appointed  seats. 

When  the  Viskules  and  Hennebergs  wished  to  greet  one 
another  they  need  only  turn  their  heads  a  little,  and  many 
a  stolen  look  was  exchanged  between  certain  members  of  the 
families.  Some  one  was  missing  up  there  in  the  Viskules' 
stall,  namely,  Baldwin. 

As  Ilsabe  learned  later,  he  had  gone  to  hear  his  favorite 
preacher  at  the  church  of  St.  Michaelis,  belonging  to  the 
great  convent  under  the  rule  of  the  abbot,  Ludolf  von 
Hitzacker. 

It  was  the  first  Sunday  after  the  truth  had  become  known 
regarding  the  conflict  between  the  priests  and  the  council. 
The  community  had  little  confidence  in  the  men  who  had 
spread  the  truth  in  an  underhand  manner,  and  were  more 
inclined  to  believe  that  affairs  would  take  a  favorable  turn 
than  a  disastrous  one.  But  as  the  rumors  became  -more  defi- 
nite and  widely  spread,  so  grew  the  doubt  as  to  the  victory 
of  the  councillors,  and  it  was  considerably  strengthened 
to-day  by  the  purport  and  tone  of  the  preaching  in  all  the 
churches.  After  service,  the  interchange  of  opinions  con- 
cerning it  showed  that  it  had  displayed  a  remarkable 
uniformity  of  sentiment,  even  of  expression,  and  one  was 
forced  to  conclude  that  one  man  had  written  the  discourse 
which  seven  delivered.  A  direct  reference  from  the  pulpit 
to  the  imminent  peril,  or  the  gathering  rumors,  was  of  course 
to  be  avoided,  but  the  allusions  were  so  many  and  so  signifi- 
cant that  they  could  easily  be  understood  by  the  most 
uninstructed. 

There  was  a  remarkable  uniformity,  also,  in  the  passages 
from  the  Bible  chosen  for  quotation.  The  Scriptures  were 
never  found  in  the  hands  of  the  laity,  who  could  not  read 
them  in  the  Latin  tongue.  But  they  felt  so  much  the  more 
awe  and  veneration  when  they  heard  the  word  of  God  as  it 
was  preserved  in  the  monasteries,  and  laboriously  copied  by 
their  inmates.  When  from  the  lips  of  the  learned  fathers 
came  the  words,  "It  is  written,  Render  unto  Caesar  the 
things  which  are  Caesar's,  and  to  God  the  things  which  are 
God's";  or,  "Thou  shalt  obey  God  rather  than  men!" 
the  divine  commands  came  to  them  with  the  force  of  direct 
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utterances  of  the  Holy  Spirit.  But  when  the  priests  began 
to  expound  and  practically  apply  them,  their  hearers  felt 
that  they  were  listening  to  merely  human  warnings,  carefully 
worded,  and  fashioned  in  the  interest  of  the  clergy,  too 
strongly  biased  by  their  stake  in  the  coming  contest.  More- 
over, authority  established  by  God  was  their  text ;  and  that 
not  the  authority  of  the  town  council,  but  that  of  the 
Emperor,  and  still  more  that  of  the  pope,  —  the  highest 
authority  upon  earth,  to  whose  decrees  every  one  must  abso- 
lutely submit.  The  council  was  likewise  remembered  by  the 
preacher  of  the  St.  Nicolai  church,  but  in  the  exposition  of 
the  passage,  "Thou  shalt  obey  God  rather  than  men,"  to 
the  threats  of  eternal  punishment  for  the  disobedient  was 
added  a  vivid  picture  of  the  fearful  consequences  of  the 
pope's  ban ;  and  the  conclusion  of  the  whole  matter  was, 
that  if  men  would  enjoy  peace  on  earth  and  happiness  in 
heaven,  they  must  keep  on  the  right  side  of  mother  church, 
and  do  everything  that  her  representatives  might  command. 

The  congregation  listened  to  the  preaching  with  very 
diverse  feelings.  Some  of  the  hearers,  half  covertly,  half 
openly,  agreed  with  the  clergy  ;  others  were  angry  at  the 
presumption  of  the  priests,  who  demanded  the  overthrow  of 
their  government  and  the  subversion  of  their  rights  as  a  free 
town.  The  councillors  who  were  present  understood  every- 
thing thoroughly,  and  were  no  more  disturbed  than  a  chess- 
player is  at  a  well-planned  move  of  his  opponent,  whose 
attack  he  cannot  for  the  moment  parry.  In  the  church  they 
could  only  hold  their  peace  ;  but  they  said  to  themselves,  if 
the  father  would  repeat  his  arguments  in  the  Town  House, 
they  would  soon  demolish  them. 

At  the  end  of  the  service  there  was  a  great  commotion. 
The  men  especially  must  talk  over  what  they  had  heard,  — 
made  easy  by  their  custom  of  taking  their  morning  draught 
together  after  service.  In  the  beer-house  of  the  council,  on 
the  Sande,  at  whose  door  hung  the  sign,  —  a  wrought-iron 
pentagon,  —  was  the  guild  masters'  room.  There  they  and 
the  older  members  of  the  guilds  sometimes  took  their  beer, 
especially  on  Sundays,  when  their  dinner  hour  was  later  than 
on  week-days.  There  many  a  private  conference  took 
place,  many  a  dispute  occurred,  but  usually  made  up  with 
drinking  of  healths  and  hearty  hand-shakes. 

On  this  day,  on  the  way  from  church,  the  men  sought  the 
beer-cellars,  while  the  guild  masters  went  to  their  own  room, 
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where  an  unusual  number  of  them  were  gathered.  After 
mutual  hand-shaking,  and  inquiries  as  to  one  another's 
health,  wives  being  also  remembered,  they  sat  down  to  a 
tankard  of  Salzwedeler  or  Hildesheimer. 

"  To-day  the  council  has  had  to  take  it !"  cried  one. 

"  So  !  in  thy  church,  also?  "  asked  another. 

"At  St.  Johanne's,  also,  they  were  hardly  used,"  said  a 
third. 

"  We  were  told  to  obey  God  rather  than  men,"  spoke  up 
another  ;  "  that  was  significant." 

4  i  Truly  ?  we  heard  the  same  !  " 

And  then  it  appeared  that  they  had  all  heard  one  and  the 
same  thing. 

"  I  did  not  pity  the  council  at  all,"  said  Dorgerloh,  master 
of  the  bakers'  guild. 

"  Nor  I !  nor  I !  "  cried  half  a  dozen  others. 

"And  it  struck  home,"  said  Komrath,  the  saddler  and 
harness-maker.  "I  watched  Ludolf  Tobing,  and  he  was 
black  with  anger,  and  shot  a  furious  glance  at  the  preacher." 

"I  believe  thee,"  said  Ryssupp,  the  rope-maker;  "he 
would  no  doubt  have  liked  to  strike  back." 

"Would  ye  blame  them  if  their  faces  were  not  very 
smiling  when  they  were  peppered  before  the  whole  congre- 
gation with  insulting  words  ?  " 

"  No  one  has  done  that,"  returned  Master  Dorgerloh. 
"The  council  has  been  admonished,  with  seemly  and 
Christian  words,  for  the  advantage  of  the  whole  town,  to 
submit,  as  is  proper,  to  authority,  instead  of  resorting  to 
tricks  and  cunning." 

"  The  Christian  words  had,  now  and  then,  a  tolerably  sharp 
edge,  dear  Master  Dorgerloh,"  said  Hans  Laffert,  the  rich 
master  goldsmith,  with  the  white  hair  and  friendly  face. 
"  Every  one  should  strive  for  peace  and  unity,  and  should  be 
contented  with  justice  and  equal  rights." 

"Does  the  council  do  that?"  asked  Hesterwegen,  the 
shoemaker.  "  What  it  takes  from  one  it  gives  to  another, 
and  makes  ill-feeling  and  mischief." 

"  What  is  thy  opinion,  Master  Burchard?" 

But  before  Burchard  Rokswale,  master  of  the  brewers,  — 
a  strongly  built  man,  with  expressive  features,  —  could 
answer,  several  voices  cried  at  once,  ''  Here  comes  the  salt 
master !  Let's  hear  what  he  has  to  say." 

As  Master  Gotthard  entered,  with  slow  steps,  many  of 
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them  rose  to  greet  him  cordially,  making  room  for  him  at  the 
largest  table,  and  be  sat  down  between  Dorgerloh  and  Laffert. 
Rokswale  sat  opposite. 

44  Are  ye  busy  taking  the  council's  part?"  asked  he,  look- 
ing round,  smilingly. 

All  laughed,  and  Rokswale  said,  — 

44  Thou  hast  arrived  just  in  time,  Henneberg.  Preaching 
is  going  on  here,  too." 

44 1  dare  say,"  laughed  Master  Gotthard. 

"Hastthou  discovered  that  we  have  all  heard  the  same 
preaching  to-day  ?"  asked  Dorgerloh. 

Master  Gotthard's  face  became  serious,  and  for  the 
moment  deep  silence  reigned.  Every  one  listened  for  the 
salt  master's  opinion  of  this  coincidence.  He  said,  calmly 
and  deliberately,  — 

44  Then,  dear  brethren,  thereunto  we  must  all  give  the 
same  answer." 

44  What  answer  ?  "  asked  Dorgerloh. 

44  Yes,  yes  !  what  answer?"  asked  several  voices  at  once. 

Gotthard  Henneberg  raised  his  head  and  his  voice  as  he 
spoke,  looking  steadily  at  his  questioners. 

44 1  know  of  only  one  :  that  we  remain  steadfastly  loyal  to 
the  town  and  the  council,  so  that  no  stranger  shall  inter- 
meddle with  our  freedom  !  " 

44 1  don't  see  it  that  way,"  cried  Hesterwegen. 

44  Nor  I !  nor  I !  "  was  echoed  here  and  there. 

Then  a  voice  was  heard  from  the  crowd  gathered  about  the 
door,  — 

44  We  will  not  give  up  our  freedom,  even  to  the  council. 
Aud^they  who  kindled  the  fire  had  better  extinguish  it !  " 

All  eyes  turned  toward  the  speaker,  who  stepped  forward. 
It  was  Schuttenhelm,  the  smith,  a  broad-shouldered,  sinewy 
fellow,  who  was  popular. 

44  Thou  art  right,  Schuttenhelm  !  "  4t  Master  Schutten- 
helm is  right !  "  44  He  strikes  the  nail  on  the  head  !  "  they 
called  out,  simultaneously. 

44  Come  hither,  smith  !  "  cried  Schnewerding,  the  harness- 
maker. 

"I  can  tell  thee,  Schuttenhelm,"  said  Master  Gotthard, 
li  who  kindled  the  fire.  The  preachers  to-day  in  church." 

44  Where?     In  the  church?     I  was  n't  in  the  church." 

He  was  now  informed  by  the  others  what  had  happened. 

<l  Is  it  so !  "  exclaimed  he,  4'  that 's  a  different  thing,  salt 
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master.  I  am  thy  man,  and  would  that  I  had  the  priests  all 
under  my  hammer." 

"  Then  they  would  come  to  the  right  shop ! "  laughed 
Schellepeper,  the  tailor,  which  the  others  chorused,  looking 
at  the  smith's  huge  fists.  For  though  the  council  had  their 
opponents  in  this  company,  the  prelates  had  not  a  single 
friend. 

Rokswale,  the  brewer,  now  rose  and  began,  — 

"  Not  too  fast,  dear  brethren.  We  cannot  yet  find  a  ver- 
dict as  to  who  is  right  and  who  is  wrong.  But  as  we  are 
gathered  together  in  friendship,  I  propose  that  we  use  this 
occasion  to  find  out  which  side  each  one  of  us  is  going  to 
take.  If  that  is  true,  that  Sengstake  and  Dalenborg  have 
repeated  to  ye  as  they  have  to  me  —  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  we  know  it,"  interrupted  many  of  them. 

"  If  that  is  true,  I  say,  then  our  good  town  may  expect, 
without  fail,  excommunication  and  proscription ;  then  it  is 
high  time  that  we  take  a  firm  stand,  and  the  guilds  must  not 
sit  idle.  If  we,  together  with  the  council,  can  prevent  the 
coming  evil,  so  much  the  better ;  but  if  the  worst  comes  to 
the  worst,  which  may  God  forbid  !  we  must  earnestly  confer, 
for  the  common  welfare  of  all  the  handicrafts,  as  to  what 
course  we  shall  then  pursue." 

"  So  let  us  use  this  occasion  to  strengthen  our  rights," 
said  Dorgerloh  ;  "  perhaps  now  we  could  force  this  council  of 
purse-proud  cousins  to  grant  us  the  manifold  petitions  which 
it  has  continually  refused  us." 

"  Yes,"  put  in  Regenstorp,  the  butcher  ;  "  how  did  it  fare 
with  the  slipper-makers  when  they  asked  the  honorable  coun- 
cil to  grant  them  a  charter.  The  answer  was,  4  Go  home ; 
the  councillors  have  other  matters  to  think  about.  When 
they  decide  to  make  changes,  they  will  do  it  without  consult- 
ing slipper-makers.'  So  they  went  home." 

"  And  they  have  not  yet  received  a  charter,"  cried  Peter 
Hachs,  the  tanner;  u  we  who  have  one  must  carefully  ex- 
amine it ;  we  may  find  many  points  therein  which  we  would 
have  the  council  make  otherwise." 

"  Certainly  ! "  and  Hesterwegen  sprang  up.  "  I  know 
one  now,  to  wit,  that  we  hold  our  morning  meetings  as  often 
as  pleases  us,  without  the  consent  of  the  council,  and  with- 
out the  presence  of  a  councillor." 

The  proposal  met  on  all  sides  with  applause. 

"Yes,"  they  agreed;    "if  we  could  carry  that  through, 
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if  the  council  would  consent  to  that,  they  might  depend 
upon  us." 

Then  other  suggestions  were  made. 

"  The  government  should  not  determine  where  and  how  we 
were  to  buy  our  wood,  corn,  leather,  and  cloth,  but  let  the 
guilds  decide  that,  and  see  that  the  poor  fare  as  well  as  the 
rich,"  said  Eckholt,  the  joiner. 

"  That  is  good,  sound  doctrine,  Master  Eckholt,"  echoed 
Lachtleben,  the  hat-maker;  "and  when  the  inspectors  go 
their  rounds,  they  ought  not  to  be  attended  by  a  delegate  of 
the  council  whose  knowledge  of  handiwork  is  not  worth  a 

4 '  And  the  boundary  should  be  extended,  within  which  a 
man  who  doesn't  belong  to  the  guild  dare  not  work  and 
sell,"  said  the  tailor,  Vogelsang. 

So  they  aired  their  grievances,  till  Hans  Laffert,  the  gold- 
smith, with  his  white  head  and  genial  countenance,  stood  up 
and  addressed  them. 

"Dear  friends,"  he  began,  "these  desires  are  not  unrea- 
sonable, but  as  I  am  the  eldest  among  ye,  hear  with  patience 
a  few  quiet  words  from  me.  I  beseech  ye,  do  not  bring  these 
new  claims  before  the  council  at  present,  when  peace  and 
concord  are  so  much  needed  in  the  community.  It  is  likely 
enough  that  they  would  be  granted,  but  later  they  would  be 
repudiated,  and  ye  would  be  told  that  these  concessions  were 
wrung  from  the  council  by  force,  and  therefore  could  not  be 
considered  valid.  Only  wait,  good  friends,  and  see  if  the 
council  of  its  own  accord  will  not  yield  a  point  here  and 
there  to  satisfy  the  workingman,  and  make  him  a  truer 
friend  of  the  government  in  these  gloomy  times." 

"  Thou  art  right,  worthy  master,"  said  Dorgerloh  ;  "  but 
if  everything  is  done  to  suit  the  councillors,  why  should  they 
extend  to  us  any  special  favor?  Must  they  be  allowed  to  do 
just  as  they  please,  right  or  wrong?  As  far  back  as  the 
memory  of  man  goes,  men  in  Luneburg  have  been  struggling 
with  the  council  to  obtain  rights  which  it  refused,  and  which 
it  was  bound  in  honor  to  concede.  Now  the  councillors  need 
us  to  pull  them  out  of  the  mire  in  which  they  are  sticking, 
and  if  they  ask  us  to  help  them,  now  is  the  time  to  ask  them 
to  help  us." 

A  general  acquiescence  followed  his  words.  But  Schutten- 
helm  said,  — 

"  Very  true,  Dorgerloh  ;  but  the  worthy  master,  Hans  Laf- 
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fert,  is  right,  after  all ;  we  should  not  press  the  council  now, 
but  leave  them  in  peace  till  they  subdue  the  enemy,  for  their 
foes  are  our  foes,  the  foes  of  the  whole  town,  and  we  must 
resist  them  with  all  our  strength  for  the  sake  of  our  liberties." 
And  the  vigorous  man  clutched  at  his  arm  while  speaking, 
as  if  to  indicate  his  own  strength,  which  he  placed  at  the 
disposal  of  the  council. 

"  We  will  not  disturb  them  with  trifles,"  interposed  Roks- 
wale ;  "but  we,  guild  masters,  with  our  brothers  and  com- 
rades of  the  craft,  have  the  real  power  in  our  hands, ;  and  I 
know  of  a  prize  which  we  would  do  well  to  strive  for, 
whether  we  use  it  for  or  against  the  council."  He  paused  a 
moment,  to  intensify  their  expectation,  and  tfcen  proceeded  : 
"  In  all  the  cities  of  the  kingdom,  the  artisans  have  struggled 
to  obtain  a  seat  and  voice  in  the  town  council,  in  order  to 
raise  the  handicrafts,  and  further  the  common  weal.  And 
what  has  been  done  elsewhere,  why  should  we  not  do  here?" 

From  all  sides  came  cries  of  "  Yes,  yes  !  certainly  we  can  ! 
why  not?" 

"•Well,  then,  brethren,"  he  continued,  "if  ye  are  of  the 
same  opinion  as  I  am,  then  say  the  word,  and  s&y  it  quickly, 
for  if  we  do  not  demand  it  now,  we  can  never  do  so  ;  if  we 
do  not  win  it  now,  we  shall  never  win  it." 

As  sparks  falling  upon  tinder,  these  words  fell  from  the  lips 
of  the  master.  The  company  stood  up,  one  after  another, 
talked  loudly  and  rapidly,  and  brought  up  a  multitude  of 
cogent  reasons  why  the  crafts  must  be  represented  in  the 
government,  and  that  without  delay.  No  one  thought  him- 
self too  small  to  grace  a  seat  in  the  council,  and  to  be  called 
Master  Councillor,  and  they  worked  themselves  up  into  a 
great  excitement  over  the  distant  but  alluring  prospect. 
Master  Gotthard  Henneberg  had  remained  quietly  in  his 
chair,  watching  Rokswale,  the  influential  master  of  the  great 
brewers'  guild,  the  oldest  and  richest  in  Liineburg.  But  now 
he  straightened  himself  up,  and  suddenly  struck  the  table 
with  his  tankard,  as  he  did  with  his  staff  of  office,  when  con- 
ducting the  guild  meetings.  All  e}res  were  fastened  upon 
him  in  silence,  and  thus  he  spoke  :  — 

"  Good  and  faithful  friends,  I  have  held  my  peace  till  I 
should  first  hear  the  opinions  which  ye  have  expressed  over 
the  divers  points  brought  up  for  consideration.  Now  I  will 
take  up  the  word,  and  grant  me  a  friendly  hearing.  We 
guild  masters,  as  Rokswale  has  justly  observed,  with  our 


90  THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUNEBUEG. 

guild  brothers  and  our  journeymen,  form  a  strong  power 
within  the  stout  walls  of  our  good  town,  and  if  we  labor 
with  one  heart  and  one  mind  we  can  regulate  our  affairs 
according  to  our  liking.  Our  guilds  and  brotherhood  are  all 
founded  upon  Christian  love  and  unity ;  the  old  inherited 
rules  and  customs  of  our  orders  make  us  strong,  and  upon 
our  skill  in  handiwork  is  all  life  based.  Whatever  men  need 
and  use  in  their  pleasure  and  their  pain,  from  the  first  cry  to 
the  last  breath,  is  all  procured  by  the  work  of  our  hands. 
We  may  well  be  proud  of  the  thought.  Our  position  is  as 
honorable  a  one  as  that  of  the  knight  or  the  priest,  but  we 
must  hold  fast  to  our  honor  ;  we  must  take  heed  that  piety, 
virtue,  and  discipline  rule  our  guilds.  Our  characters  must 
be  fair,  and  the  trade-mark  of  the  artisan  should  be  like  the 
cognizance  of  a  noble  family.  But  we  ought  not  ambi- 
tiously to  stretch  forth  our  hands  for  things  which  do  not 
belong  to  us,  which  divide  and  entangle  us,  and  take  away 
the  ground  from  under  our  feet.  Our  duty  is  to  support  life, 
and  to  supply  it  with  comforts  and  luxuries  ;  but  we  should 
not  strive  to  control  or  guide  it.  Ye,  good  friends,  are  try- 
ing to  do  so.  Ye  are  endeavoring  to  get  the  government  of 
the  town  into  your  hands.  Well,  then,  if  we  guild  masters 
sat  in  the  council,  we  would  try  to  perform  our  functions 
with  wisdom  and  honesty  ;  but  what  should  ive  require,  in  the 
first  place,  in  order  to  be  able  to  govern  at  all?  Surely  the 
loyalty  of  the  burghers  to  us  and  to  their  oaths.  What  we 
should  in  that  case  require  of  the  burghers,  shall  we  now 
refuse  to  our  council?  Shall  we  break  our  oaths?  " 

u  Who  talks  of  breaking  their  oaths?  No  one  wishes  to 
do  that,"  cried  Dorgeiioh  and  Hesterwegen,  with  several 
others. 

4 'Ye  do  not  now  intend  to  do  so.  I  believe  ye,  but  ye 
are  on  a  dangerous  road.  The  council  will  never  willingly 
give  the  artisans  a  voice  in  the  government ;  but  if  ye  demand 
it,  ye  cannot  go  back,  neither  will  ye  desire  it ;  force  must 
be  your  last  resort,  and  then  ye  are  perjured." 

A  murmur  of  dissatisfaction  was  now  heard  from  the 
smaller  tables.  The  speaker  turned  around  and  continued,  — 

"Do  ye  know  any  other  name  for  it?  I  do  not.  Thou 
hast  said,  Rokswale,  that  in  other  towns  this  innovation  has 
been  accomplished  with  success.  With  success  ?  With  blood, 
say  I,  with  citizens'  blood  and  untold  misery.  They  have 
put  the  councillors  under  their  feet,  but  later,  the  artisans 


THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUNEBURG.  91 

also ;  and  moreover  how  many  have  been  thrown  into  dun- 
geons, tortured  and  exiled  for  life?  Do  ye  desire  to  call 
down  such  unspeakable  horrors  upon  our  good  town  of  Liine- 
burg  ?  Does  thy  head  sit  more  firmly  upon  thy  shoulders, 
Dorgerloh,  than' those  of  other  folks?" 

Again  a  murmur  was  heard  about  him. 

u  I  must  say  this  to  ye,"  he  went  on,  "  whether  ye  like  it 
or  not.  I  swore,  as  guild  master  and  burgher,  that  I  would 
be  faithful  to  the  council  and  the  town,  and  support  every 
good  cause,  fill  the  office  to  which  I  have  been  appointed  to 
the  best  of  my  ability,  and  hold  no  guild  meeting  without 
the  council's  knowledge  ;  that  I  would  not  withstand  the  gov- 
ernment, and  if  I  knew  of  any  deviation  from  the  established 
laws  of  the  town,  I  would  make  it  known,  so  help  me  God  ! 
That  have  I  sworn,  and  each  one  of  you  likewise.  If  there 
is  one  among  ye  who  is  willing  to  break  his  oath,  let  him 
stand  up  and  acknowledge  it.  Ye  see,  dear  brethren,  not 
one  of  us  would  do  it ;  and  wiry  should  we  take  such  a  sin 
upon  our  souls  for  a  handful  of  prelates,  who  call  themselves 
servants  of  the  church,  and  instead  of  teaching  God's  holy 
word,  preach  discord  and  rebellion.  At  the  time  that  the 
councillors  demanded  half  of  the  salt  revenues  from  the 
owners  of  the  salt-works  ye  kept  silence,  and  found  it  right 
and  just  that  the  heavy  tax  was  laid  on  the  rich  and  not  on 
the  poor.  If  ye  were  silent  then,  be  silent  now  ;  if  ye  sanc- 
tioned it  then,  abide  by  it  now.  If  ye  desert  the  govern- 
ment, and  allow  the  Emperor  or  pope,  or  even  the  heads  of 
religious  houses  to  dictate  to  us,  ye  lower  the  respect  for  our 
town,  and  betray  our  liberties.  And,  friends,  I  know  that 
this  is  not  what  ye  wish  to  do." 

"  No,  no,  we  do  not  wish  that !  By  heaven  !  "  they  all  cried 
out,  excitedly. 

"Ye  must  not  be  -led  astray  by  mischief-makers,  whose 
names  I  will  not  speak,  who  run  from  house  to  house,  from 
workshop  to  workshop,  who  flatter,  and  would  excite  ye  to 
insurrection  and  perjury.  The  priests  and  convents  think  of 
their  money  :  their  tools  in  the  town  have  other  aims  in  view. 
These  are  the  traitors  who  wish  to  mislead  us,  and  behind 
them,  mightier  ones  are  waiting  to  see  us  torn  by  dissensions, 
that  they  may  then  lay  violent  hands  upon  what  they  have 
long  coveted,  namely,  the  freedom  of  our  town.  To  further 
their  ends  they  send  us  their  base  instruments,  who  come 
into  our  houses  and  stand  in  our  pulpits,  as  they  did  to-day. 
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Craftily  enough  they  have  gone  to  work,  but  I  believe  that 
their  contrivances  will  be  shattered  to  pieces  by  the  good 
sense  of  the  community.  We  must  never  yield  up  our  liber- 
ties and  rights  which  have  been  handed  down  by  our  fore- 
fathers, but  pass  them  on  to  our  children  and  children's  chil- 
dren unharmed,  so  that  they  ma}^  bless  our  names,  and  not 
say  over  our  graves,  '  Ye  have  thrown  away  our  inheritance.'  " 

One  master  after  another  rose  and  pressed  nearer  the 
speaker,  and  soon  he  stood  in  the  midst  of  an  excited  throng, 
whose  hearts  beat  and  whose  eyes  shone  with  emotion. 

As  Gotthard  Henneberg  stood  there  erect  among  his 
fellow-artisans,  all  able  men  and  his  equals,  his  enthusiasm, 
which  sprang  from  an  overflowing  heart,  quite  carried  them 
away,  and  at  this  moment  he  could  have  led  them  as  far  as 
he  pleased.  Somewhat  more  calmly  he  continued,  — 

"  Let  us  adhere  firmly  to  our  old  simple  faith,  and  do  not  let 
us  be  daunted  by  papal  bull  and  priestly  tricks.  If  we  only 
had  the  Holy  Scriptures  ourselves,  and  could  read  them,  I  be- 
lieve we  should  find  many  things  therein  which  have  a  different 
meaning  from  that  which  they  give  us,  a  better  Christianity, 
a  purer  evangel  than  we  hear  to-day.  We  would  not  then  let 
it  be  wrested  from  its  true  meaning ;  we  would  have  God's 
word  itself  continually  before  our  eyes  and  in  our  hearts, 
and  so  cherish  brotherly  love  and  union.  If  we,  honorable 
and  upright  burghers  and  artisans,  with  our  families,  do  not 
hold  fast  to  the  old  faith,  who  will?" 

"  We  do  !  we  do  !  "  was  uttered  by  many  voices. 

"And  may  each  of  us  be  wise  and  prudent,  and  bring 
honor  to  his  guild.  Whether  we  have  war  or  peace  rests' with 
us,  for  as  the  guilds  decide,  so  will  be  the  fate  of  our  town. 
Beloved  friends,  will  not  each  one  of  ye  give  me  his  word 
of  honor  that  he  will  be  faithful  to  the  council,  and  will  strive 
to  influence  his  brothers  in  the  craft  ?  If  misfortune  comes  to 
us,  if  outlawry  and  excommunication  fall  upon  us,  we  will 
still  hold  our  meetings  and  consult  with  one  another,  and 
resolve  what  to  do.  Meanwhile,  let  us  bear  our  oaths  in 
mind  and  admonish  others,  so  that  the  name  of  no  crafts- 
man may  fall  into  bad  repute.  Will  not  each  one  of  ye, 
brothers,  give  me  his  word  that  he  will  uphold,  in  peace  and 
freedom,  the  honor  of  God  and  the  common  weal  of  this 
good  town?" 

He  stretched  forth  both  hands  to  them  impulsively,  and 
man  after  man  grasped  them  heartily.  On  every  side,  horny 
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hands  were  thrust  forward.  Not  one  was  held  back.  They 
slapped  him  on  the  shoulder  and  nodded  approvingly,  but 
not  many  words  were  spoken.  Schuttenhelm,  the  smith, 
exclaimed,  — 

"Brothers,  our  salt  master  has  proved  again  a  tower  of 
strength  for  our  town." 

And  Rokswale  said  to  him,  "  Henneberg,  thou  hast  won  a 
great  victory  for  the  council  to-day."  The  master  pressed 
his  hand  in  silence. 

It  was  now  long  after  noon,  but  this  day's  utterances  were 
of  far  more  importance  than  any  reproaches  of  aggrieved 
housewives,  to  whom  the  burghers  now  wended  their  way  ; 
most,  if  not  all,  of  them  in  an  altered  frame  of  mind.  The 
secret  resentment,  of  which  they  were  hardly  conscious, 
which  some  bore  against  the  council  and  some  against  the 
priests,  and  the  embittered  spirit  with  which  they  had  come 
from  church,  had  disappeared  before  the  salt  master's  words, 
and  had  given  place  to  better  feelings.  They  returned  home 
with  lighter  and  happier  hearts,  and  with  the  firm  resolve  to 
abide  by  their  oaths,  to  stand  by  one  another,  not  to  renounce 
the  independence  of  their  city  one  jot,  and  to  defend  the 
council,  though  they  did  not  love  it,  with  all  their  strength, 
which,  united,  would  be  great.  All  their  burgher  pride  and 
public  spirit  was  aroused. 

The  goldsmith,  Hans  Laffert,  accompanied  Master  Henne- 
berg part  of  the  way,  but  they  walked  in  silence,  neither 
having  recovered  from  the  emotion  caused,  —  in  the  one  by 
speaking,  and  in  the  other  by  listening.  As  they  parted,  the 
goldsmith  said,  — 

"Gotthard  Henneberg,  thy  words  have  stirred  me  this 
morning  as  nothing  has  done  for  many  a  day.  And  now  I 
have  a  request  to  make  to  thee." 

"Whatever  thou  wilt,  beloved  friend!"  said  Master 
Gotthard.  "Thou  couldst  ask  nothing  which  I  would  not 
willingly  give." 

"I  wish  to  give  thee  a  little  token,  as  a  remembrance  of 
this  hour,"  said  Hans  Laffert ;  "  not  for  thyself,"  he  added, 
quickly,  as  he  observed  a  deprecating  gesture.  "See!" 
and  he  drew  a  small  box  out  of  the  capacious  leather 
pocket  hanging  from  his  belt.  "I  have  here  a  ring, 
which  I  was  to  fetch  Mistress  Katharina  Mandelsloh  after 
the  service,  but  it  is  now  too  late,  and  a  similar  one  can  be 
taken  to  her  to-morrow.  I  entreat  thee  to  take  it  to  thy 
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good  daughter  Ilsabe,  that  she  may  bear  me  in  mind  till  such 
time  as  she  shall  give  it  to  her  nearest  and  dearest." 

"  Master  Hans  Laffert,  how  can  I  —  " 

"I  beseech  thee,  Gotthard,  to  say  no  more  about  it!" 
And  the  old  man  looked  at  him  with  such  friendly  eves  that 
he  accepted  the  trinket,  and  gazed  at  it  with  admiration. 

It  was  a  masterpiece  of  the  goldsmith's  art :  a  broad  gold 
ring,  wrought  with  open-work,  and  ornamented  with  curi- 
ously enamelled  heads  of  snakes. 

"A  rare  marvel !  "  exclaimed  Master  Gotthard;  "and  is 
this  for  my  daughter?" 

4 'As  a  friendly  remembrance  of  old  Hans  Laffert,"  said 
the  goldsmith,  who  had  made  many  a  skilfully  embossed 
drinking  vessel  for  the  council.  "Thou  givest  me  much 
pleasure,  Gotthard.  Greet  thy  fair  daughter  for  me,  and 
also  the  comely  housewife.  Fare  thee  well !  " 

And  he  was  gone,  before  Master  Gotthard  could  even 
express  his  thanks.  He  held  the  ring  in  his  hand,  and 
carried  it  home,  moved  and  gratified  to  his  heart's  core. 

Dorgerloh  and  Hesterwegen  also  walked  on  together,  and 
the  latter  said,  — 

"  He  has  got  his  way  again,  the  salt  master,  as  he  always 
does." 

"  Yes,"  answered  Dorgerloh  ;  "  there  is  something  singular 
about  that  man.  If  he  speaks  to  one,  if  he  only  comes  near, 
one  is  obliged  to  do  his  bidding,  whether  he  will  or  not." 

"It  is  just  so  with  me,"  said  Hesterwegen;  "however 
much  the  head  may  resist,  the  heart  must  follow  him, 
wherever  he  leads.  One  cannot  say  him  nay." 

They  separated,  and  as  Hesterwegen  pursued  his  way 
alone,  he  saw  Daniel  Sporken,  in  company  with  his  journey- 
man Timmo,  coming  toward  him  through  a  by-street.  The 
shoemaker  beckoned  to  his  guild  master  from  a  distance,  to 
let  him  know  that  he  had  some  weighty  news  to  communi- 
cate, and  as  soon  as  he  reached  Hesterwegen,  he  began,  — 

"  Dost  thou  already  know  it,  master?  The  whole  council  is 
assembled,  both  burgomasters  and  all  the  councillors.  They 
came  together  very  speedily  after  the  service  was  ended." 

"  What !     To-day?    A  session  in  the  Town  House?" 

"Not  in  the  Town  House.  They  have  all  assembled  at 
Burgomaster  Springintgut's.  Most  of  them  went  there  of 
their  own  motion,  and  then  they  very  quickly  sent  for  the 
others." 
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u  What  is  there  that  thou  dost  not  know,  Daniel?"  said 
the  guild  master. 

"Yes,  and  they  are  all  there  still.  If  one  could  only 
hear  what  they  say  !  " 

"Daniel,"  returned  Hesterwegen,  "  I  will  give  thee  some 
good  counsel.  Let  no  one  whisper  in  thine  ear  dangerous 
words,  to  bring  thee  into  trouble.  Thou  understandest  what 
I  mean."  And  with  that  he  went  his  way.  Daniel  Sporken 
stood  there,  with  a  stupefied  expression,  looked  at  Timmo, 
and  said, — 

"  What  does  he  mean?" 

"In  all  likelihood,  that  thou  art  again  spreading  a  false 
report,  like  that  of  the  victory  of  the  council  over  the 
prelates." 

"  The  whole  town  was  prating  of  it,"  argued  Daniel. 

"  But  it  was  not  true,  and  thou  didst  spread  the  rumor 
everywhere,  and  art  responsible  for  the  result.  At  the  meet- 
ing of  the  councillors,  thou  wilt  have  to  answer  for  it, 
master !  They  will  call  thee  to  account,  and  thou  hadst 
better  be  prepared." 

"Ah,  merciful  Heaven!"  sighed  Daniel;  "what  can  I 
do?  Truly  one  knows  not  any  longer  what  to  believe.  My 
head  is  turned  upside  down.  This  world  is  a  vale  of  tears." 

The  two  hastened  on,  and  Master  Daniel  began  again,  — 

"I  must  fear  me,  Timmo,  that  we  are  very  late.  There 
will  be  a  fearful  to-do  at  home,  and  my  heart  misgives  me." 

"Do  not  fear,  master,"  Timmo  said,  reassuringly.  "If 
things  go  badly,  I  will  stand  by  thee.  I  know  a  way  to 
quiet  the  mistress." 

4 '  Thou  ?     How,  prithee  ?  " 

"  Leave  that  to  me,"  replied  Timmo,  and  with  his  fore- 
finger described  a  ring  about  the  region  of  the  heart. 
Daniel  SpSrken  saw  the  gesture,  and  gazed  at  his  journey- 
man so  anxiously  that  Timmo  had  to  laugh  aloud,  as  he 
exclaimed,  — 

"  No,  no,  master  ;  thou  hast  no  need  to  be  jealous  ! " 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

AT  the  conclusion  of  the  church  service,  Gilbert  and 
Ilsabe  waited  for  Hildegund,  with  whom  they  had  arranged 
to  go  to  the  Viskules'  garden  together  and  visit  the  arbor, 
over  which  the  already  prepared  linen  awning  was  to  be 
fitted  during  the  next  few  days.  Mistress  Barbara  had  a 
great  desire  to  accompany  them,  and  tried  to  get  rid  of  the 
two  Heunebergs,  assuming  for  this  purpose  the  part  of  a 
veritable  scarecrow,  her  countenance  expressing  a  strange 
compound  of  pride  and  sanctity,  in  equal  proportions.  The 
young  people  saw  no  way  to  rid  themselves  of  the  elderly 
maiden,  and  were  resolved,  moreover,  not  to  permit  her 
spiteful  caprices  to  interfere  with  their  plans.  So  Hildegund 
bethought  herself  of  Baldwin,  and  mentioned  casually  that 
he  had  promised  to  join  them  after  the  service,  for  she  well 
knew  that  the  presence  of  her  brother,  whose  reckless 
mockery  their  cousin  always  avoided,  would  make  her  gladly 
shun  his  company. 

This  had  the  desired  effect.  Mistress  Barbara  took  a 
chilly  farewell  of  them,  and  the  three  set  out  upon  their 
way  alone,  pleased  to  have  freed  themselves  from  her  com- 
panionship, but  yet  not  in  a  tranquil  frame  of  mind,  for  they 
could  not  shake  off  the  impression  which  the  sermon  had 
made  upon  all  who  heard  it.  And  also  in  their  own 
individual  sky  clouds  began  to  rise. 

Ilsabe  wondered  greatly  at  Baldwin's  absence  from  church, 
and-  the  somewhat  questionable  explanation,  that  he  had 
gone  to  hear  a  favorite  preacher  at  St.  Michaelis.  Was  it 
likely  that  he,  a  not  very  devout  church-goer,  would  leave 
his  place  in  his  own  congregation  to  listen  to  some  special 
pulpit  orator?  She  could  not,  with  the  best  will  in  the 
world,  bring  herself  to  believe  in  this  suddenly  awakened 
devotion  on  the  part  of  her  friend.  With  the  sensitive  fore- 
boding of  the  womanly  heart,  she  imagined  other  reasons  for 
this  occurrence,  and  she  suffered  some  pangs  in  consequence. 
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This  was  Ilsabe's  trouble.  Gilbert's  was  no  lighter,  albeit 
it  sprang  from  a  different  source.  He  had  overheard  his 
parents'  conversation  that  afternoon,  while  working  in  the 
cooper's  shop,  notwithstanding  all  the  noise  ;  and  his  father's 
scruples  as  to  the  possible  union  of  his  children  with 
Heinrich  Viskule's  often  recurred  to  his  son's  mind.  It  was 
true  that  he  could,  for  his  consolation,  point  to  his  own 
mother's  as  an  example  of  a  happy  marriage  between  a  high- 
born damsel  and  a  plain  artisan  ;  but  his  mother,  though  he 
loved  and  revered  her,  was,  after  all,  not  the  daughter  of  a 
Viskule,  the  most  wealthy  and  honored  of  all  the  town.  He 
was  convinced  that  Hildegund  would  be  approached  by 
suitors  of  her  own  rank,  and  he  knew  that  among  the  old 
families,  with  the  rarest  exceptions,  nuptial  engagements 
were  only  entered  into  with  equals.  He  was  in  sooth  a  salt 
master's  son,  but  he  never  could  be  anything  more  than  a 
master  cooper,  and  although  he  was  in  high  favor  with 
Master  Viskule,  could  he  venture  to  hope  that  he  would  be 
allowed  to  wed  the  councillor's  only  daughter  ?  He  himself 
could  not  fancy  Hildegund  as  a  contented  housewife  in  the 
home  of  a  cooper,  and  how  should  he  acquire  position  and 
riches,  to  become  a  proper  suitor  for  her  hand?  If  Heaven 
did  not  take  compassion  upon  him,  by  means  of  some 
unforeseen  turn  of  fortune,  if  some  inconceivable  good  thing 
did  not  fall  from  the  stars,  what  would  become  of  his  love? 
He  even  hoped  for  such  a  stroke  of  destiny,  the  nature  of 
which  he  could  not  even  picture  to  himself,  which  he  could 
do  nothing  to  bring  about,  but  which,  should  it  come,  he 
would  exert  himself  to  his  utmost  to  hold  fast.  Only  this 
was  sure  :  as  a  cooper's  journeyman,  he  could  never  sue  for 
Hildegund's  love  ! 

So  Gilbert  wavered  between  hope  and  despair,  and  his 
heart  was  heavy  within  him. 

Hildegund,  on  the  contrary,  seldom  thought  of  the  future, 
for  to  her  the  present  was  blissful,  and  she  knew  nothing  of 
the  anxieties  of  the  others.  The  former  brotherly  and  sis- 
terly relation  between  her  and  Gilbert  had  vanished,  and 
given  place  to  an  unacknowledged  love,  which  noted  every- 
thing and  interpreted  everything.  Withal  there  came  doubts 
to  them  as  to  what  this  word  or  look  might  mean,  whether 
caused  by  the  old  intimacy  or  the  newly  awakened  love. 
Hildegund  attributed  it,  though  not  with  absolute  confidence, 
to  the  latter,  and  therefore  was  secretly  happy.  This  hope 
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also  grew  in  Gilbert's  heart,  especially  when  she  spoke  more 
affectionately  to  him  than  usual,  and  the  idea  of  wholly 
renouncing  her  became  fainter  and  fainter,  though  the  prob- 
ability or  even  possibility  of  the  realization  of  his  ardent 
wishes  became  no  stronger. 

But  youth,  notwithstanding  all  obstacles  and  anxieties,  will 
still  hope  and  believe ;  the  worst  can  never  come,  and  it 
cherishes  its  charming  dreams  in  secret,  no  matter  what  hap- 
pens. Though  dangers  threatened  their  city,  and  doubt  and 
difficulty  menaced  the  course  of  their  love,  therefore  all  the 
more  was  the  present  moment  all  in  all  to  them.  Hildegund 
was  carried  away  by  her  happiness,  and  gave  free  vent  to  her 
feelings,  and  Gilbert  gave  himself  up  to  the  emotions  which 
the  sight  of  his  beloved  aroused. 

Spring  had  thrown  its  tender  green  veil  over  every  living 
thing,  and  among  the  branches  of  the  trees  the  birds  warbled 
their  cheerful  songs.  Grass  plats  and  flower  beds,  with 
shrubs,  such  as  hazel,  hawthorn,  snowball,  and  honeysuckle, 
formed  the  ornamental  part  of  the  garden,  and  behind  clumps 
of  oaks,  birches,  and  pines  lay  hidden  the  fruit  and  vegetable 
gardens.  Over  the  wall  one  could  see  the  Ilmenau,  and  in 
the  distance  the  towers  and  gables  of  the  town.  Farther  off, 
across  the  river,  stood  the  lonely  convent  Lune,  and  opposite 
it  rose  the  massive  tower  built  by  the  town  council,  the 
Sturlune. 

The  arbor,  situated  in  a  well-chosen  spot,  consisting  of 
ornamental  lattice-work  over  which  flowering  vines  were 
trained,  had  been  examined  and  approved,  and  the  three 
friends  strolled  about,  admiring  the  tender  verdure.  Ilsabe 
was  restless,  and  did  not  take  much  share  in  the  conversation. 
Her  eyes  frequently  wandered  to  the  entrance  of  the  garden, 
or  toward  the  road  leading  to  the  town.  Hildegund  had 
eyes  only  for  Gilbert,  and  he,  in  his  turn,  found  more  pleas- 
ure in  gazing  at  her  than  at  the  }'oung  leaves.  Suddenly  she 
stooped,  and  cried  out,  joyously,  — 

"  Ah,  there  thou  art  at  last,  "blue  eye  of  spring  !  " 

With  that,  she  plucked  it  quickly,  and  handed  it  to  Gil- 
bert, who  received  it  with  a  slight  pressure  of  her  hand,  and 
stuck  it  in  his  Sunday  doublet. 

"  Gilbert,"  asked  she,  roguishly,  "to  whom  didst  thou 
give  thy  first  violet,  last  spring?  " 

"  Then  I  was  in  Elf  eld,  and  did  not  search  for  violets  ;  and 
if  perchance  I  had  found  one,  I  had  no  one  to  whom  I  could 
give  it." 
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"  The  girls  on  the  Rhine,  they  say,"  observed  Hildegund, 
"  are  freer  and  merrier  than  those  on  the  Elbe.  Is  that 
true?" 

"Oh,  they  are  merry,  but  —  " 

"  Well  ?     But  what?     Thou  hesitatest." 

"But  those  I  like  best,"  and  he  smiled,  "dwell  on  the 
Ilmenau." 

"Flatterer!"  laughed  Hildegund;  "didst  thou  tell  the 
girls  at  Mayence  the  same  story?" 

"The  girls  at  Mayence  heard  of  thee  from  me,  but  they 
believed  that  the  cooper's  journeyman  only  wanted  to  boast 
of  his  intimacy  with  a  proud  maiden." 

"  Proud,  Gilbert ;  have  I  ever  been  proud  with  thee?" 

"  No,  Hildegund  ;  I  did  not  mean  that." 

Tlsabe,  who  walked  in  front  of  them,  now  turned,  but  no 
sound  escaped  from  her  lips,  as  with  flushed  face  and  spark- 
ling eyes  she  peered  into  the  distance,  so  that  involuntarily 
Hildegund  and  Gilbert  followed  her  intent  gaze. 

With  hasty  strides,  Baldwin  and  two  friends  came  up  the 
garden  path,  all  dressed  in  their  Sunday  array.  The  two 
others  were  Giso  Stoterogge  and  Leonhard  Dusterhop,  who 
greeted  the  young  girls  and  Gilbert  with  studied  courtesy. 

"Well,"  Hildegund  asked  directly,  "hath  thy  favorite 
preacher  edified  thee,  Baldwin?" 

"Favorite  preacher!"  repeated  Leonhard,  turning  with 
astonishment  toward  Baldwin  ;  "  how  can  Father  Cornelius, 
whom  thou  hast  heard  to-day  for  the  first  time,  be  thy 
favorite  preacher  ?  " 

Ilsabe  listened  intently  for  Baldwin's  answer. 

He  replied,  somewhat  embarrassed,  "One  likes  to  hear 
something  different,  once  in  a  while,  and  then  one  chooses 
the  best." 

' 4 1  should  like  to  know  what  benefit  thou  hast  gained  to- 
day," laughed  Giso. 

4  c  Why  should  n't  I  have  profited  by  it  ?  "  asked  Baldwin, 
still  more  embarrassed. 

"  In  that  preaching,  with  its  slurs  and  innuendoes  against 
the  council  ?  " 

"  Against  the  council?" 

"So  he  did  not  even  listen,"  thought  Ilsabe.  "Why, 
then,  did  he  go  there?" 

"Thou  art  a  devout  Christian,"  teased  Hildegund,  "and 
we  believed  thine  eyes  would  be  fastened  on  the  preacher." 
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"  Baldwin's  eyes  were  riveted  with  adoration  on  some  one 
much  more  agreeable,  Mistress  Hilclegund,"  said  Leonhard 
Dusterhop.  "  Dost  thou  wish  to  know  on  whom?" 

"Certainly,  I  am  eager  to  know,"  replied  Hilclegund. 
Ilsabe  heard  her  heart  beat. 

"  What  didst  thou  see,  then?"  asked  Baldwin,  impatiently. 

"  Thy  steadfast  gaze  at  the  bright,  dark  eyes  of  Mistress 
Walpurg  Gronhagen  ;  that  is  what  I  saw,  my  friend,"  cried 
Leonhard.  "  Thy  place  opposite  her  was  well  chosen." 

"Baldwin,  that  is  why  —  "  said  Hildegund ;  but  Master 
Leonhard  interrupted,  — 

"And  the  beautiful  young  widow  returned  his  ardent  gaze 
with  interest." 

"  Such  foolish  talk  !  Don't  believe  a  word  of  it !  "  cried 
Baldwin,  confused. 

"  Giso,"  exclaimed  Leonhard,  "  what  dost  thou  say  to  it?  " 

"Baldwin,"  laughed  Giso,  "denial  is  of  no  avail  here. 
We  stood  beside  thee  after  the  service,  and  witnessed  thy 
devoted  attentions  to  Mistress  Walpurg." 

"  I  prithee,  stop  this,"  cried  Baldwin,  angrily. 

"As  thou  commandest,  most  rigorous  friend.  Perhaps 
we  are  mistaken." 

Now  Ilsabe  knew  why  Baldwin  went  to  the  Michaelis 
church.  Wounded  to  the  quick,  she  sought  a  plausible  pre- 
text for  withdrawing.  She  wished  no  longer  to  see  or  hear 
her  fickle,  inconstant  friend.  Not  knowing  what  she  did, 
she  broke  off  a  hazel  twig,  and  pulled  to  pieces  the  tender 
catkins  with  trembling  fingers. 

Observing  the  violet  on  Gilbert's  doublet,  Giso  Stoterogge 
said,  "  Surely  thou  didst  not  pluck  that  violet  thyself,  Hen- 
neberg,  or  thou  wouldst  have  given  it  to  one  of  the  maidens." 

"  No,"  laughed  Gilbert,  "  a  cooper's  hand  is  too  clumsy  ; 
a  more  delicate  one  picked  this  little  flower  for  me." 

"How  fortunate  to  be  able  to  boast  of  such  a  favor!" 
said  Giso,  with  a  tender  look  at  Hildegund,  which  Gilbert 
perceived. 

"The  next  violet  shall  be  thine,  Mistress  Ilsabe,"  said 
Leonhard  Dusterhop,  as  they  walked  on  in  front  of  the  others. 

"  Also  if  I  find  it,"  rejoined  Baldwin,  as  he  followed  them. 

"  If  thou  findest  it,"  said  Ilsabe,  with  a  forced  laugh, 
"  thou  wilt  know  where  to  take  it,  to  be  sure  of  thanks." 

"  Dost  thou  forbid  me  to  bring  thee  a  violet?  "  asked  he, 
stung  by  her  repulse. 
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"  I  do  not  forbid  it,  inasmuch  as  I  do  not  think  of  it." 

"  Nevertheless,  I  trust  thou  wilt  accept  one  from  me," 
said  he,  pointedly. 

"  Do  not  trouble  thyself  for  me,"  returned  she,  and  called 
to  her  brother.  "I  must  return  home,  Gilbert;  art  thou 
coming  with  me  ?  " 

14  There  is  no  haste,"  answered  Gilbert,  who  had  not  over- 
heard the  passage  between  Baldwin  and  herself. 

"  Tarry,  if  thou  wilt ;  I  must  return,"  said  Ilsabe,  who  bade 
Hildegund  farewell ;  and  with  a  hurried  salutation  to  the 
young  men,  hastened  homewards.  Baldwin  looked  after 
her,  vexed  at  the  raillery  of  his  friends,  and  uncertain 
whether  or  not  he  should  try  to  detain  her. 

"Shall  we  not  accompany  Ilsabe  on  her  way?"  asked 
Hildegund. 

"  Pray  linger  awhile,"  begged  Giso  ;  "it  is  so  long  since 
I  have  seen  thee,  Mistress  Hildegund." 

"  I  think  we  met  only  three  days  ago." 

"In  sooth,  it  was  five  days  since,  and  that  is  a  long 
time." 

"  Thou  art  very  courteous,  Master  Giso,"  said  Hildegund. 
"  I  had  not  expected  to  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting  thee 
here." 

"  Surely  not,"  interposed  Gilbert,  "  as  we  came  simply  to 
look  at  the  new  arbor." 

"  Forgive  me,  if  I  have  intruded,"  said  Giso,  sarcastically  ; 
and  then  added,  seized  by  the  same  feeling  as  Gilbert, 
"  After  all,  we  are  both  guests  here,  though  I  know  not  if  we 
are  both  equally  welcome." 

"Nor  I,  Master  Stoterogge,"  answered  Gilbert,  with  a 
provoking  smile. 

Before  Giso  could  respond,  Hildegund  said,  — 

"Both  are  welcome,  but  Gilbert  feels  at  home  in  this 
garden.  Follow  me,  Master  Giso,  and  see  our  bower." 

They  followed  her,  somewhat  out  of  tune,  and  talked  on 
idly  about  trifles.  Gilbert,  however,  to  whom  the  cause  of 
Ilsabe's  return  had  become  clear,  was  somewhat  silent,  and 
Baldwin  did  not  seek  to  hide  his  ill-humor.  The  only  merry 
one  was  Leonhard,  who  took  care  to  say,  — 

"  Because  I  am  named  Uusterhop,*  I  must  needs  be  jovial, 
and  make  sport." 

*  Duster :  German  for  "  gloomy." 
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It  was  not  long  before  they  turned  their  footsteps  toward 
the  town,  and  as  they  separated,  Leonhard  whispered  to 
Baldwin,  "  This  evening  we  will  wait  for  thee  at  the  inn.  In 
the  best  room  is  a  cask  of  Romenye  wine,  and  — 

Making  a  motion  with  his  hand,  as  though  he  held  a  goblet, 
Baldwin  nodded  assent,  and  Leonhard  hummed  softly,  — 

"  Of  women,  wine,  and  dice,  they  say, 
That  he  who  ventures  wins  the  day." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  highest  part  of  the  house  of  the  "  Golden  Egg," 
beneath  the  roof,  which  had  only  small,  round  openings  in 
the  gable,  had  been  the  favorite  retreat  of  the  Henneberg 
children.  Here,  five  gable  steps  high,  safe  from  interrup- 
tion, they  had  pursued  their  childish  games  with  the  little 
Viskules,  watched  the  pigeons  and  the  swallows,  and  had  a 
free  view  of  the  wide  heath  between  the  gables.  With  the 
plays  of  childhood  had  ceased  the  visits  to  the  roof- 
chamber,  except  on  Ilsabe's  part,  to  whom  it  remained 
dear,  and  who  often  took  refuge  there,  lingering  long  among 
her  friends  the  swallows. 

Mistress  Johanna  let  her  daughter  follow  her  own  fancies, 
while  at  the  same  time  keeping  her  under  her  own  watchful 
eye,  knowing  that  to  time  and  the  girl'r-  healthy  nature  could 
be  safely  left  the  flowering  of  gentle  maidenhood,  with  its 
dreams,  and  hopes,  and  high  aspirations.  Therefore  she  was 
contented  that  Ilsabe  should  pass  hours  together  in  the  retire- 
ment of  the  roof-chamber,  occupied  with  her  needle,  in  peace- 
ful solitude  and  quiet  communion  with  her  own  thoughts. 

Master  Gotthard,  who,  in  the  education  of  their  children, 
always  acted  in  concert  with  his  wife,  willingly  indulged  his 
daughter  in  this  fancy  ;  and  one  day,  to  her  joyful  surprise, 
she  found  that  he  had  had  made  for  her  a  cosy  little  room, 
at  this  airy  height,  and  in  the  loop-holes  were  fixed  windows 
with  little  leaded  panes.  Ilsabe's  delight  was  great.  A 
table,  two  stools,  and  a  chest  had  been  provided  for  her, 
and  the  little  chamber  was  otherwise  fitted  up  and  adorned. 
Ilsabe  could  now  sit  here  in  the  warm  summer  days,  and 
because  the  swallows  were  forever  circling  about  the  gable, 
she  called  her  retreat  "the  swallows'  nest." 

On  this  Tuesday  —  a  glorious  spring  day — she  sat  here, 
by  the  open  window,  and  if  a  wayfarer  had  chanced  to 
glance  up,  he  would  have  seen  a  picture  to  gladden  his  eyes. 
The  fair  head  of  the  maiden  against  the  dark  background  of 
the  open  window,  under  the  high  gable,  looked  unspeakably 
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charming.  The  sun  shone  brightly,  and  the  swallows  swept 
in  wide  circles  over  the  roof,  chirping  loudly. 

Ilsabe  gazed  dreamily  toward  the  heath,  and  her  needle- 
work often  dropped  out  of  her  hands ;  a  gentle  breeze 
stirred  her  blond  hair  and  fanned  her  rosy  cheeks.  She 
rested  on  the  window-sill,  leaned  her  head  upon  her  hand, 
and  breathed  a  deep  sigh,  for  she  was  not  as  happy  as  the 
swallows.  For  two  days  she  had  waited  in  vain  for  the 
violet  that  Baldwin  had  half  promised  to  give  her,  and 
though  she  had  scorned  it  on  Sunday,  she  now  repented 
deeply  that  she  had  given  him  an  opportunity  to  carry  it 
elsewhere.  Yet  what  if  he  said  to  her,  "Thou  didst  not 
want  my  violets.  Some  one  else  received  them  with  thanks." 
Oh,  this  other !  Walpurg  Gronhagen,  the  high-born  young 
widow !  She  was  the  shadow  thrown  across  Ilsabe's  path. 
On  account  of  this  woman  he  had  left  his  own  church,  and 
without  doubt  had  carried  her  his  violets.  Would  he  come 
to-day  to  visit  her  who  was  now  anxiously  watching  for  him 
from  her  airy  chamber  under  the  roof?  "Never!  never!" 
chirped  the  swallows,  or  so  it  seemed  to  her. 

Troubled,  questioning  thoughts  arose  in  her  mind  as  to 
how  she,  in  her  quiet  simplicity,  could  compare  with  the 
vivacious  and  charming  Walpurg.  Dwelling  upon  the 
widow's  attractions,  she  had  to  allow  that  she  was  young  and 
beautiful,  and  still  of  a  slender  figure  ;  yet  she,  Ilsabe,  was 
taller  and  more  stately,  and  the  roses  bloomed  on  her  cheeks 
as  they  surely  did  not  on  Walpurg's  swarthy  skin,  which, 
with  her  luxuriant  dark  hair  and  black  eyebrows,  had  a 
foreign  look.  But  when  she  smiled,  with  those  full  red  lips 
and  dark  eyes,  oh,  then  she  was  beautiful !  Ilsabe  could 
never  smile  like  that ;  neither  were  her  movements  so  wil- 
lowy and  graceful.  Yet  Walpurg  did  not  compare  altogether 
favorably  with  the  fair  and  youthful  Ilsabe,  notwithstanding 
her  riper  charms.  What  did  Baldwin  think  when  he  com- 
pared them  with  one  another  ?  To  which  of  the  two  did  he 
give  the  preference  ?  Which  —  which  one  did  he  love  ?  Ah  ! 
who  knows?  "  Swallows,  swallows,  do  ye  know?" 

So  pondered  the  lonely  maiden.  The  swallows  wheeled 
past  the  window,  and  balanced  themselves  in  the  balmy  air. 
A  whole  flock  suddenly  whirred  by,  and  their  shrill  notes 
seemed  to  say,  "See!  see!"  Ilsabe  looked  down,  and, 
"See  !  see  !  "  there  he  came  up  the  street,  with  something  in 
his  hand,  which  she  could  not  clearly  discern,  but  which 
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surely  must  be  a  bunch  of  violets.  She  leaned  far  out,  and 
saw  him  enter  the  house  without  looking  up.  She  quickly 
rose  from  her  seat,  and  would  have  hastened  down,  but 
hesitated,  knowing  that  she  would  thus  betray  herself,  and 
that  he  would  discover  that  she  had  been  watching  and 
waiting  for  him.  They  surely  would  call  her,  but  she  heard 
nothing.  Impatiently  she  listened,  but  no  one  came.  On 
tiptoe  she  glided  to  the  door,  pressed  her  ear  against  it,  but 
nothing  moved.  Yet  she  had  distinctly  seen  him  enter  the 
house.  Might  he  have  merely  given  a  message,  in  passing, 
to  Gilbert  or  her  father,  and  then  gone  on  his  way?  With- 
out greeting  her?  That  was  impossible;  and  had  she  not 
seen  the  violets  in  his  hand  ? 

A  long,  long  time  had  passed,  it  seemed  to  her.  Could 
she  not  go  down  now,  quite  slowly,  perhaps  singing,  and 
enter  the  living-room  as  if  by  chance,  and  surprised  to  find 
a  guest  there  ?  She  smoothed  her  hair,  arranged  the  folds 
of  her  gown,  and  laid  her  hand  on  the  latch,  —  there,  listen  ! 
—  some  one  comes  !  —  tramp,  tramp  !  —  the  steps  sound 
nearer  and  nearer.  Swiftly  she  returns  to  her  seat,  takes 
up  her  needle-work,  and,  entirely  absorbed,  she  neither  hears 
nor  sees.  But  how  the  blood  mantles  her  cheeks !  Who 
can  it  be?  Not  he —  ?  The  door  opened,  and  Lutke  stuck 
his  head  in.  "  Some  one  is  below,  and  wishes  to  speak  to 
thee,  Ilsabe." 

"Tome?     Oh,  who?" 

"  I  will  not  tell  thee.     Come  !  " 

"  Tell  me,  I  pray  thee  ;  otherwise  I  will  not  come." 

"  As  thou  wilt.    Remain  here  ;  I  have  given  my  message." 

Away  he  went,  the  rogue,  and  now  this  was  the  result  of 
her  dissimulation.  Now  she  could  n't  go  down.  What  was 
she  to  do?  Quickly  she  runs  after  him.  "Lutke!  Lulke  ! 
One  word ! " 

"Well?" 

"  Who  is  it,  then  ?     Is  it  —  Cousin  Immecke  ?  " 

"  No  !  "  came  from  below. 

"  Well,  I  will  come  ;  say  I  come  quickly,"  she  called,  with 
trembling  voice.  "  Lutke,  stay  !  "  She  descended  with  a 
beating  heart,  but  before  the  door  of  the  living  room  she 
checked  her  steps  for  a  moment.  Should  she  go  in,  or  not? 
Should  she  not  rather  send  word  to  the  flatterer  that  she 
cared  not  for  his  flowers,  and  that  he  might  take  them  to  the 
other  friend?  That  would  be  what  he  properly  merited. 
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Yet  in  that  way  she  would  betray  jealousy,  and  only  lovers 
are  jealous.  Should  she  suffer  him  to  see  her  love?  Never  ! 
It  were  better  to  treat  him  coolly,  accept  his  nosegay 
reluctantly,  then  lay  it  quietly  aside,  and  leave  the  room 
again  shortl}'.  Yes,  that  is  what  she  would  do.  So  with 
fluttering  heart  she  opened  the  door. 

'l  Ah,  is  it  thon,  Baldwin?" 

That  sounded  very  well,  so  far. 

He  stepped  up  to  her,  and  offered  his  violets.  "All  I 
could  gather  yesterday  and  to-day.  I  could  not  bring  thee 
owe,  and  waited  till  more  should  bloom." 

Had  she  only  not  looked  at  him  !  For  before  those  plead- 
ing eyes,  that  begged  so  earnestly  for  forgiveness,  vanished 
in  a  moment  all  the  coldness  she  had  intended  to  show  him. 
Eagerly  she  took  the  flowers,  and  inhaled  their  perfume ;  but 
the  bunch  was  too  small  to  conceal  her  blushes. 

"Ah,  how  sweet!"  she  murmured.  "I  thank  thee 
kindly." 

Why  did  the  others  say  nothing,  Gilbert  and  the  mother, 
who  were  there,  likewise?  Why  must  she  alone  carry  on 
the  conversation?  The  conversation  !  Alas,  no  one  spoke  a 
word,  and  she  knew  not  how  to  begin,  or  what  she  should  say. 

Presently  the  mother  said,  "Take  a  seat,  Baldwin"; 
whereupon  Gilbert  began  to  laugh.  The  talk,  made  up  of 
disconnected  remarks,  was  somewhat  forced.  Ilsabe  was 
ill  at  ease,  and  had  to  exert  much  self-control.  She  scru- 
tinized Baldwin,  in  order,  if  possible,  to  probe  his  inmost 
thoughts.  And  in  this  the  mother  helped  her.  Not  with 
the  solicitude  of  an  expectant  mother-in-law,  but  she 
watched  the  young  man  closely,  without  his  observing  it. 
Baldwin  was  lively,  as  usual,  and  took  the  most  active  part 
in  the  conversation,  but  there  was  something  strange  about 
him.  Either  his  conscience  was  not  at  ease  as  regards 
Ilsabe,  or  the  presence  of  her  mother  constrained  him.  So, 
at  least,  Gilbert  thought,  and  sought  to  aid  his  friend  and 
sister  by  enticing  his  mother  out  of  the  room,  that  undis- 
turbed they  might  make  up  their  little  difference.  He  said, 
therefore, — 

"  Ilsabe,  thou  must  put  the  nosegay  in  water,  in  a  pretty 
glass  ;  the  dark-blue  would  look  best  in  the  yellow  Bohemian 
glass,  the  councillor's  gift.  Thou  hast  it  in  thy  press,  dear 
mother"  ;  and  he  said  to  himself,  "  I  hope  thoa  wilt  get  it, 
and  fill  it  with  water,  and  take  thy  time  !  " 
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"  Thou  art  right,  Gilbert,"  said  his  mother,  who  very  well 
understood  the  unspoken  words.  "  Thou  canst  bring  it 
thyself.  Here  are  the  keys." 

"  Directly,  mother,"  replied  Gilbert,  with  an  abashed 
laugh,  disconcerted  that  his  plot  had  failed,  and  that  the 
mother  had  perchance  seen  through  it.  But  Mistress 
Johanna  would  willingly  herself  have  been  left  alone  with 
Baldwin  ;  it  might  well  be  that  he  had  something  he  wished 
to  reveal  to  her  in  confidence.  As  for  Gilbert,  he  would  not 
stir  unless  his  mother  went  with  him.  He  let  the  others 
talk,  and  tried  to  bethink  himself  of  some  better  device. 
Before  one  occurred  to  him,  he  saw  Master  Heinrich  Viskule 
approaching  the  cooper's  house.  It  seemed  to  him  highly 
doubtful  whether  the  councillor  would  be  pleased  to  find  his 
son  here,  or  whether  Baldwin  would  like  to  be  so  found. 
It  appeared  to  him  safer  to  prevent  the  meeting  if  he  could,  — 
but  how?  "  What  heavy  responsibilities  a  poor  journeyman 
cooper  has  sometimes  to  carry  upon  his  broad  shoulders  !  " 
he  sighed  to  himself. 

A  visit  from  the  councillor  to  the  master  cooper  was  not 
unusual,  and  oftentimes  the  two  old  friends  would  converse 
in  the  workshop,  if  the  noise  was  not  too  great.  They 
would  sit  opposite  each  other  upon  a  work  bench,  and  talk 
together  by  the  hour. 

Gilbert  had  no  good  reason  to  give  to  himself  why  the 
Viskules,  father  and  son,  should  not  meet  here,  for  Baldwin 
was  at  liberty  to  devote  his  afternoons  to  work  or  pleasure, 
as  he  chose.  Notwithstanding  this,  Gilbert  went  out  and 
stood  in  the  cleared  passageway  leading  from  the  house 
door  to  the  living-room,  so  immovably  that  Master  Viskule 
would  not  think  of  passing  him,  but  would  take  a  seat  upon 
the  nearest  and  cleanest  work-bench.  This  device  was 
successful,  and  thus  his  object  was  attained. 

Master  Gotthard  received  his  guest  with  the  respectful 
familiarity  with  which  a  modest  man  treats  a  friend  who  is 
his  superior  in  position  or  talent.  The  councillor  never 
accepted  this  respectful  attention  as  his  due,  but  appeared 
not  to  observe  it,  and  greeted  the  cooper  with  the  heartiest 
friendship.  As  his  slender,  white  hand  was  swallowed  up 
in  Gotthaid's  warm  grasp,  and  he  looked  up  at  his  Herculean 
friend,  one  could  readily  see  how  much  each  valued  in  the 
other.  The  sons  likewise  bowed  to  the  councillor,  who  re- 
sponded politely  to  their  salutations,  —  Gilbert  never  moving 
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from  his  place,  —  and  then  seated  himself  upon  a  work-bench 
which  the  crafty  young  man  had  very  conveniently  placed 
there  for  his  accommodation.  He  then  began,  with  assumed 
severity,  — 

44  On  what  account,  Gottfaard,  dost  think  I  have  come?" 

"I  trust  for  the  same  purpose  that  thou  often  comest," 
said  Master  Gotthard,  "  for  friendly  intercourse." 

41  For  no  friendly  intercourse,"  cried  Master  Viskule.  "  I 
come  as  thy  official  head  to  arraign  the  guild  master  who 
ought  to  set  a  better  example  to  his  fellow-laborers,  in  the 
act  of  infringing  the  laws.  Do  not  look  so  innocent,"  he 
continued,  as  the  master  stared  at  him  wonderingly ;  "the 
inspector  Sengstake  has  complained  to  me  that  thou  workest 
with  three  journeymen,  against  the  rules  of  the  guild.  There 
he  stands,  the  sinner." 

He  pointed  to  Gilbert,  who  looked  more  amazed  than  any 
of  them.  But  Master  Viskule  could  no  longer  contain  him- 
self, and  broke  out  into  laughter,  in  which  Gotthard  Henne- 
berg  and  the  four  young  men  presently  joined.  It  was  as  if 
the  workshop  laughed,  for  the  empty  casks  resounded  with 
hollow  merriment.  There  was  much  mirth,  and  Master 
Viskule  was  the  most  mirthful  of  them  all,  for  had  he  not 
succeeded  in  frightening  the  honorable  guild  master  for  a 
moment  with  the  terrors  of  the  law  ? 

And  what  Gilbert's  manoeuvring  failed  to  do,  this  noisy 
laughter  did,  for  it  brought  Mistress  Johanna  out  of  the 
living-room  to  discover  its  cause,  at  last  leaving  Ilsabe  and 
Baldwin  alone.  Seeing  the  councillor,  she  advanced  to 
greet  him,  setting  aside  Gilbert,  who  stood  like  a  sentinel 
before  the  door,  and  invited  Master  Viskule  courteously  to 
enter  the  living-room;  adding,  "Thy  son  Baldwin  is  also 
here." 

"  Baldwin  here  !  "  exclaimed  the  councillor,  and  followed 
Gotthard  and  his  wife  and  Gilbert  into  the  living-room. 

Arnold  followed  them  with  a  searching  look,  and  stood  for 
some  time  lost  in  thought  before  his  tun,  hammer  in  one 
hand  and  hoop  in  the  other.  Lutke  watched  him  for  a  while, 
and  then,  gliding  up  to  him  suddenly  cried  out,  "Wake 
up,  Arnold !  the  clock  strikes  four ! "  At  this,  Arnold 
aroused  himself,  threw  at  Lutke,  who  had  already  quickly 
retreated,  a  glance  of  annoyance,  and  silently  went  on  with 
his  work. 

"Good  day,  fair  child,"  said   Master  Viskule,   and   ex- 
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tended  his  hand  to  Ilsabe.  "And  Baldwin  also  here!  I 
thought  thou  wert  at  the  merchant's  house." 

'•I  am  going  there,  father,"  said  Baldwin,  a  little  em- 
barrassed. "  I  had  something  to  leave  here." 

"  Was  it  accepted?"  smilingly  inquired  the  father. 

"With  many  thanks,"  an  1  Ilsabe  courtesied,  pointing  to 
the  little  nosegay,  which  she  had  not  laid  aside,  after  all, 
but  thrust  in  her  bodice. 

"What  was  it?"  asked  her  old  friend,  roguishly,  "the 
beautiful  ring  on  thy  finger?" 

Ilsabe  blushed  deeply,  and  did  not  dare  to  look  at  Bald- 
win, who  might  not  relish  this  jest  of  his  fun-loving  father. 

Mistress  Johanna,  on  the  other  hand,  saw  in  it  a  good 
omen,  and  answered,  directly,  — 

"No,  the  violets,  Master  Councillor.  The  ring  was  pre- 
sented to  her  by  Hans  Laffert." 

"  He  fairly  forced  me  to  take  it  for  her,"  said  Gotthard, 
"because  I  —  well,  because  I  stood  up  for  the  council  once 
again  in  its  time  of  need." 

"  I  know  it;  I  know  all,"  answered  Viskule ;  "and  that 
is  why  I  am  here,  —  to  thank  thee." 

"  It  will  not  be  the  last  time  I  shall  do  it,  Heinrich,"  said 
Henneberg  ;  "  and  in  the  beer-cellar  it  is  not  dangerous,  but 
it  would  be  different  in  the  market-place." 

"  We  may  come  to  it,  Gotthard,"  the  councillor  responded. 

Baldwin  rose  to  take  leave.  "I  must  go  now  to  the 
merchant's  house,"  said  he. 

"  It  is  too  late  for  that,"  interposed  his  father. 

"  Then  I  will  go  and  gather  some  violets  for  dear  Cousin 
Barbara." 

He  stood  in  the  open  doorway,  and  albeit  the  words  were 
not  heard  in  the  workshop,  the  laughter  was,  and  Arnold  said 
to  himself,  "Ah  !  they  are  happy." 

Gilbert  left  the  house  with  Baldwin,  and  Ilsabe  went  back 
to  her  swallows'  nest,  not  any  wiser  than  when  she  came 
down. 

Baldwin  had  brought  her  the  violets,  all  that  he  had  gath- 
ered yesterday  and  to-day,  so  he  said.  But  there  were  only 
a  few,  and  yesterday  the  weather  was  spring  like.  Had  he 
indeed  brought  them  all  to  her,  only  to  her  ?  That  she  would 
like  to  know  for  a  certainty.  She  would  far  rather  have 
none  at  all  than  half.  To  share  Baldwin's  violets  with  that 
woman  would  be  like  sharing  his  heart  with  her,  and  that 
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was  a  harrowing  thought.  She  looked  at  Hans  Laffert's 
costly  gift,  which  the  councillor  had  feigned  to  believe  came 
from  Baldwin.  What  message  did  Hans  Laffert  send  to  her 
with  the  ring?  She  should  wear  it  "  in  remembrance  of  him 
till  she  gave  it  to  her  nearest  and  dearest."  Ah  !  would  she 
not  wear  it  for  a  long  while,  as  a  memento  only  of  her  good 
old  friend  ? 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

HEINRICH  VISKULE  now  found  himself  alone  with  Master 
and  Mistress  Henneberg,  and  the  latter,  seeing  that  he  evi- 
dently had  something  important  to  communicate,  arose,  say- 
ing, "  Thou  hast  somewhat  to  impart  to  Gotthard  in  private  ; 
I  will  retire." 

"No,  Johanna,  stay,"  replied  the  councillor,  gently  con- 
straining her  to  remain.  "If  thou  wert  not  already  in  the 
room  I  would  request  thee  to  come,  to  hear  what  I  shall  sa}r 
to  our  dear  salt  master."  Then  turning  toward  him,  he 
moved  his  lips  before  lie  spoke,  as  if  feeling  for  words,  in 
his  own  peculiar  fashion:  "It  is  nothing  new,  Gotthard. 
Others  have  spoken  1o  thee  before  of  what  I  come  to-day, 
as  thy  oldest  friend,  to  ask  a  great  favor,  which  not  alone  I, 
but  also  many  others,  desire.  Thou  knowest  to  what  I  refer. 
In  short,  Gotthard,  come  into  the  council." 

u  The  same  old  song,"  the  cooper  said,  with  wrinkled  brow. 
"  Now  thou  hast  chimed  in,  and  yet  thou  knowest  my  reasons 
for  refusing." 

"  I,  at  least,  have  always  understood  and  respected  thy 
reasons,"  said  Viskule,  "  but  to-day  the  case  is  different. 
Our  duty  toward  our  town,  at  present,  ought  to  be  foremost. 
The  burghers  and  artisans  cannot  accuse  us  of  dishonesty, 
but  they  do  not  altogether  trust  us,  and  the}'  desire  a  voice 
in  the  government  in  these  troublous  times." 

"And  if  they  do  not  trust  ye,  whose  fault  is  it?"  broke 
in  Master  Gotthard.  "  When  ye  depart  from  the  truth,  and 
spread  the  rumor  that  ye  have  won  in  the  contest  with  the 
church,  and  later  it  is  discovered  that  every  word  of  the 
story  is  false,  do  ye  then  expect  the  burghers  to  trust  ye?  " 

"  I  voted  against  this  deception,  and  wished  to  make  our 
situation  clear,  with  the  others'  permission  ;  but  I  could  not 
prevail,"  said  the  councillor. 

"  Glad  am  I  to  know  this,  and  indeed  I  had  already  believed 
it  of  thee,"  answered  Master  Henneberg  ;  "  therefore,  I  will 
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spare  thee  the  reproaches  that  the  artisans,  not  without 
justice,  heap  upon  the  council.  Many  go  too  far  in  their 
demands,  and  on  Sunday  I  defended  ye  as  well  as  I  could. 
But  if  I  should  once  speak  openly  before  the  honorable 
council,  ye  would  hear  things  which  ye  would  find  it  hard  to 
gainsay." 

"  Speak  out,  Gotthard,  as  thou  hast  done  to  me  many  a 
time.  I  know  how  thou  ever  meanest  it,  and  as  far  as  in  me 
lies,  I  will  help  thee  to  bring  about  a  change  for  the  better." 

"  Thou  alone,  with  the  best  will  in  the  world,  canst  alter 
nothing.  Thy  associates  have  ruined  their  own  cause,  for 
the  burghers  feel  themselves  defrauded  of  their  rights  and 
their  honor." 

"  Alas,  I  must  agree  with  thee  ;  but  if  thou  wouldst  sit 
with  us,  they  would  know  there  was  one  in  the  Town  House 
to  maintain  their  rights,  and  who  would  favorably  receive 
their  petitions  and  complaints.  They  would  be  more  loyal 
to  the  council,  and  would  more  cheerfully  concur  in  its 
decisions,  if  they  were  thy  decisions  as  well." 

"If  ye  elect  me  simply  as  a  master  cooper,  which  I  am, 
and  will  ever  remain,  I  assent,  and  not  otherwise,"  said  Mas- 
ter Gotthard,  with  a  sweep  of  his  hand. 

"  That  cannot  be,  as  thou  knowest,"  the  councillor  re- 
joined;  "many  of  the  citizens,  in  fact  all  of  them,  would 
then  feel  as  if  they  might  occupy  our  seats.  We  want  thee, 
Gotthard  Henneberg,  thee  alone.  The  hearts  and  hands  of 
thousands  are  at  thy  bidding ;  they  would  follow  wherever 
thou  shouldst  lead,  regardless  of  the  council.  They  would 
believe  thee,  if  thou  shouldst  tell  them,  that  two  and  two 
made  five ;  for  love  of  thee  they  would  sleep  in  armor,  and 
defend  the  walls  of  the  town,  as  long  as  thou  shouldst  require 
it  of  them.  Think  of  the  conflict  which  is  before  us, 
Gotthard,  and  join  the  council." 

"Thou  overstatest  the  case,  dear  friend,  from  friendship 
for  me,"  said  Henneberg.  "  I  have  foes  in  the  town,  as  well 
as  the  council ;  mayhap  not  quite  so  many,"  he  added,  with  a 
smile  ;  "  but  if  thou  really  believest  that  I  have  so  much 
power,  let  me  abide  as  I  am.  If  I  have  the  burghers  behind 
me,  thou  knowest  that  I  will  never  lead  them  against  the 
council.  Now  I  am  their  equal,  and  could  be  their  captain, 
if  I  should  call  them  to  take  up  arms ;  but  as  councillor  I 
should  have  no  more  influence  over  them  than  one  of  ye. 
They  would  blame  me,  as  ambitious  and  disloyal,  if  I  were  to 
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lay  down  my  cooper's  tools  to  enter  the  council,  and  my 
influence  over  them,  great  or  little,  would  vanish.  Be  assured, 
Heinrich,  I  can  serve  the  council  and  the  town  best  in  the 
place  where  I  am  now." 

4 '  It  is  not  as  a  favor  to  thee  that  thou  wouldst  be  admitted 
into  the  council,  and  thou  needest  not  subscribe  to  every- 
thing which  is  brought  up  there.  It  is  on  account  of  thy 
good  faith  and  insight  that  thou  hast  received  this  summons, 
and  nothing  should  hinder  thee  from  obeying  it  but  necessity. 
Thy  son  Arnold  is  old  enough.  Give  him  the  workshop ; 
thou  wilt  do  it  sooner  or  later ;  why  not  now  ?  Now  is  the 
time  ;  now  there  is  need  of  a  true  man.  Once  more,  Gott- 
hard,  come  into -the  council !  " 

Gotthard  Henneberg  sat  by  the  table  in  silence  for  a 
moment,  then  striking  it  with  his  flattened  hand,  he  pro- 
nounced a  decided  final  "  No  !  "  and  stood  up. 

Mistress  Johanna  had  not  interposed  one  word,  nor  asked 
any  questions,  but  she  listened  with  pride  to  the  councillor's 
persuasive  words,  and  to  his  praise  of  her  husband. 

For  Heinrich  Viskule  had  not  spoken  with  his  usual  well- 
bred  reserve,  but  had  fulfilled  his  mission  eagerly,  even  with 
intensity.  Upon  the  utterance  of  the  cooper's  firm  "No," 
he  threw  a  troubled  look  at  Johanna,  who  now  said,  — 

"Thou  knowest  what  he  is,  Master  Viskule  ;  no  one  on 
earth  can  ever  move  him.  He  cannot  be  prevailed  upon  to 
act  contrary  to  his  own  judgment.  Therefore,  leave  him  to 
himself  for  the  present ;  he  must  have  time  to  ponder  it." 

"That  have  I  done  already,"  and  Gotthard  came  nearer, 
and  laid  his  brawny  hand  on  his  friend's  shoulder.  u  The 
time  will  come,  Heinrich,  when  thou  wilt  thank  me  for  hav- 
ing remained  true  to  my  convictions  to-day.  I  have  a  pre- 
sentiment that  work  is  in  store  for  me  which,  perchance,  as 
a  master  cooper  I  can  do,  but  never  as  a  councillor.  When 
the  hour  comes,  then  comes  the  man.  Gotthard  Henneberg 
will  not  fail  ye  ;  there  is  my  hand  upon  it." 

"I  am  sure  of  thee,  without  word  or  hand,"  answered 
the  councillor,  at  the  same  time  grasping  the  proffered  hand. 
44  Mayst  thou  never  regret  to-day's  decision." 

44 1  fear  it  not."  And  the  cooper  followed  his  guest  to  the 
hall,  after  a  friendly  farewell  from  the  latter  to  Mistress 
Johanna.  At  the  house  door  they  clasped  one  another's 
hands  again  so  warmly  that  they  seemed  to  be  renewing  once 
again  the  old  bonds  of  friendship. 
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Arnold  observed  it,  and  thought  to  himself,  "They  are 
sealing  a  compact.  Now  is  the  time  ;  to-day  or  never." 

Master  Gotthard  returned  to  his  wife  in  the  living-room. 
She  came  to  meet  him,  saying,  "  Gotthard,  thou  knowest 
that  I  respect  thy  opinions,  and  always  have  respected  them, 
even  when  I  differ  from  thee.  I  will  therefore  not  press  thee 
now,  but  beg  thee  not  to  reject  Viskule's  proposal  without 
weighty  reflection.  It  appears  to  be  not  his  wish  alone,  but 
that  of  the  other  councillors,  who  know  thy  power  in  the 
city,  and  who  wish  to  make  thee  their  equal.  Would  it  not 
be  for  our  children's  welfare  to  have  thee  in  the  council  ?  " 

Master  Gotthard  looked  straight  in  Johanna's  eyes,  shook 
his  forefinger  at  her  laughingly,  and  repeated,  "Mistress 
Councillor  Henneberg  !  Mistress  Councillor  Henneberg  !  " 

A  becoming  blush  rose  to  the  face  of  the  comely  dame. 
She  turned  away  as  if  ruffled,  but  must  needs  smile,  as  she 
heard  behind  her  her  husband's  laughter. 

Arnold  now  entered.  He  had  laid  aside  his  apron,  threw 
an  uneasy,  scrutinizing  glance  at  his  father  and  mother,  and 
began,  in  a  voice  which  vibrated  slightly  with  excitement, 
"Father,  is  it  agreeable  to  thee  to  speak  a  few  words  with 
me?" 

The  master  nodded  assent  in  mute  surprise. 

"  Father,"  said  Arnold,  "if  I  am  not  deceived,  thou  hast 
to-day  settled  something  with  Master  Viskule,  which  may 
affect  me  likewise." 

"I  know  not  how,"  replied  his  father,  who  felt  as  if  he 
were  being  catechised  by  his  own  son. 

"Well,  as  thou  wilt,  father,"  said  Arnold,  somewhat  hurt 
at  his  father's  apparent  want  of  confidence  in  him;  "  if  I 
must  not  know  it  yet,  we  will  not  speak  of  it,  but  perhaps  I 
may  be  allowed  to  talk  of  what  concerns  me  alone." 

Something  in  Arnold's  tone  grated  on  the  father's  ear,  and 
sounded  like  a  challenge,  though  this  was  far  enough  from 
his  son's  thought.  Master  Gotthard's  relations  with  his 
eldest  son  were  not  as  pleasant  as  with  his  other  children, 
for  Arnold  was  not  always  willing  to  conform  to  his  father's 
wishes,  and  frequently  contradicted  him.  "  Father,"  he  went 
on,  "I  now  understand  my  handicraft,  as  I  have  learnt  it 
from  thee  and  other  honorable  masters  in  other  cities,  and 
now  —  I  think  it  is  time  that  I  —  in  a  word,  father,  I  should 
like  to  become  a  master  myself." 

"Thou  become  a  master !"  repeated  Gotthard,  "and 
then  —  ?" 
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u  And  then  I  should  like  to  wed,  and  have  a  home  of  my 
own." 

"  Perhaps  with  Ursula  Dippold?" 

"  Yes,  father,  with  Ursula  Dippold." 

"  Do  I  hear  this  again  ?  "  crietl  the  master,  hotly.  "  Never  ! 
never  will  I  consent  to  it." 

"  Gotthard,"  interposed  Mistress  Johanna. 

"  Do  not  interfere." 

"  What  hast  thou  against  Ursula,  father?"  asked  Arnold. 

"  Thou  knowest ;  she  is  a  dishonorable  man's  daughter." 

"  But  she  herself  is  blameless.     She  is  a  good  maiden." 

"  The  bailiff  goes  too  frequently  to  the  house  of  the 
cooper." 

"  They  are  poor,  father,  and  thou  knowest  why.  But  he 
is  no  tinker ;  he  does  not  follow  any  dishonorable  calling. 
He  is  a  cooper  like  ourselves." 

"  And  used  false  measures." 

"He  atones  for  it  heavily,  and  Ursula  has  never  injured 
thee." 

41 1  shall  not  allow  her  to  do  so.  She  shall  never  be  my 
daughter.  Thou  must  wed  the  child  of  some  respected  mem- 
ber of  a  guild,  according  to  the  old  customs  and  usage  of 
our  craft." 

"  But  I  love  Ursula,  and  I  will  never  give  her  up,"  firmly 
answered  Arnold,  whose  heart  seemed  to  freeze  within  him 
at  his  father's  severe  and  cutting  tones. 

"In  defiance  of  my  prohibition,  which  thou  hast  heard 
more  than  once,  knowest  thou  not  that  I  know  of  thy  visits 
to  that  hussy  ;  how  thou  sneakest  there  after  the  Angelus  has 
rung,  and  helpest  them  with  their  work?  I  have  acted  as  if 
I  perceived  nothing,  thinking  that  I  must  have  patience  with 
thee  ;  but  I  see  I  must  use  my  authority  to  end  this  affair,  if 
thou  wilt  not  come  to  thy  senses." 

"  Father,"  again  pleaded  Arnold,  "be  just ;  don't  destroy 
my  happiness.  Thou  dost  not  know  Ursula  ;  she  is  a  good 
girl,  has  learned  how  to  work  and  to  save,  and  will  never 
disgrace  thee  as  a  daughter." 

"  Dost  thou  wish  to  have  the  townsfolk  point  their  fingers 
at  thee,  and  say,  '  That  is  the  son-in-law  of  the  outlawed 
cooper,  whom  Henneberg  pushed  out  of  the  guild  ;  and  he 
must  have  been  in  the  wrong,  for  now  he  lets  his  son  marry 
the  other's  daughter '  ?  Never,  I  say  ;  never  !  " 

"  Never,  sayest  thou,  father?    Dost  know  what  I  will  do, 
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then  ? "  cried  Arnold,  whose  feelings  now  got  the  better  of 
him.  "  I  will  leave  home,  and  take  Ursula  with  me,  without 
thy  blessing,  and  thou  shalt  never  see  me  again." 

"  Go  thy  way ;  but  if  thou  thinkest  thou  hast  outgrown 
my  authority,  thou  art  mightily  mistaken.  If  I  order,  thou 
obeyest." 

"  Old  dogs  are  hard  to  manage,  father." 

"  But  I  can  manage  thee.  Thou  wishest  to  be  master. 
Not  without  me.  Thou  wouldst  like  to  get  me  out  of  the 
workshop  ;  get  thy  inheritance  beforehand.  Dost  remember 
that  Gilbert  is  here  now,  and  that  there  are  hands  enougli  ? 
Thou  art  my  journeyman,  and  eatest  my  bread  ;  thou  canst 
give  me  warning,  and  go  as  far  as  thy  legs  will  carry  thee, 
but  thou  canst  never  become  a  master  without  my  consent. 
Besides,  hast  thou  money  of  thine  own  to  pay  the  master's 
tax,  to  buy  four  pounds  of  wax  tapers,  the  painted  window, 
the  armor,  and  the  funeral  pall?  Hast  thou  laid  up  anything 
since  thou  hast  become  a  journeyman?  Nothing,  nothing  at 
all.  Thinkest  thou  I  will  pay  for  all?  Not  even  for  the 
feast,  if  thou  weddest  Ursula  Dippold." 

';  I  tell  thee  that  I  will  not  give  up  Ursula,  father,  for  all 
the  guilds  and  guild  masters  in  the  world." 

"And  I  tell  thee  that  Ursula  thou  shalt  not  wed,  and  a 
master  thou  shalt  not  become,  without  my  consent ;  and  now 
thou  hast  thine  answer." 

4 'Father,  is  this  thy  last  word?"  Arnold  asked,  with 
agitation. 

4 'My  last,"  said  the  master,  and  turned  his  back  upon 
his  son. 

"  Then  I  must  help  myself.  An  opportunity  will  come, 
father,  and  though  it  comes  in  the  form  of  fighting  and 
bloodshed,  I  must  avail  of  it."  With  that  he  rushed  from 
the  room. 

When  he  was  gone,  Johanna  could  contain  herself  no 
longer.  She  spang  up,  wrung  her  hands,  and  cried  out,  — 

"  Gotthard,  Gotthard,  what  hast  thou  done  ?  Thou  drivest 
him  to  destruction.  Thou  wilt  see  it :  we  shall  lose  him,  and 
he  is  our  own.  I  know  him  ;  he  is  as  firm  as  thou.  He  will 
not  yield.  And  what  will  be  the  end  of  it?  " 

"  Shall  the  father  yield  to  the  son?"  muttered  the  master. 
"  I  will  not  have  among  my  kinsfolk  people  of  ill-repute. 
He  shall  not  wed  Ursula,  nor  become  a  master.  I  am  more 
determined  now  than  ever." 
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Mistress  Johanna  covered  her  face,  and  wept. 

44  It  is  a  year  since  I  forbade  the  youngster  to  go  to  the 
Dippolds,"  the  master  continued,  hotly.  "  He  has  not 
obeyed  me  ;  lie  dares  to  oppose  and  even  threaten  me." 
And  the  master  sat  down,  and  angrily  drummed  on  the  arms 
of  his  easy-chair. 

As  Ilsabe  descended  from  her  swallows'  nest,  she  met 
Arnold  upon  the  stairs,  dressed  as  if  he  were  going  out. 

"  Where  goest  thou?"  she  asked.  "  Is  thy  day's  work 
done?" 

4 'Where  am  I  going?"  returned  Arnold,  bitterly.  "To 
the  devil,  sister  !  " 

Thereupon  he  left  her,  deeply  shocked,  and  went  on  his 
way. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

IN  the  lion's  den  upon  the  Techt  everything  went  on  as 
usual.  Master  Daniel  was  not  much  at  home,  but  ran  about 
the  town  in  search  of  news,  which  he  brought  home  at  meal- 
times, as  dainty  morsels  for  gossiping  tongues  and  greedy 
ears.  Mistress  Gesche  sat  enthroned  in  her  high  seat  in  the 
window,  and  permitted  no  Luneburg  man,  woman,  or  child  to 
pass  without  some  biting  observation,  to  which  the  ever-ready 
Timmo  added  his  mustard  and  pepper,  while  Hans  made  up 
the  appropriate  faces.  By  degrees  Timmo  was  initiated 
into  all  the  family  affairs  of  the  townsfolk,  and  being  clever 
and  sportive,  and  always  agreeing  to  everything,  his  rela- 
tions with  the  shoemaker's  wife  became  continually  more 
friendly  and  confidential.  He  had  gradually  become  accus- 
tomed to  her  frightful  ugliness,  and  moi%  easily  to  the 
savory  morsels  which  she  every  now  and  then  pushed  toward 
him.  But  still  something  was  lacking.  The  journeyman 
had  been  many  weeks  in  Luneburg,  and  he  had  not  yet  found 
a  favorable  opportunity  for  one  of  those  mischievous  pranks 
which  would  set  half  the  town  in  an  uproar,  and  the  whole 
town  talking  about  it.  He,  however,  consoled  himself  with 
the  hope  that  his  festal  entrance  into  the  brotherhood  of 
journeymen  coopers  on  the  next  "  holiday  Monday"  would 
give  him  such  a  chance,  and  he  would  not  be  sorry  if,  at  the 
same  time,  he  could  play  a  trick  on  the  Hennebergs,  espe- 
cially on  the  father,  who  had  treated  him  so  curtly,  and  upon 
the  high  and  mighty  daughter. 

These  thoughts  occupied  him  on  the  very  afternoon  when, 
at  the  "  Golden  Egg,"  such  hard  words  were  being  spoken 
between  father  and  son.  He  suspected  not  how  near  he  was 
to  the  fulfilment  of  his  wishes,  till  Arnold,  who  had  never 
before  set  foot  in  the  lion's  den,  now  appeared  on  the 
threshold,  with  a  face  which  told  plainly  that  something 
had  happened,  and  which  might  furnish  grist  for  Timmo's 
mill. 
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"  Well !  well !  the  salt  master's  eldest  son  !  An  altogether 
unexpected  honor  for  us  poor  cobbler  folk  !  "  exclaimed  Mis- 
tress Gesche,  rising  from  her  seat  with  a  smile  which  nearly 
reached  from  one  ear  to  the  other. 

"  I  trust  there  is  no  harm  in  my  coming  unexpectedly, 
mistress,"  said  Arnold. 

"  Has  it  stopped  raining  roast  larks  for  thee?"  asked 
'Timmo.  "Thou  lookest  like  a  tanner  who  has  lost  his 
skin,"  added  the  wag. 

41  Canst  thou  come  with  me?  "  Arnold  inquired. 

"  Certainly,  this  moment." 

"  It  is  early  yet,"  remarked  Mistress  Gesche,  vexed  that 
she  should  lose  the  chance  of  discovering  the  cause  of  this 
noteworthy  visit.  But  Timmo  pressed  his  hand  upon  his 
heart  with  a  significant  look  which  silenced  her.  He  laid 
his  workN  aside,  and  prepared  to  go  out,  while  she  asked  with 
solicitude  after  the  health  of  Arnold's  family,  and  received 
from  him  only  short,  much  too  short,  answers.  Both  the 
journeymen  then  went  off  together,  and  left  the  mistress 
alone  with  Hans  and  her  ill-humor,  Hans  assuming  a  most 
woe-begone  expression. 

"  Thou  hast  a  face  like  a  three  days*  rain,"  scolded  Gesche. 

"  Didst  thou  not  see,  mistress,  how  Timmo  pressed  his 
hand  on  his  heart  ?  It  may  be  that  the  blood-worm  is  gnaw- 
ing him  again." 

'•  Now  they  will  go  to  Hombrok's  inn,  and  squander  their 
money  therej"  grumbled  the  mistress,  without  taking  any 
notice  of  the  blood-worm;  u  they  might  just  as  well  have 
had  a  can  of  beer  here." 

"  I  can  bring  one,  mistress,"  said  Hans. 

"For  whom?  For  thyself,  perhaps.  I  believe  thou  art 
not  in  thy  right  mind." 

"No,  no,  mistress;  for  thee,"  answered  Hans,  with  a 
broad  grin. 

"  Hast  thou  ever  seen  me  drink  save  at  meal-times?  " 

"  No,  mistress  ;  but  I  would  gladly  do  so,  it  is  always  such 
a  pleasant  sight.  Thou  takest  up  the  tankard  so  daintily, 
and  shuttest  thine  eyes  wThen  thou  swallowest,  laying  thy 
left  hand  on  thy  stomacher."  And  with  that,  Hans  mim- 
icked his  mistress  so  skilfully  that  she  did  not  know  whether 
to  laugh  or  to  storm. 

"Good-for-nothing  clown,  I  will  throw  something  at 
thee ! "  and  she  raised  her  arm.  Hans  swiftly  ducked  his 
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head,  and  squinted  at  her  with  wrinkled  brow,  like  an  ape, 
from  under  his  shaggy  locks.  The  mistress  thought  better 
of  it,  and  silence  reigned  in  the  workshop. 

Arnold  and  Timmo,  when  they  left  the  Techt,  instead  of 
going  toward  the  heart  of  the  town,  turned  their  steps  in  the 
direction  of  the  Chalk  Hill. 

"  Whither  art  thou  leading  me?"  asked  Timmo.  "Are 
we  not  going  to  have  a  tankard  of  Eimbecker?  " 

"  No,"  answered  Arnold  ;  "  I  must  go  where  I  can  breathe 
freely." 

As  they  walked  along  the  ramparts,  Arnold  unburdened 
his  mind,  and  related  to  his  friend  all  that  had  occurred  at 
home,  concluding  with  the  words,  "  Now  give  me  thy  advice 
and  assistance." 

"  That  is  too  absurd ! "  exclaimed  Timmo,  who  had 
already  formed  his  plans,  "that  thou,  a  master's  son,  should 
not  be  able  to  become  a  master  thyself,  and  wed  whom  thou 
wilt.  Listen,  brother  journeyman  !  This  is  an  affair  which 
concerns  not  only  thee,  but  all  of  us,  —  every  self-respecting 
journeyman  in  the  town.  We  must  fight  it  out  together, 
one  and  all." 

4 '  Thou  art  right ;  but  how  shall  we  begin  ? "  asked 
Arnold.  "If  we  were  only  all  united  !  " 

u  Oh,  we  will  all  unite  in  this  affair!"  cried  Timmo. 
"  Hast  thou  ever  found  a  satisfied  journeyman?  These  are 
two  of  the  points  on  which  the  masters  must  yield :  firstly, 
we  must  become  masters  when  we  please  ;  and  secondly,  we 
must  marry  whom  we  please.  And  there  are  still  other 
demands.  As  long  as  the  masters  can  be  made  to  give  in, 
we  will  ask  until  we  get  enough." 

"  But  if  they  will  not  yield?" 

"Then  we  will  decamp,  and  wander  about,  throwing  all 
the  blame  on  the  masters  and  bringing  the  town  into  ill- 
repute." 

"Dost  thou  believe  that  all  the  journeymen  will  join 
with  us?" 

"  They  must,  whether  they  wish  to  or  not,  or  they  will  get 
themselves  into  trouble.  In  less  than  ten  days  we  will  have 
a  secret  meeting." 

"  A  conspiracy  !  "  cried  Arnold,  frightened. 

"What  is  there  to  be  frightened  about?  I  am  not  the 
only  man  in  Liineburg  who  has  attended  secret  meetings. 
Let  me  manage  it ;  I  know  what  to  do.  The  first  thing  is  to 
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acquaint  all  the  journe3Tmen  with  the  appointed  time  and 
place.  Thou  wilt  see  that  they  will  all  come.  Let  me 
arrange  it." 

"  Thy  plan  is  a  brave  one,  if  it  succeeds." 

"  It  must  succeed  ;  it  cannot  fail  to  do  so.  We  could  not 
have  chosen  a  better  time.  In  the  great  struggle  of  the 
hour,  between  this  town  and  the  church,  the  important  ques- 
tion to  us  is,  What  side  are  the  crafts  and  guilds  going  to 
take — that  of  the  council,  or  that  of  the  prelates?  We 
journeymen  make  up  the  larger  number  of  the  artisans,  and 
we  are  needed.  If  the  masters  concede  to  our  wishes,  we  go 
with  them,  be  it  against  the  councillors  or  the  churchmen. 
If  they  do  not,  we  go  over  to  the  enemy.  Dost  thou  under- 
stand that?" 

"•  Surely,  surely,"  replied  Arnold,  thoughtfully  ;  "  but  how 
to  begin  ?"" 

"  That  is  why  it  is  necessary  to  go  to  persons  who  under- 
stand such  things,"  Timmo  said,  with  a  superior  air.  tc  I 
have  in  the  town  a  good  friend,  who  is  wise  and  bold,  and 
who  will  help  us,  as  he  is  in  a  measure  indebted  to  me. 
Thou  knowest  him,  surely.  It  is  Master  Jleinrich  Sengstake." 

"  Sengstake  !  "  ejaculated  Arnold.  u  Is  he  thy  friend? 
Is  he  indebted  to  thee  ?  " 

"  Hush,  not  so  loud  !  "  whispered  Timmo,  looking  around, 
warily.  "  One  good  turn  deserves  another.  My  master, 
Daniel  Sporken,  runs  about  the  town,  hears  everything,  and 
he  tells  us  everything,  and  I  repeat  it  to  Sengstake,  who 
likes  to  know  which  way  the  wind  blows  :  how  the  burghers 
and  artisans  feel  about  the  council,  what  this  one  or  that 
one  thinks,  what  to  expect  from  this  one  or  that  one.  Thou 
understandest  me,  dost  thou  not,  brother  journeyman?" 

"  Fully,"  Arnold  answered. 

u  Thou  seest,  he  is  our  man.  He  knows  the  rules  and 
charters  of  guilds  in  other  towns,  and  will  give  us  wise 
counsel  as  to  our  demands  upon  the  masters.  Come,  let  us 
seek  him.  If  any  one  can  help  thee  in  this  matter,  it  is  he." 

Arnold  hesitated,  remembering  the  scene  with  Sengstake 
in  his  father's  house.  "I  fear  he  will  receive  me  ill,"  said 
he,  "  for  when  he  last  had  occasion  to  inspect  our  workshop, 
he  went  aw:>y  in  an  ill  humor." 

"Make  thy  peace  with  him!  If  I  bring  thee,  he  will 
receive  thee  well ;  and  besides,  thou  dost  not  come  as  thy 
father's  deputy." 
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Arnold  consented,  and  they  set  out  in  the  gathering  dark- 
ness to  Sengstake's  house  on  the  Saude,  considering  by  the 
way  how  best  to  represent  their  case  to  him. 

Heinrich  Sengstake  sat  writing  alone  in  a  simply  furnished 
room,  and  with  difficulty  could  believe  his  own  eyes  when  the 
son  of  the  salt  master,  his  detested  enemy,  entered.  But  he 
quickly  saw  that,  coming  with  Timmo,  his  confidential  tale- 
bearer, it  could  not  be  as  a  foe  he  came ,  but  as  one  wanting 
help. 

He  advanced  to  meet  them  with  friendliness,  as  though 
the  recollection  of  the  unpleasant  scene  in  the  cooper's  house 
had  banished  completely. 

Arnold  was  embarrassed,  and  was  about  to  begin  an 
explanation  when  Timmo  cut  him  short,  and  related  at 
length  the  cause  of  their  visit.  Sengstake  listened  in  mute 
attention,  like  a  watchful  bird  of  prey,  his  thin  lips  com- 
pressed, and  his  sallow  face,  with  the  sharp  gray  eyes  and 
slightly  hooked  nose,  turned  immovably  toward  the  speaker. 
He  coolly  waited  till  Timmo  had  finished,  but  meanwhile  his 
own  plans  were  ripening  in  his  mind. 

To  Arnold  he  was  perfectly  indifferent,  but  he  wished  the 
salt  master  every  ill  he  could  think  of,  and  particularly 
rejoiced  in  his  quarrel  with  his  son.  He  welcomed  Timmo's 
purpose  to  use  this  disagreement  as  the  beginning  of  a  gen- 
eral uprising  among  the  journeymen  against  their  masters,  if 
the  latter  did  not  immediately  grant  their  requests,  which 
was  altogether  out  of  the  question.  More  than  once  the 
bold  idea  had  occurred  to  Sengstake  of  dividing  the  masters 
and  journeymen,  by  stirring  up  strife  between  them,  and 
using  sometimes  the  one,  sometimes  the  other,  for  his  own 
ends. 

Hitherto,  he  had  found  no  sufficient  cause  for  setting  the 
masters  and  journeymen  against  one  another,  but  now  it  had 
come  to  him,  and  he  could  have  laughed  aloud  with  satis- 
faction. Now  he  need  only  fan  the  flames,  taking  care  not 
to  burn  his  own  fingers. 

"  My  dear  young  friends,"  he  began,  calmly,  "  I  thank  ye 
for  the  confidence  ye  repose  in  me,  and  ye  shall  not  be  dis- 
appointed. I  will  assist  ye  to  the  utmost  of  my  power.  I 
perceive  that  the  demands  which  ye  make  are  not  unjust,  and 
as  far  as  I  can  remember,  according  to  the  ancient  charters, 
these  privileges  were  enjoined  by  the  journeymen  in  olden 
tunes,  but  were  taken  away  either  by  the  council  or  the  mas- 
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ters,  which  I  cannot,  at  this  moment,  say  with  certaint}*. 
I  should  advise  ye  not  to  conceal  these  proposed  meetings 
from  the  masters,  were  not  such  strictly  prohibited,  without 
their  presence,  tinder  the  circumstances,  nothing  remains 
but  to  meet  in  secret.  But  that  everything  should  go 
smoothly,  and  that  ye  should  not  be  carried  away  by  youth- 
ful impetuosity,  it  is  necessary  that  an  older  and  more  expe- 
rienced man  should  assist  ye  ;  and  as  ye  have  confided  in  me, 
I  am  willing  to  take  part  in  these  conferences.  But,"  he 
added,  as  he  saw  their  eyes  brighten,  "  under  these  condi- 
tions :  that  my  participation  in  this  affair  shall  be  always  kept 
a  secret,  and  that  ye  conform  to  my  suggestions  and  obey 
me  implicitly,  till  the  time  is  ripe  for  a  public  appeal  to  the 
masters.  Now  inform  the  others  of  these  conditions,  and  if 
ye  can  answer  for  the  obedience  and  good  faith  of  all  the 
journeymen,  I  will  be  their  friend  and  leader." 

44 1  gladly  subscribe  to  them,"  cried  Arnold,  and  gave  the 
crafty  Sengstake  his  hand,  by  way  of  sealing  the  compact. 

"  Nothing  is  easier,"  said  Timmo.  "And  now,  as  regards 
our  different  demands  —  " 

"Stop,"  interrupted  Sengstake;  "one  discusses  these 
matters  better  over  a  good  draught  of  wine.  I  invite  ye  to 
take  a  glass  with  me,  in  the  council's  cellar.  We  will  be 
undisturbed  at  this  hour,  and  can  speak  in  privacy.  Ye  will 
come  with  me  ?  " 

They  accepted  the  invitation,  charmed  with  Sengstake's 
obliging  and  agreeable  manners,  and  he  added,  — 

"If  it  suits  ye,  we  will  ask  my  trusty  friend,  Master  Hans 
Dalenborg,  to  accompany  us ;  he  is  versed  in  these  affairs, 
and  is  an  excellent  companion."  The  two  journeymen  made 
no  objection,  and  they  set  out  with  their  host  to  invite  Master 
Dalenborg  to  the  conference  in  the  wine-cellar,  there  to  con- 
clude and  cement  the  alliance. 

When  Baldwin  Viskule  left  the  cooper's  house,  soon  after 
his  father's  arrival  there,  Gilbert  went  with  him  and  remained 
with  his  friend  for  the  rest  of  the  afternoon.  Then  he 
bethought  himself  of  his  intention  to  visit  the  old  cellarer  in 
the  council's  great  wine-cellar.  So  he  wended  his  way  toward 
the  Town  House,  and  descended  the  steps  into  the  spacious, 
high-arched  cellars,  with  their  thick  walls  and  massive  pillars, 
shining  with  moisture  in  the  dim  light,  and  long  passages 
leading  to  various  rooms.  Far  back  was  the  well-furnished 
room  of  the  councillors,  provided  with  a  large  open  fireplace, 
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where  many  important  debates  had  taken  place.  What  had 
been  originally  one  great  open  space  in  the  cellar  had  been 
divided  by  partitions  into  several  separate  rooms,  in  one  of 
which  one  could  not  hear  what  was  spoken  in  another.  Here 
was  the  retreat  sacred  to  the  cellarer,  where  he  kept  his 
books,  tallies,  and  samples.  No  one  was  allowed  to  enter  it 
but  himself,  and  he  always  led  any  one  who  sought  him  into 
another  room,  though  he  told  no  one  his  reason  for  doing  so. 

The  honest  old  master,  Ambrosius,  had  long  been  a 
friend  of  Gotthard  Henneberg,  and  Gilbert  had  often  as  a 
boy  been  brought  here  by  his  father.  Thus  he  knew  all  the 
ins  and  outs  of  the  cellar,  and  readily  found  his  aged  friend. 
He  was  in  his  retreat,  testing  two  sorts  of  wine. 

"  Good  luck  to  thee,  Master  Ambrosius  !  "  cried  Gilbert, 
cheerily. 

Ambrosius  placed  the  glasses  carefully  on  the  table,  and 
called  out,  as  he  recognized  his  guest,  "  Why,  Gilbert,  boy  ! 
Hast  thou  come  to  see  the  old  cellar- mole  at  last?  That 
rejoices  me  !  I  heard  of  thy  return.  Thou  hast  been  on 
the  Rhine,  my  beloved,  beautiful  Rhine !  Come,  boy,  we 
must  celebrate  thy  return  home." 

He  led  Gilbert  into  the  next  room,  which,  on  account  of 
the  imperial  eagle  painted  on  its  ceiling,  was  called  the 
eagle  chamber.  He  then  disappeared,  and  soon  returned 
with  a  flask  of  wine  and  two  wooden  drinking-cups,  bound 
with  silver. 

"Here,"  said  he,  u  is  councillor's  wine!  Costly,  boy, 
costly !  H'm !  Am  I  not  right  ?  God  be  praised  for  the 
draught ! " 

"Amen,"  said  Gilbert,  and  drank,  "To  thy  health,  good 
friend." 

"  Thanks,  thanks  !  but  it  will  not  help  me  much.  I  shall 
soon  have  emptied  my  last  cup.  I  can  still  taste  and  smell, 
after  a  fashion,  but  the  rest  of  me  is  well-nigh  gone." 

u  I  don't  agree  with  thee,  Master  Ambrosius,"  replied 
Gilbert. 

"  Boy,  I  must  say  something  to  thee.  I  have  a  strong 
desire  that  thou  shouldst  be  my  successor.  I  will  initiate 
thee  into  all  the  secrets  of  the  cellars.  Thou  shalt  know 
where  the  old  wine  is  kept,  and  where  the  new  ;  but  there  is 
one  secret  which  I  can  only  tell  thee  on  my  death-bed,  and 
which  thou  must  promise  to  breathe  to  no  one  but  thy 
successor,  as  I  received  it  from  my  predecessor.  No  one 
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knows  it,  nor  councillor,  nor  burgomaster ;  no  one  but  the 
cellar  master  himself." 

So  the  old  man  ran  on,  and  Gilbert  listened.  Almost  an 
hour  they  sat  together,  and  Master  Ambrosius  asked  about 
the  Rhine,  and  many  another  thing,  and  catechised  his 
favorite,  to  find  out  how  much  he  knew  of  the  cellarer's 
duties.  Gilbert  passed  his  examination,  much  to  his  aged 
friend's  satisfaction,  and  he  now  rose  to  go,  promising  to 
return  again. 

As  he  ascended  the  steps,  notwithstanding  the  darkness, 
he  could  see  four  men  approaching.  He  stepped  behind  one 
of  the  massive  pillars,  not  caring  to  be  seen  coming  out  of 
the  wine-cellar. 

As  they  drew  nearer,  he  recognized  his  brother  Arnold, 
with  Sengstake,  Dalenborg,  and  the  cobbler  Timmo.  Was  it 
possible  ?  What  did  it  mean  ? 

"  Surely,  Master  Sengstake,"  Arnold  said,  in  passing, 
"  thou  canst  rely  on  us." 

Gilbert  distinctly  heard  his  brother's  words,  though  he 
could  not  distinguish  the  answer,  and  he  was  shocked. 

The  four  went  down  into  the  cellar,  without  seeing  Gil- 
bert, and  he  walked  homeward  with  the  firm  determination 
to  keep  silent  as  to  this  meeting. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

IN  an  old  tumble-down  house  in  the  Rubekuhle,  near  the 
Lambert!  church,  lived  the  outlawed  cooper,  Master  Alhard 
Dippold,  and  care  and  poverty  were  his  house-mates.  He 
was  cooper  now  only  in  name,  for  he  no  longer  belonged  to 
the  guild,  had  no  money  to  buy  materials,  and  only  now  and 
then  a  compassionate  neighbor  brought  him  a  leaky  "hogshead, 
or  tub,  or  bucket  to  mend.  But  they  were  obliged  to  advance 
him  the  money  wherewith  to  buy  staves  and  hoops,  and  very 
little  remained  for  him  after  the  settlement.  He  and  his 
wife  and  child  would  have  suffered  still  more,  if  each  one  of 
them  had  not  earned  a  little  in  different  ways.  One  of  the 
overseers  of  the  salt-works  was  a  distant  kinsman  of  the 
wife,  and  he  employed  Master  Dippold,  as  much  as  possible, 
to  keep  in  repair  the  wooden  props  and  walls  of  the  subter- 
ranean passages  which  led  to  the  springs.  This  was  prop- 
erly the  work  of  the  carpenters,  but  no  one  was  anxious  for 
this  difficult  and  somewhat  dangerous  work,  and  so  it  was 
left  to  the  cooper,  who  knew  how  to  handle  hatchet 
and  saw.  The  occupation  was  not  a  constant  one,  and 
many  days,  even  weeks,  he  was  without  work.  His  wife, 
Mistress  Druda,  sat  as  a  huckster  in  the  market-plnce, 
and,  as  she  was  honest  and  poor,  the  traders  from  whom  she 
bought  trusted  her  in  a  degree.  Her  daughter,  Ursula, 
embroidered  hats  at  home,  for  which  she  received,  however, 
only  a  trifle. 

Dippold's  expulsion  from  the  corporation  was  a  hard  blow 
for  the  family.  Guiltless  he  was  not,  but  only  one  beside 
himself  knew  how  small  the  offence  was  for  which  he  now 
suffered  so  severely.  This  was  a  skipper,  who  persuaded 
the  cooper  to  make  the  salt  tuns  a  little  smaller  than  the  pre- 
scribed size,  so  that  he  could  load  his  vessel  with  a  larger 
number,  and  so  receive  more  for  freight  than  he  would  other- 
wise have  done.  The  salt  buyers  could  not  be  cheated,  for 
the  salt  was  always  reweighed  by  the  purchaser  in  Ham- 
burg, who  only  paid  for  what  he  received.  The  freight  was 
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paid  by  the  tun,  the  skipper  put  the  dishonest  profit  upon 
freight  in  his  pocket,  and  the  cooper,  who  made  the  tuns, 
saved  something  in  wood.  The  inspectors,  trusting  in  his 
honesty,  did  not  carefully  measure  them,  but  in  the  Ohm- 
house,  where  they  were  gauged  from  time  to  time,  the  cheat, 
for  so  it  was,  was  discovered,  and  according  to  the  strict 
rules  of  the  guilds,  no  leniency  or  forgiveness  could  be 
expected. 

To  the  guild  master,  Gotthard  Henneberg,  fraud  in  a  fel- 
low-worker was  an  abhorrence,  and  it  would  have  been  a 
blemish  on  his  own  reputation  if  he  had  passed  it  over,  un- 
noticed and  unpunished.  It  would  have  helped  the  cooper 
somewhat  to  inform  against  the  skipper  as  the  promoter  of 
his  misdoings,  but  the  latter  would  then  have  been  expelled 
from  his  guild  ;  and  in  that  case,  what  would  have  happened 
to  the  man,  who  knew  how  to  do  nothing  but  sail  his  craft, 
and  who  had  not  one  child,  but  six,  who  would  have  had  to 
go  hungry  ?  So  Dippold  kept  silence,  and  bore  his  shame  and 
sorrow  patiently,  and  no  one  suspected,  least  of  all  the 
guild  master,  that  the  dishonored  man  was  really  better  and 
braver  than  many  another  against  whom  no  inspector  could 
prove  anything.  He  had  been  proscribed  for  three  years. 
When  that  time  should  pass,  he  would  be  reinstated  and 
received  again  into  the  guild.  But  meanwhile  he  had  lost  his 
custom,  and  would  he  ever  be  able  to  regain  it?  Could  he 
ever  hope  to  pay  his  debts,  and  once  more  attain  any  meas- 
ure of  prosperity  ?  What  saddened  him  most  was  the  thought 
of  wife  and  child,  particularly  his  daughter  Ursula.  Through 
his  fault  he  had  marred  her  happiness.  A  salt  master's  son 
had  wooed  her,  and  as  Arnold  Henneberg's  wife  she  would 
have  led  a  life  of  ease  and  comfort  This  prospect  had 
forever  vanished.  Ursula  sat  with  hopeless  love  in  her 
heart,  and  stitched  till  her  fingers  ached.  No  one  could  she 
ever  marry,  if  Arnold  deserted  her. 

Her  parents  almost  deprived  themselves  of  necessary  food 
for  her  sake,  that  her  cheeks  might  not  pale,  and  that  the 
fair  maiden  might  be,  at  least,  neatly  clothed. 

It  was  simply  for  this  reason  that  Mistress  Druda  allowed 
herself  to  be  prevailed  upon,  without  the  knowledge  of  her 
husband  or  daughter,  to  accept  a  large  part  of  Arnold's 
moderate  weekly  wages,  which  he  forced  upon  the  unwilling 
mother  with  the  greatest  difficulty,  being  obliged  continually 
to  repeat  his  persuasions. 
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To-day,  on  this  "Wednesday  morning,  Ursula  was  alone  in 
the  house,  the  father  was  at  the  salt- works,  the  mother  was 
at  the  market.  The  door  opened,  and  Arnold  entered  the 
room.  The  maiden  threw  her  arms  around  his  neck,  and 
seeing  his  disturbed  looks,  she  asked  him,  anxiously,  — 

44  What  is  it,  Arnold  ?     What  has  happened? " 

44  Nothing  new,  child!"  he  answered,  bitterly.  "I  have 
had  another  quarrel  with  my  father." 

She  sighed  deeply,  and  hid  her  face  on  his  breast. 

"There  is  one  last  hope,"  added  he  ;  "  and  if  that  fails, 
there  is  nothing  to  do  but  take  a  bold  step  that  will  put  an 
end  to  the  thing." 

"  An  end,  Arnold?     An  end?"  she  repeated,  sadly. 

44  Not  to  our  love,  my  heart's  treasure,"  he  assured  her. 
44  No  one  shall  take  that  from  us,  nor  father,  nor  master, 
nor  —  God  himself  !  " 

44  O  Arnold !  "  cried  Ursula,  shocked. 

44  He  will  never  separate  us,  so  long  as  we  are  true  to  each 
other." 

44  Thou  art  mine  for  all  eternity  ! "  she  exclaimed. 

4'  As  thou  art  mine,"  and  he  clasped  her  closer. 

'4  Come,  sit  beside  me,  and  tell  me  what  has  happened," 
she  pleaded. 

He  did  as  she  said,  and  then  said,  4'  Thou  canst  well  im- 
agine. I  must  not  wed  thee." 

But  she  was  not  satisfied ;  he  must  repeat  to  her  his 
father's  very  words,  and  explain  to  her  why  he  had  broached 
the  subject  yesterday.  He  now  confided  to  her  his  surmise 
that  a  betrothal  had  been  concluded  between  Baldwin  Vis- 
kule  and  his  sister  Ilsabe,  to  the  joy  of  all  concerned,  saying 
that  he  had  reason  to  believe  it,  although  it  was  kept  a 
secret  from  him.  Therefore  he  had  thought  it  a  favorable 
moment  for  making  a  last  appeal  to  his  father,  in  the  hope 
that  the  strongest  wish  of  his  heart  would  be  granted.  But 
he  had  bitterly  deceived  himself ;  his  father  had  again 
sternly  refused  to  listen,  and  an  open  quarrel  had  followed. 

44  And  all  on  my  account,"  she  sighed.  44 1  carry  discord 
into  thy  home.  How  thy  family  must  hate  and  despise 
me!"  * 

44  No  one  hates  and  despises  thee,  love,"  said  he. 

44  Thy  sister  becomes  a  Viskule,  whilst  thou  weddest  a 
Dippold.  How  can  such  things  go  together? " 

44 1  envy  no  one  his  good  fortune,"  he  replied  ;  44  but  thou 
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art  mine,  and  I  am  ready  to  fight  for  thee  with  any  one  who 
stands  in  my  way." 

44  Is  no  one  on  thy  side,  Arnold  ?     Not  even  thy  mother?  " 

44  Oh,  my  mother  would  gladly  help  me,  but  she  is  power- 
less against  the  stubborn  will  of  my  father." 

14  And  the  hope  which  thou  spokest  of  but  now?  " 

44  It  is  not  sure." 

44  But  what  is  it  that  thou  art  building  upon?  " 

4'  Question  me  not,"  he  answered ;  44 1  dare  not  tell  thee." 

44  Not  tell  me  upon  what  our  fate  hangs? " 

44  No,"  said  he  ;  44 1  am  pledged  to  silence,  for  it  is  a  dan- 
gerous affair,  and  there  are  many  concerned  in  it." 

44  O  Arnold,  wilt  thou  plunge  thyself  and  others  into 
danger  for  my  sake  ?  " 

44  It  is  not  only  for  thy  sake  or  mine,"  he  answered; 
44  there  is  more  at  stake  than  that." 

She  besought  him  to  intrust  her  with  the  secret,  but  he 
remained  firm,  and  would  betray  nothing. 

44  It  is  only  a  chance,"  he  said. 

44  And  if  it  fails,  Arnold,  what  then?" 

44  What  then?  Ursula,  hast  thou  the  courage  to  leave  thy 
parents,  and  go  away  with  me  secretly  into  the  wide  world?" 

She  had  one  arm  around  his  neck,  and  she  now  embraced 
him  with  the  other  also,  and  rested  her  head  on  his  shoulder  ; 
she  did  not  speak,  but  he  felt  her  tremble. 

At  last  the  whispered  words  came,  u  Whither,  Arnold, 
whither?" 

44  Away  from  home,  child,"  said  he;  "it  matters  not 
whither ;  perchance,  to  consort  with  gypsies  and  wandering 
folk." 

44  Arnold  !  "  cried  Ursula,  and  looked  at  him  in  alarm. 

44  We  should  go  away  in  disgrace,  without  the  blessing  of 
father  or  mother,  or  of  the  church  ;  we  should  have  nothing 
but  our  love  and  our  four  willing  hands.  Even  among 
vagrants  there  are  kindly  folk,  and  they,  who  have  driven  us 
into  dishonor,  will  have  to  answer  for  it,  to  God,  and  to  their 
own  consciences." 

44  Let  us  wait  a  little,  Arnold !  Let  us  still  hope,"  she 
pleaded  ;  4t  we  are  yet  young." 

44  Wait  for  what?"  asked  he,  gloomily. 

44  For  God's  help,"  said  she  ;  "  thou  hast  told  me  thyself, 
that  He  would  never  separate  us,  if  we  were  true  to  one 
another." 
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"God  helps  those  who  help  themselves,  not  those  who 
idly  fold  their  hands.  I  wish  to  possess  thee  as  my  wedded 
wife,  and  thou  wishest  it  also,  dost  thou  not,  Ursula?" 

Again  she  buried  her  face  on  his  breast,  trembling. 

"  I  ask  thee,  therefore,  art  thou  prepared  for  the  worst? 
Wilt  thou  follow  me,  wherever  I  may  go?  Wilt  thou  come 
when  I  call  thee  ?  " 

"  If  thy  last  hope  fails,  —  yes  !  " 

u  Now  let  me  go,"  he  said  to  her.  "It  is  time  I  should 
leave  thee  ;  I  have  thy  word.  Keep  silence  and  wait ;  and 
now,  fare  thee  well !  " 

But  he  did  not  go  yet.  They  stood  for  some  moments, 
clasped  in  each  other's  arms,  without  speaking  a  word. 
Then,  at  last,  he  left  her. 

Ursula  fastened  the  door,  and  pressed  her  hand  upon  her 
beating  heart,  "All,  all  that  thou  askest,  forever  and  for- 
ever!" 


THE  SALT  MASTER    OF  LUNEBURG.  131 


CHAPTER   XIV. 

MASTER  DETLOF  MANDELSLOH  and  Mistress  Katharina,  his 
wife,  determined  to  celebrate  Ascension  Day  by  giving  a  mid- 
da}T  feast  to  their  most  intimate  friends.  Among  the  eighteen 
guests  were  the  abbot  of  St.  Michaelis,  Master  Ludolf  von 
Hitzacker;  that  good-natured  old  bachelor,  the  Councillor 
Marqtiard  Mildehovet,  who  had  recovered  from  his  last 
attack  of  gout,  thanks,  perhaps,  to  Daniel  Sporken's  fur 
boots  ;  Baldwin  and  Hildegund  Viskule  ;  the  beautiful  3'oung 
widow  Mistress  Walpurg  Gronhagen ;  and  the  two  young 
men,  Giso  Stoterogge  and  Leonhard  Dusterhop. 

Thus  went  the  invitations:  "When  the  clock  strikes 
twelve,  pray  present  yourself  at  our  house  as  our  guests." 

All  made  their  appearance  at  the  appointed  time,  and 
found,  as  they  expected,  a  choice  banquet  prepared  for  them, 
for  the  Mandelslohs  well  knew  how  to  make  their  guests 
enjoy  themselves. 

The  places  at  the  board  were  arranged  with  care,  so  that 
each  person  had  for  next  neighbor  a  congenial  friend,  and 
the  conversation  was  gay  and  animated.  To  the  abbot  was 
given  the  place  of  honor  at  the  head  of  the  table,  between 
the  councillor  and  Mistress  Walpurg,  who  had  Baldwin  on 
her  left ;  while  at  the  foot,  between  two  young  girls,  sat 
Leonhard  Dusterhop,  and  beside  Hildegund,  Giso  Stote- 
rogge. 

They  were  now  arrived  at  the  third  course,  which  con- 
sisted of  venison  with  lemons,  roast  lamb  and  capers,  pike 
in  jelly,  carp  and  rose  vinegar,  a  capon  pasty,  ox  tongues 
with  olives,  stuffed  eggs  and  marchpane. 

u  Master  Councillor,"  said  the  jovial  abbot,  "the  pasty 
is  most  savory,  but  partake  sparingly  of  the  truffles ;  they 
are  highly  conducive  to  gout.  Rather  give  them  to  me  ;  they 
suit  me  well." 

4 '  Don't  run  such  a  risk,  worthy  father  !  "  laughed  Master 
Mildehovet.  ' l  However,  if  thou  pref erest  to  resign  to  me 
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the  pike's  liver,  which  thou  wast  so  fortunate  as  to  have  fall 
to  thy  share —  " 

"  I  would  do  so,  with  pleasure,"  answered  the  abbot, 
44  had  I  not  received  it  from  a  fair  hand  ;  but  I  fear  me  that 
my  engaging  neighbor,  who  handed  me  the  dish,  would  take 
it  ill,  were  I  to  part  with  it." 

Thereupon  he  proceeded  to  attack  the  pike's  liver,  and 
the  councillor  helped  himself  to  the  truffles. 

Mistress  Walpurg  had  not  heard  the  abbot's  answer,  for 
Baldwin,  with  a  silver  beaker  of  hippocras,  bent  over  her 
plump  shoulders,  which  a  low-cut  gown  showed  to  advantage, 
and  whispered  in  her  ear,  "  To  the  health  of  the  fairest 
here." 

"  And  who  may  that  be?"  she  asked. 

1  'Lend  me  the  mirror  that  hangs  from  thy  girdle,  most 
gracious  mistress,  that  I  may  show  thee,"  he  answered, 
returning  her  glance. 

4 'Let  not  the  blond  Philippine  hear  thee,  or  —  the  other 
blonde." 

"  No  blonde  can  free  me  from  the  fetters  of  a  brunette," 
said  he,  pointedly. 

"  May  they  not  weigh  too  heavily  upon  thee  !  "  she  ex- 
claimed, coquettishly. 

Though  the  fetters  did  not  press  heavily,  the  beautiful 
widow  had  of  a  truth  enchained  Baldwin.  She  could  be 
bewitching  when  she  chose  ;  her  large,  dark  eyes,  with  their 
long  lashes,  had  at  times  a  dreamy  expression,  or  one  of  deep 
melancholy,  and  again  sparkled  with  mischief.  She  had  a 
smile  like  a  nixie,  and  her  figure  and  movements  were  full 
of  grace.  She  desired  admiration,  but  not  simply  mute 
admiration,  from  a  distance  ;  and  she  was  well  aware  of  the 
power  of  her  charms,  making  use  of  them  how  and  when  she 
pleased.  She  had  never  been  so  desirous  as  she  was  to-day 
to  make  a  favorable  impression  upon  Baldwin,  and  to  fan 
into  flame  the  passion  for  her  which  she  believed  slumbered 
in  his  heart.  She  would  hardly  refuse  his  hand,  and  the 
name  of  Mistress  Walpurg  Viskule  sounded  agreeable  to  her, 
as  she  pronounced  it  to  herself  in  the  privacy  of  her  own 
chamber. 

Mistress  Walpurg  Gronhagen  was  the  daughter  of  a  well- 
to-do  merchant  in  Trieste,  her  mother  having  been  a  Floren- 
tine, and  one  could  see  clearly  that  Italian  blood  flowed  in 
her  veins.  Her  husband,  Master  Bernhard  Gronhagen,  who 
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had  been  dead  a  year  and  a  half,  had  belonged  to  an  old 
Luneburg  family,  and  was  a  business  friend  of  her  father. 
He  was  much  older  than  his  wife,  and  after  a  short  and 
childless  union,  had  left  her,  at  the  age  of  twenty  one,  a 
widow  not  indifferent  to  consolation.  He  had  accumulated 
a  considerable  fortune,  so  that  with  her  income,  which  came 
partly  from  the  salt-works,  she  could  enjoy  to  the  full  the 
pleasures  of  life,  which  she  did  to  her  he-art's  content.  She 
had  no  thought  of  returning  to  her  native  country,  as  she 
was  too  well  pleased  with  the  rich  Hanse  town,  out*of  whose 
soil  part  of  her  revenue  flowed,  and  with  whose  inhabitants 
she  had  formed  friendly  ties.  She  was  upon  the  best  of 
terms  with  her  deceased  husband's  kindred,  but  was  gener- 
ally liked  more  by  the  men  than  by  the  women.  The  former 
were  charmed  by  her  beauty  and  grace,  but  the  latter  feared 
for  the  too-easily  inflamed  hearts  of  the  men,  and  reproached 
her  with  coquetry,  and  perhaps  even  envied  her  conquests. 
Nevertheless,  on  occasion  she  knew  how  to  propitiate  the 
women  with  her  lively,  insinuating  ways,  though  many  were 
sure  that  she  was  fishing  for  a  second  husband.  They  did 
not  shoot  very  wide  of  the  mark,  and  if  the  other  guests  at 
Mistress  Mandelsloh's  table  had  not  been  so  occupied  with 
themselves  and  their  next  neighbors,  they  would  have  rel- 
ished the  spectacle  of  Mistress  Walpurg's  sighs,  smiles,  and 
wiles,  with  which  she  stole  into  Baldwin's  heart.  He  was,  as 
it  were,  entranced,  when  he  looked  into  those  glowing  eyes, 
and  listened  to  the  accents  of  that  thrilling  voice. 

But  the  others  had  no  time  to  watch  this  pair,  and  Hilde- 
gund,  who  might  otherwise  have  done  so,  sat  at  the  other  end 
of  the  table,  on  the  same  side,  and  was  therefore  unable. 

Giso  fully  occupied  her  with  his  devoted  but  respectful 
attentions,  and  Hildegund  was  almost  inclined  to  be  sorry 
that  she  could  not  make  him  some  return. 

Her  coolness  toward  him  reminded  him  of  the  meeting  in 
the  Viskules'  garden,  and  he  felt  convinced  that  she  had  given 
her  heart  to  Gilbert  Henneberg,  though  the  pride  of  this 
favorite  of  fortune  was  deeply  wounded  to  think  that  a 
journeyman  cooper  should  be  preferred  to  him.  His  jealousy 
increased  every  moment,  and  he  resolved  upon  the  very  next 
occasion  to  point  out  to  his  rival  the  difference  between  them 
in  rank,  and  also  to  impress  upon  Hildegund  the  fact  that 
Gilbert  was  altogether  beneath  her.  He  called,  in  an  arro- 
gant tone,  to  Dusterhop,  u  Hast  thou  heard,  Leo,  of  the  great 
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speech  which  the  salt  master  made  lately  in  the  beer-cellar  ? 
These  tailors  and  shoemakers  really  fancy  that  they  are  some- 
body ;  can  guide  and  govern  the  honorable  council  itself." 

44  Oh,  let  them  have  their  little  amusement ;  they  need  some 
Sunday  pastime  over  their  beer,"  laughed  Leonhard.  "  The 
honorable  council  cares  but  little  for  them.  If  they  strut 
about  too  much,  it  sends  them  to  jail." 

Hildegund  was  outraged  ;  she  threw  an  angry  look  first  at 
one  speaker  and  then  at  the  other,  and  Giso  now  at  once 
dropped  utterly  out  of  her  favor.  Those  sitting  near  by 
overheard  the  supercilious  remarks,  and  felt  pained  that  a 
man  like  the  salt  master,  who  was  respected  by  high  and  low, 
ay,  more  than  respected,  should  be  so  spoken  of. 

Here  Master  Dagenhard  Schomacker  could  not  refrain  from 
observing  that  this  affair,  "so  flippantly  mentioned  by  the 
young  men  over  their  wine,"  had  another  and  more  serious 
side  ;  and  he  wished  to  assure  them  that  the  weal  and  the  woe 
of  their  native  town,  in  the  approaching  struggle,  depended 
not  a  little  upon  the  position  taken  by  this  influential  and 
incorruptible  man.  This  decided  rebuke  gave  the  signal  for 
a  general  interchange  of  opinions  over  the  salt  master,  and 
the  attitude  he  and  the  other  guild  masters  would  probably 
assume  in  the  coming  conflict.  Soon  the  whole  table  was 
involved  in  a  hot  discussion,  which  threatened  to  disturb  the 
harmony  of  the  circle. 

In  it  the  salt  master  had  both  enemies  and  friends  ;  among 
the  latter  were  the  Viskules,  while  the  prelates  were  worthily 
represented  by  the  abbot,  and  the  council  was  strongly 
defended  by  Master  Marquard  Mildehovet. 

"  Many  men,  many  minds,"  was  as  true  here  as  usual. 
No  one  yielded  ;  each  adhered  obstinately  to  his  own  opinion  ; 
even  the  women  took  part,  and  words  crossed  and  recrossed 
like  flashing  sword-blades.  So  the  spark  of  jealousy  in 
Giso's  breast  set  the  whole  company  on  fire,  and  it  was  high 
time  to  extinguish  the  flames,  or  the  pleasure  of  the  occasion 
would  be  quite  destroyed. 

Who  would  arrest  the  threatened  danger?  To  the  aston- 
ishment of  every  one,  it  was  no  other  than  Mistress  Walpnrg, 
who  undertook  the  mission  of  peacemaker,  and  who  per- 
formed it  in  an  extraordinary  but  effectual  manner.  She  rose 
from  her  seat,  exclaiming,  — 

u  Dear  friends !  About  what  are  ye  arguing,  after  all  ? 
About  the  most  insignificant,  yet  most  indispensable,  object 
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upon  this  table  ;  here  it  is."  Thereupon  she  held  up  a  silver 
salt-cellar.  "  How  few  things  there  are  that  we  really  need, 
but  salt  is  one  of  them :  man  cannot  live  without  it.  We 
have  our  choice  of  the  best  bread  and  meat,  but  we  must  go 
to  the  same  great  storehouse  for  our  salt,  rich  and  poor  alike. 
What  is  common  to  all,  all  should  share  in  friendship.  If  ye 
will  permit  me,  I  will  show  you  a  magic  way  to  do  it.  See  : 
I  go  round  this  hospitable  board,  and  strew  a  little  salt  on 
every  tongue,  and  when  it  bites,  ye  think  of  the  biting  words 
which  have  been  running  around  the  table,  and  quickly  peace 
will  come.  It  works  like  a  charm,  dear  friends,  I  assure  ye  ; 
and  now  I  begin.  Honored  father,  allow  me  to  salt  thy 
tongue." 

And  she  actually  did  it,  and  her  quick  fancy  so  diverted 
the  company,  that  each  one  threw  himself  into  the  spirit  of 
the  game,  and  she  played  it  with  such  cleverness  as  to  charm 
them  all.  The  good-natured  abbot  set  them  the  example, 
and  stretched  out  his  reverend  tongue  with  alacrity.  He 
smacked  his  lips,  and  his  little  eyes  twinkled.  It  did  one's 
heart  good  to  see  him.  Next  came  the  councillor  ;  and  so  on 
through  the  whole  circle,  amid  jesting  and  laughter.  She 
hovered  from  one  to  another,  like  a  butterfly  from  flower  to 
flower,  only  she  did  not  taste  and  sip  herself,  but  made  the 
others  do  so.  There  was  something  positively  bewitching 
about  her,  for  each  one  at  her  approach  meekly  accepted 
the  salt,  notwithstanding  a  show  of  resistance,  or" sometimes 
laughter,  which  prolonged  her  exertions.  It  was  no  use  to 
draw  back  the  tongue  quickly,  for  in  that  case  a  double 
portion  was  swallowed. 

When  Walpurg  came  to  the  two  young  men,  Leonhard 
and  Giso,  she  exclaimed,  "  Ye  began  this  dispute  ;  therefore 
ye  must  pay  the  penalty,"  and  gave  them  each  a  double 
portion,  which  increased  the  general  merriment. 

When,  at  last,  Baldwin's  turn  came,  he  gently  closed  his 
teeth  upon  her  finger,  and  held  it  fast,  so  that  Walpurg  was 
constrained  to  stand  there,  helpless,  calling  forth  many  sal- 
lies from  the  spectators.  She  begged  and  pleaded  to  be 
released. 

"  Release  thyself,"  he  lisped,  through  half -closed  teeth. 

"How?"  she  asked. 

"With  thy  lips." 

"I  will;  but  not  here." 

"  Thv  word  of  honor?" 
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44  Yes." 

Then  he  let  her  go. 

She  resumed  her  seat,  and  all  nodded  to  her,  grateful  for 
the  diversion.  She  had  attained  her  object,  and  by  her  vic- 
torious progress  around  the  board  had  turned  aside  the 
thoughts  of  the  disputants  from  the  dangerous  subject,  and 
their  eyes  upon  her  whose  clever  readiness  appeared  to  such 
advantage. 

"  Thou  hast  increased  our  thirst,  fair  lady,  with  thy  won- 
derful salt  trick  !  "  cried  the  host,  beckoning  to  the  servants, 
who  thereupon  brought  in  great  pitchers  of  spiced  claret, 
which  the  women  liked,  and  the  men  did  not  altogether 
despise.  They  remained  at  table  till  evening,  in  the  best  of 
humor,  and  with  much  hilarity. 

Baldwin  had  come  with  the  determination  to  be  most 
circumspect  in  his  behavior  toward  Walpurg,  but  this  was 
quickly  forgotten  by  her  side,  and  he  had  been  ensnared  by 
her  charms  into  an  increasing  devotion,  without  being  him- 
self conscious  of  his  fickleness. 

Every  one  at  last  rose  from  the  table,  and  dispersed  them- 
selves about  the  room  in  little  groups. 

* '  Most  reverend  abbot,  I  wish  thee  prosperity !  "  said 
Mistress  Katharina,  presenting  smilingly  a  cup  of  wine, 
which  she  had  filled  with  her  own  hand. 

"  Thou  overturnest  with  a  light  hand  the  best  resolutions," 
replied  the  abbot,  taking  it  from  her.  "  I  thought  I  had 
already  emptied  my  last  cup  to-day,  but  when  such  a  hostess 
commands,  who  can  withstand  her?" 

"  One  should  take  anything  from  a  lady's  hand,"  said 
Mistress  Susanna  Semmelbecker. 

k4  Everything,  everything  !  even  salt  upon  one's  tongue," 
cried  Mildehovet. 

u  Everything?  Dost  thou  say  that,  Master  Councillor, 
who  hast  never  taken  even  a  ring  from  a  lady's  hand?" 
laughed  Walpurg. 

44  Gladly  will  I,  if  thou  wilt  give  it  me,  salt-fairy,"  he 
answered,  gayly,  and  extended  to  her  his  little  fat  hand,  with 
the  fingers  spread. 

u  That  requires  deliberation.  Thy  wisdom  and  my  folly 
would  make  a  strange  union." 

The  ladies  all  laughed,  and  Walpurg  glided  away. 

Leonhard  sat  with  Alheid  Schomacker  on  a  divan,  and 
spoke  in  a  low  tone  to  the  young  woman,  who  listened  atten- 
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tively,  now  and  again  looking  tip  in  his  face,  as  if  she  would 
like  to  believe  his  words,  but  yet  did  not  dare. 

Baldwin  and  Giso  jested  with  the  young  maidens,  and 
Margarethe  Brombseu,  who  was  related  to  Giso,  said  to  him, 
"  If  thou  allowest  me  to  sit  alone,  at  the  approaching  feast 
of  the  tun,  I  will  have  nothing  more  to  do  with  thee." 

"  I  will  try  to  do  better,"  said  Giso. 

"  Now  I  shall  have  an  opportunit}'  to  dance  in  Liineburg," 
observed  Baldwin. 

"I  am  curious  to  know  how  the  girls  in  Flanders  taught 
thee,"  remarked  Philippine  von  Sankenstede. 

"  At  the  feast  of  the  tun,  I  shall  hope  to  show  thee," 
replied  Baldwin. 

"Is  it  to  be  celebrated  soon?  "  Hildegund  asked. 

"On  the  Tuesday  after  Pentecost  the  new  master  of  the 
salt-works  will  be  sworn  in,  and  on  the  following  day  the 
feast  is  to  take  place.  Master  Mildehovet  informed  us  that 
it  will  be  unusually  brilliant,  as  it  has  been  postponed  so 
long." 

The  abbot  and  councillor  now  gave  the  signal,  and  the 
compan}"  rose.  As  Mistress  Walpurg  was  taking  farewell  of 
her  hostess,  they  all  saluted  her  as  the  lovely  salt-fairy,  a 
compliment  which  she  smilingly  accepted. 

Baldwin  found  occasion  to  whisper  to  her,  — 

"  And  the  ransom  that  thou  owest  me?  " 

"  Thou  shalt  receive  it,"  she  replied. 

"When?" 

"  When  thou  dost  not  expect  it." 

"  Then  I  shall  never  get  it." 

"  I  always  pay  my  debts." 

"  But  I  require  interest,  and  a  high  one  !  " 

"  Usurer  !  "  and  she  shook  her  finger  at  him,  with  a  prom- 
ising smile. 

"Shall  I  come  for  it?" 

"No,  no!     Farewell!" 

"  Till  I  see  thee  again,  lovely  salt-fairy ! " 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

THE  burgomaster  and  council  did  not,  by  any  means,  live 
in  careless  security  in  the  prospect  of  the  proscription,  but 
they  did  not  make  the  slightest  effort  to  bring  the  matter  to 
a  conclusion. 

The  Emperor,  Frederick  the  Third,  was  a  weak  monarch, 
who  preferred  to  receive  rather  than  to  give,  and  Vienna  was 
far  away  from  Liineburg.  Rome  was  an  adversary  that 
could  not  be  trifled  with ;  but  as  the  council  heard  nothing 
further  from  that  quarter,  any  more  than  from  the  Emperor, 
it  let  things  take  their  course,  and  limited  its  activity  to  a 
constant  and  increased  vigilance.  There  was  no  more  dis- 
cussion about  ban  and  proscription. 

But  their  foes  were  more  active,  especially  the  ambitious 
and  avaricious  Sengstake,  Dalenborg,  and  the  Schupper 
brothers.  Secretly,  and  with  redoubled  caution,  they  incited 
the  burghers  and  artisans  to  rebellion  ;  they  were  to  be  seen 
in  the  workshops  and  tap-rooms,  and  wherever  they  went 
they  sowed  discord  and  dissatisfaction. 

So  far  the  guilds  had  kept  quiet.  It  had  always  been  their 
wont  to  find  fault  with  the  council,  and  as  this  was  a  habit 
of  long  standing,  their  present  invectives  did  not  necessarily 
imply  anything  dangerous.  But  the  seeds  of  insurrection, 
in  many  cases,  had  fallen  upon  fruitful  soil ;  the  malcontents 
increased  in  number  continually,  and  the  rebellion  had  taken 
root  before  the  council  was  aware  of  it.  The  masters  had 
not  the  faintest  conceptions  of  the  perils  and  embarrass- 
ments which  were  growing  out  of  the  covert  action  of  the 
journeymen,  under  Sengstake's  and  Dalenborg's  secret 
guidance. 

As  the  bold  and  bad  frequently  prosper  in  this  world, 
while  the  honest  and  dutiful  fail,  so  it  was  with  the  crafty 
Sengstake,  to  whom  fate  brought  many  a  welcome  opportu- 
nity for  furthering  his  ends.  The  fact  that  Arnold  Henne- 
berg  and  the  cobbler  Timmo  had  taken  him  into  their  con- 
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fidence,  to  make  him  the  leader  of  the  conspiracy  agaiust  the 
masters,  was  an  unheard-of  piece  of  good  fortune.  And  now, 
again,  he  found  an  insignificant  object  furnishing  him  with 
a  useful  tool  for  his  underground  work. 

The  insignificant  object  was  the  pair  of  fur  boots,  and  the 
useful  tool  was  the  unfortunate  shoemaker,  Daniel  Sporken. 
Timmo,  the  instigator  and  accomplice  in  this  offence 
against  the  rules  of  the  guild,  had  told  the  story  of  the  fur 
boots  to  Sengstake,  without  thinking  of  the  consequences, 
when  on  one  occasion  they  were  speaking  of  the  Councillor 
Mildehovet.  Sengstake  saw  at  once  that  a  clever  use  of  this 
occurrence  would  bring  him  new  allies,  and  he  declared  to 
the  alarmed  and  repentant  Timmo  that,  as  inspector,  he 
could  not  keep  silence  concerning  this  infringement  of  the 
laws  ;  but  he  advised  Timmo  to  confess  all  at  the  investiga- 
tion, and  promised  him  that  he  should  not  suffer.  A  small 
fine  would  probably  be  required  of  him,  which  Sengstake 
would  pay  out  of  his  own  purse. 

Upon  this,  Timmo  was  not  only  contented,  but  rejoiced 
over  the  uproar  there  would  be  in  the  lion's  dent  what  with 
Master  Daniel's  anxiety,  Gesche's  rage,  and  Hans's  grimaces 
on  this  interesting  occasion.  In  sooth,  it  would  be  sport. 

Sengstake  went  directly  to  the  master  of  the  furriers' 
guild,  and  declared  that  he  considered  it  to  be  his  bounden 
duty,  as  inspector,  to  disclose  the  fact  that  the  shoemaker, 
Daniel  Sporken,  had  interfered  with  the  furriers,  by  making 
a  pair  of  fur  boots  for  the  councillor,  Master  Marquard  Mil- 
dehovet. 

Master  Mockeling  laughed  aloud.  "  Now  will  we  catch 
him  !  And  for  the  Councillor  Mildehovet,  sayest  thou?  But 
Mildehovet  is  speaker  at  the  shoemakers'  guild  meetings." 

"  So  much  the  worse,  master ;  so  much  the  worse  !  "  said 
Sengstake,  "  for  a  councillor  to  be  ignorant  of  the  regulations 
of  the  craft,  and  to  set  so  bad  an  example  to  others,  by 
encouraging  interference  with  another  man's  trade." 

"Ah,  the  gout  is  a  dire  affliction,"  replied  Mockeliug ; 
"  but  I  will  go  and  make  my  complaint  to  the  owner  of  the 
fur  boots." 

"  He  is  the  chief  culprit,  and  it  is  fitting  that  he  should 
atone  for  the  offence,"  cried  Sengstake. 

"In  that  case,  draw  off  his  fur  boots,  that  the  gout  may 
seize  him  again  !  But  who  would  go  so  far  as  that  with  the 
old  man?" 


140  THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUNEBURG. 

"They  must  be  taken  from  him,"  protested  Sengstake, 
44  for  it  is  unlawful  work.  But  the  matter  does  not  end  there  ; 
he  must  pay  a  fine,  and  it  must  be  reported  that  the  council- 
lor has  overturned  the  old  customs  and  statutes  of  the  guilds. 
Let  Master  Sporken  come  off  easily,  but  heap  up  the  penalty 
on  Master  Mildehovet." 

"  We  will  bide  our  time,  and  hearken  first  to  what  the 
councillor  has  to  say.  Peradventure  he  knows  nothing  of  the 
circumstances,  and  thinks  that  Daniel  has  made  the  boots 
with  a  furrier's  help,  which  no  one  cpuld  take  amiss." 

"  He  is  full}*  sensible  of  the  fact  that  Daniel  made  them 
alone,  for  he  ordered  them  secretly,"  insisted  Sengstake. 

4 'The  shoemaker  must  suffer  for  it;  that  cannot  be 
helped." 

Sengstake  took  pains  to  prevail  upon  the  councillor  to  use 
the  shoemaker  with  leniency,  while  setting  the  latter  against 
the  council,  representing  how  they  winked  at  things  which 
they  forbade  the  common  burghers  to  do. 

Then  they  fell  to  talking  about  the  quarrel  with  the  church. 
Sengstake's  course  was  now  clear,  and  when  he  left  the  guild 
master  he  rejoiced  to  think  that  he  had  nearly  won  him  over. 

Tim  mo  was  somewhat  conscience-stricken  at  his  rashness, 
when  he  pictured  to  himsilf  the  probable,  or  even  possible, 
consequences  which  Sengstake's  reassuring  words  had  pre- 
vented him  from  seeing  clearly  at  first.  He  had,  in  the  first 
place,  put  the  thought  of  the  fur  boots  into  his  master's 
head ;  had  quieted  his  fears  of  punishment,  and  convinced 
him  that  the  councillor  would  keep  his  mouth  shut ;  and  now, 
behold,  he  himself  was  the  betrayer !  If  Sengstake  would 
only  be  silent !  But  if  he  named  his  informant,  Timmo  could 
not' abide  one  hour  longer  in  Master  Daniel's  house,  and  his 
fellow-journeymen  might  even  hound  him  out  of  the  town. 
He  could  take  no  further  part  in  the  conspiracy,  could  re- 
ceive no  certificate  from  his  master,  and,  indeed,  threatening 
letters  might  follow  him  whithersoever  he  went.  He  was 
likewise  sorry  for  his  master,  Sporken,  whom  he  had  no  wish 
to  injure  ;  but  he  hoped  that  the  penalty  would  be  small,  and 
that  he  could  slip  his  own  head  out  of  the  noose  without 
having  his  unintentional  treachery  brought  to  light. 

On  the  second  day  after  his  last  meeting  with  Sengstake 
he  awaited  in  anxious  suspense  the  arrival  of  the  guild 
master  at  the  workshop  where  the  offence,  for  which  they 
must  now  give  account,  had  been  committed.  He  had  not  to 
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wait  long,  for  the  head  of  the  shoemakers'  guild,  Hesterwe- 
gen,  knew  full  well  that  he  must  be  up  betimes  if  he  would 
find  Daniel  Sporken  at  home.  All  four  —  Daniel,  Gesche, 
Timmo,  and  Hans  —  sat  in  their  accustomed  seats  when 
Master  Hesterwegen  knocked  and  entered. 

The  master  simply  uttered  the  words,  ''Good  morning  to 
all  the  company,"  without  adding  the  usual  formula,  "  God 
honor  the  honorable  handicraft ! "  The  omission  surprised 
them  ;  but  they  were  not  left  long  in  doubt  as  to  the  cause, 
for  Jochen  Hesterwegen  broke  forth  :  "  What  folly  has  thou 
been  guilty  of,  Daniel?  Hast  thou  been  meddling  with  the 
furriers'  trade?  Come  !  Hast  thou,  or  hast  thou  not? " 

"Ah,  gracious  heavens  !  thou  meanest  the  fur  boots." 

44  In  good  sooth,  I  mean  the  fur  boots.  How  earnest  thou 
to  break  the  ordinances  of  the  handicrafts?" 

Daniel  was  speechless. 

"  Thou  confessest  to  it,  then?  "  Hesterwegen  continued. 

u  This  is  a  vale  of  tears  !  "  sighed  Daniel. 

"  What  induced  thee  to  commit  this  folly  ?  " 

Daniel  pointed,  sorrowfully,  to  Timmo. 

44  And  who  is  master  in  this  workshop,  I  prithee?" 

44  I  am  master,"  said  Daniel,  almost  in  tears. 

"  Where  hast  thou  procured  the  fur?"  Hesterwegen  went 
on. 

Daniel  now  designated  Hans  :  "  The  lad  got  it." 

Hans  had  been  bending  low  over  his  work,  but  he  started 
as  if  something  had  bitten  him. 

'•  Thou,  youngster  !     What  sort  of  skin  was  it?  " 

"  Rabbit' skins." 

44  Rabbit  skins  ?    Where  didst  thou  obtain  them  ?  " 

44  From  Hennecke." 

44  From  Hennecke  !     My  son,  Hennecke?     My  rabbits  ! " 

44  Yes,  master,"  said  Hans,  holding  his  head  askew,  and 
peeping  warily  at  Hesterwegen. 

44  Faith,  this  is  an  excellent  undertaking  ;  beginning  with 
the  rabbit-skins  of  one's  own  guild  master !  Youngster,  what 
shall  I  do  to  thee?" 

Hans  looked  about  for  a  mouse-hole  to  crawl  into. 

44  Daniel,  thou  knowest  the  penalty!"  and  Hesterwegen 
turned  to  the  distressed  head  of  the  family. 

••Make  it  light,  master!"  he  humbly  begged;  44  it  shall 
not  happen  again." 

44 1  would  counsel  thee  to  see  to  that!     But  thou  must 
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make  it  good  with  thy  guild,  and  likewise  with  the  furriers ; 
and,  furthermore,  something  will  have  to  go  to  the  town." 

"Dear  heaven!"  groaned  Daniel,  "this  is  a  vale  of 
tears." 

44  Well,  well,  it  need  not  be  so  bad.  "We  will  make  some 
allowance,  on  account  of  thy  stupidity ;  and  the  inspector, 
Sengstake,  with  whom  thou  seemest  to  be  on  excellent 
terms  —  " 

"I ! "  exclaimed  Daniel,  surprised  ;  "  I  know  not." 

"  So  !  but  he  spoke  so  favorably  to  me  and  to  Mockeliug, 
that  we  agreed  to  let  thee  off  with  the  smallest  fine  fixed  by 
the  charter." 

"  Then  I  owe  him  many  thanks,"  said  Daniel.  "  But  how 
didst  thou  hear  about  the  fur  boots  ?  " 

That  was  the  fatal  question.  Timmo  dared  not  look  up. 
He  sat  as  if  on  coals,  and  felt  as  if  at  the  next  moment  he 
might  be  struck  by  lightning. 

"  Sengstake  doth  not  wish  to  inform  us,  but  I  suspect  he 
has  it  from  Mildehovet's  old  house-servant,"  Hesterwegen 
answered,  unconcernedly. 

The  whole  Chalk  Hill  seemed  to  roll  off  Timmo's  mind ; 
he  breathed  freely,  and  could  not  restrain  himself  from 
exclaiming,  "  The  prating  old  gossip  !  " 

44  Now  tell  me  what  the  fine  will  be,  master,"  said  Daniel, 
dejectedly  ;  "  I  wish  to  pay  it." 

"How  thou  talkest!"  laughed  the  master.  "  Thou  will 
not  get  off  so  easily.  Thou  must  meet  me  and  Mockeling, 
in  the  first  place,  at  eleven  o'clock,  at  our  gracious  council- 
lor's, Master  Mildehovet's,  house,  who  has  thy  fur  boots  on 
his  poor  gouty  feet,  and  the  rest  will  follow  in  due  course." 

This  summons  did  not  disquiet  Daniel ;  on  the  contrary, 
Master  Mildehovet  had  always  been  kind  to  him,  as  he  was 
to  every  one,  and  he  would  surely  take  his  part.  So  Master 
Sporken  promised  to  appear  punctually  at  eleven,  and  Hes- 
terwegen left  the  lion's  den. 

Mistress  Gesche  had  sat,  during  this  discussion,  as  rigid 
as  if  she  were  changed,  like  Lot's  wife,  into  a  pillar  of  salt ; 
only  the  spasmodic  twitching  of  her  angular  face  betrayed 
her  emotions.  But  now  the  storm  broke  over  the  heads  of 
her  house-mates.  They  saw  it  coming,  and  cast  glances  at 
one  another,  which  had  with  each  a  different  meaning. 
Daniel  would  have  liked  to  make  the  proposition  that  they 
should  stand  back  to  back,  for  mutual  protection.  Timmo 
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seemed  to  say,  u  Have  patience ;  it  is  only  a  passing  thunder 
shower  !  "  But  Hans  appeared  to  have  made  up  his  mind  that 
he  was  to  share  the  fate  of  Master  Hesterwegen's  rabbit, 
and  he  looked  wofully  at  the  broad  knife  with  which  Daniel 
was  wont  to  cut  his  sole  leather. 

"  Ye  are  a  likely  set !  "  began  Gesche  ;  u  each  worse  and 
stupider  than  the  other  !  Ye  bring  blame  and  disgrace  upon 
our  honest  name,  and  make  fools  of  yourselves,  too,  before 
all  reasonable  people ;  and  alas !  there  are  few  enough  of 
them  in  Luneburg.  How  couldst  thou,  thou  old  fool,  be 
talked  over,  by  a  good-for-nothing  Darmstadter,  into  inter- 
fering with  another  man's  trade,  so  as  to  become  the  laugh- 
ing stock  of  the  town,  and  give  our  dear  neighbors  something 
to  rejoice  over?  Thou  Darmstadter!  thou  must  have  had 
good  masters  to  teach  thee  such  trices  as  these ;  to  bring 
those,  who  earn  their  bread  by  the  sweat  of  their  brows, 
into  penury  and  misfortune.  Shame  on  thee  !  And  thou 
vagabond,  monkey,  thief,  and  butcher,  what  didst  thou  do 
with  the  poor  rabbits  whose  skins  thou  tookest?  " 

"Buried  them,"  whispered  Hans. 

"  Buried  them?  Oh,  thou  imp,  why  didst  thou  hot  bring 
them  home  for  me  to  roast  ?  "  A  fit  of  coughing  now  checked 
her  utterance,  and  gave  the  three  victims  a  little  respite. 
Hans  shook  himself  like  a  poodle ;  Daniel  put  his  hand  to 
his  throat,  as  if  to  loosen  a  tight  rope  ;  while  Timmo,  on  the 
other  hand,  said,  "  Mistress,  shall  I  pat  thee  on  the  back, 
that  thou  mayest  go  on,  or  haclst  thou  already  finished?" 

Still  coughing,  and  unable  to  speak,  she  shook  her  head 
at  him  furiously,  and  reached  out  for  the  object  nearest  at 
hand.  Three  heads  bobbed,  and  over  Timmo's  curly  pate 
flew  a  man's  heavy  shoe,  and  struck  —  Sengstake  in  the 
stomach,  just  as  he  entered. 

"  I  thank  thee,  mistress,  for  thy  hearty  welcome  !  "  ex- 
claimed he.  "  Thou  wast  probably  throwing  the  shoe  to  thy 
journeyman,  and  he  missed  it,  that  time." 

"I  thought  it  was  intended  for  the  master,"  said  Timmo, 
maliciously. 

"  It  was  intended  for  the  heads  of  all  three,  but  the  blow 
was  n't  wasted,  either.  It  is  a  pity  that  it  did  not  strike  a 
few  feet  higher." 

"  But,  mistress,  have  I  done  anything  to  thee  to  earn  such 
treatment?"  returned  Sengstake,  in  his  cat-like  manner  ;  "did 
not  Master  Hesterwegen  tell  thee  how  I  stood  up  for  Master 
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Daniel,  and  begged  that  his  fine  might  be  made  as  small  as 
possible?" 

Mistress  Gesche's  cough  still  continued  ;  but  Daniel  spoke, 
"Oh,  yes,  master,  so  I  have  been  told,  and  I  thank  thee 
from  my  heart,  and  if  I  can  do  thee  a  good  turn  —  " 

"My  deaf  master,  I  never  thought  of  that;  I  did  it  will- 
ingly, but  I  know  I  may  rely  upon  thee,  being  such  an 
obliging  fellow,  who  is  liked  by  high  and  low,  in  case  I 
should  ever  have  a  favor  to  ask." 

"  Truly,  Master  Sengstake,  I  will  gladly  do  anything  thou 
mayest  ask,  only  tell  me  how  I  can  serve  thee." 

"  No,  no,  nothing  ;  on  the  contrary,  I  give  thee  a  little  good 
advice,  before  thou  goest  to  the  councillor's  to-day.  Mark, 
Master  Daniel,"  he  continued ;  "the  best  thing  for  thee  to 
do  is  to  declare  openly  how  the  matter  stands,  and  that 
Master  Mildehovet  hath  ordered  thee  to  make  the  fur  boots." 

"That  is,  he  hath  —  " 

"  Given  thee  the  order,  thou  wert  about  to  say ;  it  is  one 
and  the  same  thing." 

"  But  he  only  said  to  me  —  " 

"  That  he  could  not  wear  ordinary  boots,  by  reason  of  his 
gout,  and  that  softer  ones  were  needful  for  him." 

"  Yea,  Master  Sengstake." 

"  Thou  must  say  this,  therefore,  to  the  guild  masters,  noth- 
ing more :  Thou  couldst  not  withstand  a  councillor ;  not 
refuse  to  do  what  he  required  of  thee  ;  therefore,  thou  art  not 
accountable,  art  thou?" 

"  Nay,"  Daniel  drawled,  and  was  no  wiser  than  before. 

"  Not  in  the  least.  If  thou  only  wilt  abide  by  this,  that 
the  councillor  charged  thee  to  make  the  fur  boots,  the  guild 
masters  cannot  harm  thee  ;  and  I  know  not,  in  truth,  why 
thou  shouldst  pay  the  fine." 

"  Ah !  Master  Sengstake,"  cried  Gesche,  with  her  broad- 
est smile,  and  greatly  pleased  with  this  artifice;  "  I  thank 
thee  for  saying  this  to  my  husband.  I  was  even  now  trying 
to  make  him  see  it  in  this  light,  but  my  words  have  no  weight 
with  him." 

Timmo  laughed,  and  Hans's  face  was  transformed  as  if  by 
a  sudden  light,  while  Daniel  nodded,  as  he  began  slowly  to 
comprehend  the  situation. 

"  My  dear  master,"  Sengstake  said,  with  a  smile,  "  we 
should  alwa}7s  pay  attention  to  the  words  of  the  women,  for 
they  mean  them  for  our  good.  I  could  give  thee  many  exam- 
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pies,  could  tell  thee  many  a  stcny,  though  thou  wouldst  not 
believe  all  that  I  could  tell.  So,  for  example,  in  this  strife 
between  the  council  and  church,  of  which  such  false  reports 
are  abroad,  I  am  familiar  with  all  the  circumstances,  thanks 
to  my  former  position,  which  I  resigned  ;  I  am  familiar  with 
the  circumstances,  and  if  thou  wishest  to  know  the  truth, 
thou  needest  only  ask  me.  I  will  tell  thee  the  facts  just  as 
they  are,  but,  of  course,  in  strict  confidence.  I  must  make 
that  a  condition.  What  thou  canst  repeat  to  thy  acquaint- 
ances, I  will  let  thee  know  later." 

"  Oh,  if  thou  wouldst  but  do  that,  Master  Sengstake,  that 
would  be  just  the  thing  for  me  !  If  I  could  only  show  the 
townsfolk  that  I  know  how  matters  stand." 

"With  all  my  heart,"  answered  Sengstake.  "I  should 
like  to  know  the  result  of  the  conference  at  Master  Milde- 
hovet's,  so  be  good  enough  to  come  to  my  house  at  five 
o'clock,  and  acquaint  me  with  the  decision.  We  can  con- 
verse together  a  little,  and  I  will  instruct  thee  how  to  talk 
to  thy  acquaintances  ;  but,"  he  laid  a  finger  on  his  lips,  with 
a  very  important  air,  "  thou  must  not,  under  any  considera- 
tion, mention  that  the  information  comes  from  me." 

"No,  no;  and  I  will  surely  come,  Master  Sengstake," 
cried  Daniel,  shaking  hands  with  Sengstake,  who  now  took 
leave  of  the  highly  gratified  couple. 

Timmo  was  the  sole  person  in  the  lion's  den  who  saw 
through  Sengstake's  machinations,  but  as  he  was  also  Timmo's 
protector  and  adviser  in  the  conspiracy  in  which  already 
many  journeymen  were  enlisting,  he  was  wary  enough  not 
to  caution  his  master.  As  the  inspector  walked  down  the 
Techt,  he  said  to  himself,  complacently,  "On  the  morrow,  by 
this  time,  the  whole  town  will  know  of  Heinrich  Sengstake's 
design." 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

IT  was  "  Holiday  Monday,"  and  as  only  one  came  in  each 
season,  it  must  be  well  observed.  So  thought,  at  least,  the 
shoemakers'  journeymen  in  Liineburg,  and  the  much-abused 
prentices  were  decidedly  of  the  same  opinion.  In  olden 
times  all  the  journeymen  celebrated  their  holidays  together, 
but  on  account  of  riotous  disturbances,  the  wise  town  coun- 
cil was  obliged  to  make  a  change  in  the  established  order. 
Every  Monday  in  the  year  was  allotted  to  the  various  guilds, 
so  that  only  a  few  kept  their  festivals  on  the  same  day. 
To-day  belonged  to  all  the  different  crafts  which  worked  in 
leather :  shoemakers,  harness  makers,  and  so  forth.  In  the 
lion's  den  it  was  to  be  especially  a  festival,  for  Timmo  was 
to  be  received  into  the  brotherhood  of  cobbler  journeymen. 
He  was  to  be  the  hero  of  the  day,  and  that  was  much  to  his 
taste. 

Peace  had  been  concluded  in  the  little  house  on  the  Techt. 
The  happy  termination  of  the  meeting  at  Master  Milde- 
hovet's  had  greatly  contributed  to  this  result. 

The  two  guild  masters,  Hesterwegen  and  Mockeling,  had 
laughed  at,  rather  than  admonished,  Daniel,  and  agreed  upon 
the  smallest  possible  fine,  which  the  compassionate  Milde- 
hovet  thereupon  paid  to  both  corporations. 

Daniel  rather  reluctantly  asserted  that  the  councillor  had 
charged  him  to  make  the  fur  boots,  which  asseveration  Milde- 
hovet  denied  with  an  incredulous  shake  of  the  head,  affirm- 
ing that  he  had  known  nothing  of  fur  boots,  or  he  would 
have  ordered  them  long  ago.  Then  Mockeling  hesitatingly 
said,  "  But,  master,  the  fur  boots  ;  we  must  take  them  along 
with  us."  Here  Master  Mildehovet  looked  at  them  with 
such  a  friendly,  wnggish  expression,  saying,  beseechingly, 
u  Masters,  ye  do  not  wish  the  gout  to  seize  hold  again  of 
the  poor  old  man,"  that  they  could  not  find  it  in  their  hearts 
to  deprive  him  of  his  boots.  Gladly  he  gave  to  both  mas- 
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ters  a  few  marks  for  repairing  the  guild-houses,  and  thus 
the  affair  ended  to  every  one's  great  satisfaction. 

Sengstake  had  some  trouble*  to  persuade  the  happy  cob- 
bler, when  he  visited  him  afterward,  of  the  villany  of  the 
council ;  but  Daniel,  after  all,  was  as  wax  in  the  hands  of 
Sengstake,  and  returned  to  his  impatient  wife  full  to  over- 
flowing with  second-hand  accusations  against  the  council, 
and  stories  of  their  misdoings. 

The  fray  of  the  morning  was  forgotten  in  the  evening,  and 
good-humor  returned  to  the  lion's  den  with  every  new  piece 
of  gossip  which  they  shared  as  joint  booty. 

The  many  visits  from  fellow- journej'men  to  Timmo  during 
the  last  few  days,  and  the  whispered  conversations,  seemed 
suspicious  to  Mistress  Gesche,  but  he  quieted  her  curiosity 
by  telling  her  that  they  referred  to  his  entering  the  brother- 
hood ;  in  reality,  they  were  secret  consultations  concerning 
the  intended  outbreak. 

On  Saturday,  the  key  of  the  journeymen's  chest  was  sent 
from  one  workshop  to  another,  as  a  summons  from  the 
supervisor  to  meet  on  the  following  Monday  at  Mother 
Hombrok's  inn. 

And  now,  at  last,  the  festal  day  arrived,  and  while  the 
journeymen,  in  little  groups,  sauntered  about,  singing  and 
laughing,  or  stood  near  the  town-gates,  or  upon  the  walls, 
idle  and  light-hearted,  preparations  were  being  made  in  the 
inn  for  the  carouse,  which  was  to  begin  at  five  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon.  The  host,  with  his  spouse,  and  red-cheeked 
maid,  Hempa,  pushed  the  tables  together,  and  put  the  chairs 
around  them.  Then  they  placed  the  tankards  upon  the 
board,  rolled  from  the  cellar  two  casks  of  the  best  Liine- 
berger  beer,  and  all  was  ready  for  the  brotherhood. 

They  trooped  in,  well-nigh  sixty  in  number,  and  two 
guests  bidden  by  Timmo,  Arnold  and  Gilbert  Henneberg. 
Timmo,  decorated  with  a  nosegay,  was  solemnly  conducted 
from  his  dwelling  to  the  inn  by  the  head  supervisor  and  his 
assistant,  and  greeted  by  his  comrades  with  huzzas.  They 
gathered  about  him  with  endless  hand-shaking,  for  he  had 
already  become  a  favorite. 

The  host  and  hostess  saluted  each  journeyman  separately, 
and  the  latter  had  for  each  a  friendly  word,  and  not  seldom 
a  biting  jest,  which  was  taken  in  good  part,  the  rather  that 
many  of  them  had  run  up  long  scores  with  her.  She  had 
substituted  a  red  cloth  for  her  usual  yellow  head-gear,  and  its 
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stiffly  starched  points  stood  up  like  horns.  After  greeting 
Timmo,  she  said,  "  And  how  dost  thou  fare  in  the  lion's 
den,  with 'Mistress  Gesche,  little  Darmstadter?" 

"  Excellently  well,  mother,"  he  answered.  "  The  beauti- 
ful mistress  dotes  on  me  ;  thou  wouldst  not  believe  what 
flatteries  she  showers  upon  my  head." 

u  I  make  no  doubt  of  it,  my  marmot,"  laughed  Mother  Hom- 
brok.  "  Thou  art  a  pretty  little  devil,  and  she  has  found  her 
match  at  last." 

"I  knew  I'd  get  the  better  of  her,"  replied  Timmo,  and 
went  to  meet  Arnold,  who  entered  at  that  moment. 

The  journeymen  crowded  together,  exchanging  rough 
pleasantries,  interrupted  by  shouts  of  laughter,  and  relating 
extravagant  tales  of  master  and  mistress,  and  boasting  of 
their  importance  and  standing. 

By  and  by  the  supervisors  called  them  all  to  take  their 
seats  at  the  table.  At  the  top  sat  the  head  supervisor,  and 
on  each  side  of  him  two  coadjutors,  whose  dut3r  it  was  to  see 
that  things  proceeded  in  orderly  fashion,  and  that  fines  were 
paid,  if  any  rules  were  transgressed.  Timmo  sat  next  on 
the  right,  as  the  hero  of  the  occasion,  and  Arnold  opposite 
to  him.  The  prentices,  Hans  and  Hennecke,  were  allowed 
the  honor  of  being  cup-bearers,  helped  by  the  assistant 
supervisor,  the  youngest  journeyman  of  the  brotherhood. 

"  What  did  they  say  to  thee  at  home,  Hennecke,  about 
the  rabbits?"  asked  Hnns. 

"  The  less  said  about  it,  the  better,"  Henuecke  answered. 

At  this  moment  the  supervisor  struck  the  table  with  a 
wooden  hammer,  and  all  rose.  He  repeated  a  short  prayer, 
and  then  opened  the  chest  which  stood  before  him,  in  which 
were  kept  the  seals  and  papers  of  the  brotherhood.  There- 
upon all  resumed  their  seats,  but  he  remained  standing, 
placed  the  thumb  of  his  closed  right  hand  on  the  table,  and 
spoke : — 

"  Be  welcome,  dear  brothers  and  journeymen  !  If  ye  have 
aught  to  say  against  any  of  the  officers  of  our  brotherhood, 
speak  now,  so  that  afterward  we  can  drink  in  peace.  What 
do  ye  think  ?  Is  not  peace  best  of  all  ?  " 

The  journeymen  answered  all  together,  u  Yea." 

4 'Now  must  ye  remember,  dear  brothers,  that  whoever  at 
this  fraternal  feast  begins  a  brawl,  shall,  according  to  our 
written  ordinances,  be  fined  ten  fat  oxen,  ten  fat  sheep,  ten 
batches  of  bread,  and  either  wine  or  beer  in  goodly  quantity, 
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and  shall  be  pulled  about  by  the  hair  of  his  head  till  he 
promises  to  keep  the  peace." 

The  journeymen  answered,  "  Thank  thee  for  thy  good 
words." 

"  Also,  dear  comrades,  ye  must  call  one  another  by  your 
right  names,  use  no  oaths,  draw  no  knives,  and  do  no  other 
misdeeds.  Now  pull  out  your  purses,  and  let  not  the  strings 
be  too  tight." 

Whereupon  the  journe}7men  replied,  — 

"  Thrust  the  hand  in, 

Count  the  coin  o'er, 
He  who  has  much, 
Must  pay  the  more." 

Then  they  all  thrust  their  hands  into  their  pockets,  and 
laid  their  money  on  the  table,  and  when  it  was  gathered  up, 
the  supervisor  exclaimed  to  his  assistants,  — 

"  Now  ye  will  tap  the  cask." 

They  went  out  forthwith  and  did  as  they  were  ordered,  and 
the  two  prentices,  together  with  the  Hombroks  and  Hempa, 
began  to  serve  the  beer. 

The  talk  went  on  in  the  same  big  and  boastful,  yet  harm- 
less manner  with  which  it  had  begun  out  of  doors,  and 
innocent  jokes  were  freely  bandied,  but  whether  owing  to  a 
preconceived  agreement  or  to  caution,  no  allusion  was  made 
to  the  coming  outbreak. 

After  half  an  hour's  animated  talking,  the  ceremonious 
drinking  began,  from  the  pewter  flagons  belonging  to  the 
brotherhood,  which  were  of  strange  forms  and  of  different 
sizes,  and  each  of  which  had  its  own  particular  name. 

All  were  not  allowed  to  drink  out  of  every  one  of  them, 
but  must  proceed  according  to  rule  and  custom,  and  any 
variation  therefrom  was  punishable  by  admonition  and  fine. 

At  a  sign  from  the  head  supervisor  the  assistant  filled  the 
first  flagon,  called  "  good  luck."  The  supervisor  then  arose, 
and  receiving  it  with  his  right  hand,  he  half  emptied  it,  say- 
ing, "  Good  luck  has  come  to  me,  as  it  will  come  presently  to 
other  good  comrades."  Thereupon  he  threw  three  dice,  took 
the  number  of  the  points,  and  counting  heads  to  the  right  of 
him,  handed  the  flagon  to  him  whose  position  corresponded 
with  the  number,  and  he  was  entitled  to  empty  it ;  the  super- 
visor, calling  him  by  name,  said,  u  Good  luck  has  come  to 
thee  ;  take  it,  and  may  God  give  thee  prosperity  !  " 
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The  journeyman  replied,  "Good  luck  is  better  than  riches," 
emptied  the  flagon,  and  while  it  was  filling  he  threw  the  dice, 
then  passed  it  on  in  like  manner  as  before,  and  this  continued 
a  quarter  of  an  hour  by  the  hour-glass. 

After  a  little  time  had  passed  to  give  free  course  to  the 
growing  hilarity,  there  came  a  second  flagon,  and  he  who  was 
unable  to  partake  of  the  brotherhood  cup,  drank  meanwhile 
out  of  his  own,  and  paid  for  it  himself,  while  the  charges  for 
the  former  were  defined  at  the  common  cost. 

The  second  flagon  went  by  the  name  of  "  the  maiden," 
and  when  its  contents  were  drunk,  the  name  of  one's  sweet- 
heart must  be  pronounced  aloud  or  to  one's  self,  but  no 
untravelled  journeyman  could  share  the  cup,  or  mention  any 
but  the  name  of  a  Liineburger  maiden.  If  this  law  was 
broken,  the  offender  was  not  told  what  his  punishment  should 
be  ;  if  a  name  was  spoken,  all  the  others  cried,  "  Hail  to  the 
virtuous  damsel !  " 

Six  times  "  the  maiden  flagon  "  was  filled,  the  head  super- 
visor drinking  first,  and  choosing  whom  he  pleased  to  pass 
it  to. 

Thus  the  tender  secrets  of  the  journeymen's  hearts  were 
one  by  one  modestly  or  proudly  revealed.  The  young 
supervisor's  turn  came  last,  and  assuming  that  he  was*  not 
yet  old  enough  to  have  a  sweetheart,  they  all  wished  him  one 
soon;  as  he  drained  the  beaker,  they  cried,  "  Good  luck  to 
thee,  brother  supervisor,  by  day  and  by  night." 

Thus  far  the  brotherhood  had  taken  no  special  notice 
of  Timmo,  but  with  the  next  loving  cup  he  must  be  fitly 
greeted. 

A  great  flagon  was  now  placed  before  their  chief,  with  a 
cover  known  as  "  the  welcome,"  and  he  again  struck  the 
table,  whereupon  all  rose. 

Asmus  Troffehn  then  spoke  :  "  Hail  to  ye,  dear  brothers  ! 
A  stranger  hath  come  into  our  midst  to  demand  admission 
into  this  worthy  brotherhood ;  he  hath  proved  his  right  to 
enter,  is  of  honest  German  birth,  and  hath  delivered  to  us 
friendly  greetings  from  many  esteemed  masters.  If  any  of 
ye  have  aught  to  say  against  him,  speak  now,  or  afterward 
hold  your  peace.  Ye  are  silent,"  he  continued,  after  a  short 
pause,  and  turned  to  the  new  comrade  ;  "  we  greet  thee  in 
God's  name,  shoemaker  !  " 

"  I  thank  thee,  in  God's  name,"  replied  Timmo. 

''Acquaint  me  with  thy   name,   shoemaker.     Our   chest 
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stands  open,  in  which  is  preserved  the  vessels,  manuscripts, 
seals,  and  treasure  of  this  honorable  brotherhood,  which  now 
stands  around  the  table  to  receive  thee  into  its  membership, 
according  to  old  usage." 

"  My  name  is  Timotheus  Schneck." 

"  Timotheus  Schneck  is  a  good  name,  shoemaker ;  in  what 
city  hast  thou  received  it  ?  " 

"  In  the  good  city  of  Darmstadt  have  I  received  it." 

"  Canst  thou  name  to  me  two  or  three  who  can  bear  wit- 
ness for  thee?" 

"  I  can  well  name  them  to  thee  ;  they  are  Peter  Pechsieder, 
David  Drahtklemmer,  and  Lude  Leistenzwicker ;  these  three 
will  bear  witness  for  me,  and  many  other  good  comrades, 
more  than  I  can  number." 

u  Timotheus  Schneck,  from  Darmstadt,  we  herewith 
receive  thee  into  our  brotherhood,  and  thy  name  shalt  be 
enrolled  with  ours,  and  our  weal  shall  be  thy  weal.  Lay  thy 
right  hand  in  mine,  and  answer  me  faithfully,  as  I  question 
thee. 

"  The  first  point  is  this :  wilt  thou  promise  and  vow,  by 
thy  troth,  to  hold  fast  to  the  word  of  God,  thy  oath  to  the 
master,  and  the  laws  of  the  brotherhood,  as  befits  an  honor- 
able journeyman  shoemaker?" 

And  Timmo  answered,  u  Yea,  brother." 

"  Secondly,  wilt  thou  promise  and  vow  to  follow  the  cus- 
toms and  usages  of  the  craft,  to  the  best  of  thy  knowledge 
and  ability?" 

And  Timmo  answered,  for  the  second  time,  u  Yea." 

u  Thirdly,  wilt  thou  promise  and  vow  to  do,  or  leave 
undone,  whatever  is  commanded  or  forbidden  to  thee  and 
other  exemplary  journeymen,  by  our  statutes,  for  the  honor 
of  God,  and  the  prosperity  of  this  estimable  brotherhood?" 

And  for  the  third  time  Timmo  gave  his  word  of  honor. 

"  I  therefore  say  to  thee  :  be  welcome,  Brother  Timotheus 
Schneck,  in  the  name  of  our  craft." 

And  the  journeymen  all  repeated  after  him,  "  Be  welcome, 
in  the  name  of  our  craft." 

"  I  thank  thee,  brother  supervisor  and  dear  fellow-journey- 
men," responded  Timmo. 

Then  they  all  seated  themselves  again  at  the  table  except 
Timmo  and  the  supervisor,  who  said,  — 

"  I  now  extend  the  '  welcome  cup '  to  thee.  With  the  per- 
mission of  my  dear  brothers,  I  will  remove  the  cover." 


152  THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUNEBURG. 

He  lifted  the  lid  of  the  welcome  cup,  drank  from  it,  re- 
covered it,  and  handed  it  to  Timmo,  with  these  words,  UI 
offer  this  honorable  welcome  to  thee,  in  the  name  of  the 
assembled  brotherhood.  Thou  must  empty  it  in  three 
draughts.  May  it  do  thee  good." 

Timmo  took  the  flagon  and  drank  the  contents,  as  he  was 
bidden,  in  three  draughts.  Then  it  was  refilled  and  passed 
around  the  whole  circle,  every  one  drinking  as  much  as  he 
pleased  from  it.  But  he  must  not  keep  it  too  long,  must 
receive  it  with  his  right  hand,  and  offer  it  to  his  neighbor  in 
the  same  way,  with  the  greeting,  "May  it  do  thee  good." 
Whereupon  the  following  song  was  sung  :  — 

Pass  on  the  cup  from  hand  to  hand, 

Around  the  friendly  table ; 
Thou  brother  of  the  Fatherland, 

Enjoy  as  thou  art  able. 
We  welcome  thee,  we  drink  to  thee, 

Health  to  us  all,  and  good  cheer ; 
God  prosper  thee,  and  may'st  thou  be 

Contented  with  thy  lot  here. 

Whoever  knocks  at  our  guild  gates, 

Shall  at  our  board  be  seated ; 
Who  honors  crafts  and  worthy  mates, 

By  crafts  and  mates  is  greeted. 
And  coming  here  from  home  and  friend, 

The  traveller's  staff  thou  'st  wielded, 
By  highway,  by-way,  wilt  thou  wend, 

Thou  shalt  by  us  be  shielded. 

To  thee  in  workshop  come  good  luck, 

Where'er  thy  bread  thou  winnest ; 
For  every  hammer-blow  thou  'st  struck, 

I  wish  thee  joy,  no  sin  is 't. 
May'st  thou  a  worthy  master  find, 

Likewise  a  mistress  fitting, 
May  pretty  maidens,  good  and  kind, 

About  thy  path  be  flitting. 

Welcome,  again,  to  thee  we  drink, 

Boon  comrade,  here  's  thy  pleasure; 
Pass  on  the  cup,  which  in  a  twink 

Is  emptied,  though  full  measure. 
Fill  it  again,  and  yet  again, 

Who  drinks,  be  sure  thy  friend  is; 
"  God  prosper  thee,"  began  our  strain, 

"  God  prosper  thee,"  its  end  is. 
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After  an  interval,  a  small  beaker  was  passed  about,  called 
"  good  will."  The  supervisor  drank  first,  as  before,  but  this 
time  he  left  but  little  for  Timmo,  saying,  "  Brother,  thou 
must  be  satisfied  with  the  good- will ;  the  monastery  is  poor, 
the  brothers  are  numerous,  and  the  abbot  himself  likes  a 
good  draught." 

This  vessel  resembled  a  boar's  head,  the  snout  serving  as 
foot,  and  it  was  refilled  three  times.  Then  it  was  finally  half 
filled  for  the  benefit  of  the  two  prentices.  Hennecke  drank 
first,  and  as  recompense  for  the  flogging  which  he  had 
received  on  account  of  the  rabbit-skins,  he  nearly  emptied 
the  beaker,  saying,  as  he  handed  it  to  Hans,  in  the  words  of 
the  supervisor,  "Thou  must  be  satisfied  with  the  good-will ; 
the  monastery  is  poor,  the  brothers  are  numerous,  and  the 
abbot  himself  likes  a  good  draught."  Hans  made  a  grimace 
at  him,  which  did  not  contain  very  warm  assurances  of 
friendship,  and  counted  himself  blameless,  if,  after  this,  he 
indemnified  himself  at  the  fountain  head. 

Next  came  "the  HermeS  cup,"  on  which  was  incised  a 
wreath  of  forget-me-nots,  and  only  thos'e  who  were  not 
natives  of  the  town  drank  from  it,  in  memory  of  their  homes 
and  dear  ones.  And  if  these  wiped  their  eyes  as  well  as 
their  lips,  no  one  blamed  them,  for  many  of  the  Liineburgers 
had  eaten  the  bread  of  strangers,  and  knew  how  one  feels 
when  he  thinks  of  home,  and  does  not  know  whether  or  not 
his  kinsfolk  are  even  living.  The  young  supervisor  gave 
Timmo  the  first  draught,  saying,  "Drink,  brother,  and  let 
not  homesickness  overcome  thee,  for  this  is  the  Hermes  cup. 
Timotheus  Schneck,  hast  thou  perchance  a  dear  mother  at 
home  who  is  now  thinking  of  thee  ?  Liveth  yet  thy  father, 
who  taught  thee  to  labor  honestly  and  industriously.  Hast 
thou  brothers  and  sisters  who  bear  the  same  name  as  thou, 
who  all  long  to  see  thy  face  again,  and  whose  hearts  would 
be  full  of  joy  at  thy  coming?" 

As  Timmo  drank,  all  eyes  were  fixed  upon  him,  as  though 
asking  these  questions.  According  to  his  certificate  lie  was 
of  honest  German  birth,  but  he  had  never  spoken  of  his 
parents,  and  avoided  the  subject.  As  he  drank,  and  put 
down  the  cup,  not  a  shadow  of  melancholy  lay  upon  his 
countenance  ;  rather,  it  might  be,  of  defiance  and  bitterness. 
But  if  so,  it  was  only  for  a  moment ;  with  a  hasty  movement 
he  handed  the  cup  back  to  the  supervisor,  calling  out,  in  a 
loud  and  reckless  tone,  "  Drink,  Brother  Asmus,  and  if 
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homesickness  comes  to  thee,  wash  it  away  with  good  beer, 
for  it  is  a  foolish  feeling  !" 

They  all  saw  that  he  wished  to  drown  some  remembrance, 
and  this  did  not  make  a  good  impression  upon  the  brother- 
hood, for,  jovial  and  full  of  life  as  they  were,  they  never 
jested  about  anything  sacred.  Home  and  the  father's  roof 
were  dear  to  them  all,  and  Timmo's  words  would  have  excited 
displeasure  on  an  ordinary  occasion,  but  they  passed  it  by, 
as  this  was  his  entrance  feast. 

This  little  cloud  was,  however,  soon  forgotten.  And  now 
came  a  cup  which  could  only  be  held  in  the  left  hand,  and  if 
any  one  spilt  more  beer  than  he  could  cover  with  his  foot  he 
was  obliged  to  pay  a  fine,  and  as  they  were  all  awkward  and 
spilt  a  good  deal,  much  mirth  ensued,  and  the  fines  were 
more  or  less  reluctantly  paid.  Also  a  fine  was  required  if 
one  thoughtlessly  took  the  cup  in  his  right  hand,  and  the 
journeymen  were  strictly  watched,  and  if  they  refused  to  pay 
the  fine,  the  rest  threatened  to  bind  them  and  keep  them  in 
confinement  till  they  promised  to  obey  the  rules. 

By  this  time  they  were  well  through  the  second  tun.  The 
hilarity  increased  from  minute  to  minute,  though  it  had  not 
as  yet  reached  its  height,  when  the  last  flagon  made  its 
appearance. 

This  was  called  "  the  justice  cup,"  for  every  one  now  got 
his  rights,  which  some  of  the  journeymen  felt  that  until  now 
they  had  been  defrauded  of.  But  one  and  all  determined 
not  to  be  abandoned  of  justice,  and  the  great  two-handled 
flagon  was  drained  so  ofte-n  that  the  two  cup-bearers  had  to 
drag  heavy  vessels  of  beer  around  the  board  after  it,  so  as 
to  refill  it  on  the  spot. 

Whilst  the  justice  cup  went  its  rounds,  the  supervisor 
called  out,  "Brothers,  we  will  sing  the  *  Holiday  Monday 
song  ! ' "  and  they  began  :  — 

Sunday  is  over,  and  Monday  is  here  — 

Our  Monday's  our  high  holiday, 
Awake  we  at  dawn,  as  comes  to  the  ear 
The  matin  bell's  call  far  away. 
No  need  to  hurry, 
Say  we  to-day, 
No  work,  no  flurry, 

Take  your  own  way; 
Rest  ye  from  hamm'ring  and  filing, 
Yield  ye  to  this  day's  beguiling ! 
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Masters  we  all  are,  at  least  for  to-day, 

We  put  not  our  hands  to  a  tool ; 
Fig  ourselves  out  in  our  finest  array, 
Leave  lapstone,  and  apron,  and  stool. 
Out  in  the  thronged  street, 

Joking  the  girls, 
Treating  friends  we  meet, 

Till  the  head  whirls ; 
Eest  ye  from  every  day  sitting, 
Racing  and  chasing  is  fitting ! 

Workshop  is  vacant  and  tavern  is  full, 

Pray  only  that  wages  may  last ; 
Long  grows  the  score  as  pull  after  pull 
Doth  empty  the  beer  flagon  fast. 
Fathers  must  pay  it, 

Or  lads  must  go 
With  a  mere  skin-fit 

From  top  to  toe ; 
Pawn-uncle  all  the  rest  taking,  . 
Good  by  to  holiday  making! 

Who's  seen  to-morrow?  to-day  is  our.chance, 

Now  give  us  the  cask,  not  the  jug ; 
The  joy  of  to-day  will  sorrow  enhance, 
Then  closer  to-day  its  joys  hug! 
*'  Working  six  days  long, 

One  day  for  res't !  " 
Not  this  be  our  song : 
Reverse  were  best ; 
"  One  day  of  mending  and  making, 
Six  days  for  our  pleasure  taking !  " 

The  merriment  waxed  ever  louder  and  louder  in  the  inn 
on  the  Altstadt,  where  sixty  journeymen  were  met  in  good 
fellowship,  and  without  care  save  to  get  their  share  of  all  the 
beer  which  was  flowing.  Arnold  and  Gilbert  partook  of  the 
good  cheer,  but  as  guests  from  another  craft  they  drank 
more  sparingly  than  the  rest.  The  revelry  had  by  this  time 
reached  such  a  height  that  the  brotherhood  were  barely  able 
to  keep  their  seats,  and  their  heads  were  altogether  befogged. 
The  rosy-cheeked  maid  Hempa  now  withdrew,  at  the  com- 
mand of  Mother  Hombrok.  Even  the  latter  had  to  defend 
herself  from  a  foolish  fellow,  who  began  to  pull  the  stiffened 
ends  of  her  head-cloth.  But  she  rapped  him  smartly  on  the 
knuckles,  sputtering,  c'Keep  thy  pitchy  claws  to  thyself, 
gosling !  Begone !  or  I  will  have  thee  put  into  the  empty 
tun,  and  rolled  out  of  the  inn  into  the  street." 
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u  Don't  be  so  snappish,  mother,"  laughed  the  journeyman, 
and  returned  to  his  fellows. 

Mother  Hombrok  addressed  herself  affably  to  Gilbert: 
44 Young  Gilbert,  my  boy  of  gold,  thou  art  the  best  thing 
that  the  Darmstadter  hath  brought  to  Luneburg.  Plow  is 
the  little  sister?" 

"  She  is  growing  tall,  mother,"  replied  Gilbert,  with  a  smile. 

"  I  believe  thee  !  She  hath  grown  into  all  hearts,  the  fine 
maiden  !  Greet  her,  from  old  Mother  Hombrok." 

The  supervisor,  who  was  still  passably  clear  in  his  head, 
thought  that  the  time  was  drawing  near  for  ending  the  revels. 
He  knocked  repeatedly  on  the  table  until  quiet  was  restored, 
and  then  began  :  "  Dear  brethren,  the  hours  have  sped,  our 
beer  is  almost  gone,  and  we  must  bring  our  jovial  holiday  to 
an  end.  If  we  have  been  sober,  let  us  remain  so." 

*'  Brother  Tirnmo,  thy  behavior  hath  pleased  us  ;  may  it  be 
that  ours  hath  pleased  thee.  I  thank  ye,  dear  brothers,  that 
ye  have  conducted  yourselves  so  well,  and  I  pray  that  ye 
may  continue  so  to  do  till  we  meet  again.  And,  now,  shall 
the  black-book  be  read  ?  " 

The  journeymen  all  cried  in  unison,  u  No  !  no  !  " 

'*  Now,  therefore,  I  will  close  our  brotherhood  chest  for 
this  occasion." 

And,  with  a  loud  noise,  he  dropped  the  lid,  and  turned  the 
key  in  the  lock. 

He  then  continued,  "  He  who  has  had  enough,  had  best 
go  home,  and  not  forget  his  good  name  ;  and  he  who  wishes 
to  drink  more,  may  stay  awhile." 

And  they  drank  till  the  second  tun  was  empty,  and  then 
many  of  them  had  fairly  lost  their  wits,  Timmo,  among  the 
rest,  who  could  no  longer  distinguish  Arnold  from  Gilbert. 
When  the  revellers  finally  took  their  departure,  he  flung  his 
arm  round  the  latter' s  neck,  and  stammered,  "I  told  thee 
so,  Brother  Arnold  ;  I  told  thee  so.  On  Thursday  we  shall 
have  our  secret  meeting.  Ha !  ha !  Our  secret  meeting. 
Thou  Vilt  come,  Brother  Arnold.  Eight  o'clock  ;  behind  the 
Monk's  Garden.  They  will  all  join  with  us  in  the  plot." 

No  one  heard  him  save  Gilbert,  who  was  deeply  shocked 
by  this  revelation,  which  had  fallen  unwittingly  from  Timmo's 
stammering  lips. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

FROM  Master  Gotthard  Henneberg's  house,  on  Red  Cock 
Street,  peace  and  joy  seemed  to  have  fled.  Dulness  and 
disquiet  reigned  in  workshop,  living-room,  and  chambers, 
even  as  high  up  as  "  the  swallows'  nest,"  and,  like  the  heavy 
atmosphere  before  a  thunder-storm,  weighed  upon  the  minds 
of  the  members  of  the  household,  who  hitherto  had  gone  about 
their  daily  work  so  contentedly.  The  work  was  done  as  be- 
fore, but  no  longer  with  gladness,  for  they  carried  care  and 
anxiety  in  their  hearts,  which  they  read  in  one  another's 
countenances.  No  one  confided  his  trouble  to  the  others, 
but  hid  it  in  his  own  heart.  A  great  many  things  combined 
to  cast  a  shadow  over  these  heretofore  cheerful  souls.  Mas- 
ter Gotthard  was  still  as  determined  as  ever,  for  his  strong 
will  did  not  easily  yield  to  outside  pressure.  He  pursued  his 
self-appointed  ends  with  resolute  patience,  and  pushed  aside 
all  obstacles  which  came  in  his  path.  Whenever  any  severe 
struggle  was  going  on  within  him,  or  he  had  to  encounter 
vexation,  he  sought  relief  in  one  or  another  of  two  remedies, 
either  of  which  was  sure  to  bring  him  rest  and  peace. 

He  went  out  alone  into  the  solitude  of  the  heath,  and  gave 
free  rein  to  his  stormy  thoughts,  till,  like  fiery  horses,  they 
were  quieted,  and  moved  once  more  at  a  moderate  pace  ;  or, 
seeking  his  workshop  and  selecting  the  most  difficult  piece  of 
work  he  could  find,  he  labored  at  it  with  all  his  might.  The 
hard  work  drove  away  hard  feelings,  and  by  the  time  his 
body  was  tired  out,  his  mind  would  be  at  rest. 

But  now  his  sure  remedies  failed  him.  What  he  had  upon 
his  mind  he  could  no  longer  shake  off  on  the  heath,  nor  lop 
off  with  the  hatchet,  for  it  was  too  strong!}'  fixed. 

He  did  not  repent  the  decision  he  had  given  his  son  Arnold, 
but  he  was  just  enough  to  pity  the  innocent  daughter  of  the 
outlawed  cooper,  who,  owing  to  her  father's  misdoings,  was 
robbed  of  her  life's  joy.  Even  for  Arnold  he  felt  some  sym- 
pathy, and  it  would  have  been  more  if  the  latter  had  shown 
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more  docility.  An  abyss  had  opened  between  father  and 
son,  and  neither  did  anything  to  cross  it.  They  did  not 
speak  to  each  other,  except  when  it  became  absolutely  neces- 
sary, and  this  unhappy  state  of  affairs  overshadowed  the 
household.  Mistress  Johanna  suffered  untold  pangs  in  con- 
sequence, and  tried  in  vain  to  reconcile  the  two  through  her 
entreaties,  but  they  remained  immovable. 

Moreover,  solicitude  as  to  the  town's  welfare  pressed 
heavily  upon  the  master.  Certain  signs,  which  could  be 
better  felt  than  defined,  proved  to  him  that  all  was  not  as  it 
should  be  in  Liineburg,  and  that  the  quiet  was  but  the  har- 
binger of  coming  storm,  sure  to  break  over  them,  sooner  or 
later,  with  incalculable  force. 

The  more  he  saw  of  these  omens,  the  more  disturbed  he  grew, 
mindful  of  the  weight  which  if  he  chose  he  could  throw  into 
the  balance.  He  knew  full  well  that  with  the  first  mutterings 
of  the  thunder,  all  eyes  would  be  fixed  upon  him,  and  that 
many  would  follow  his  lead,  and  he  trembled  in  anticipation 
of  the  day  which  would  bring  with  it  the  responsibility  of  a 
final  decision. 

These  cares  were  not  divined  by  the  household,  who  attrib- 
uted his  depression  to  his  disagreement  with  Arnold.  The 
master,  on  the  other  hand,  mistook  the  dejection  of  the 
others  for  the  shadow  of  his  own  melancholy,  out  of  which 
the  strong  man  could  not  for  once  arouse  himself,  nor  did  he 
suspect  that  they  had  troubles  of  their  own,  and  he  did  not 
see  the  shadows  which  haunted  the  house,  not  excepting  even 
the  uppermost  chamber.  The  fair  Ilsabe  was  cut  to  the 
heart,  having  heard,  through  gossiping  Daniel  Sporken,  that 
Baldwin  Viskule  was  wooing  Mistress  Walpurg  Gronhagen  ; 
all  the  guests  at  Mistress  Mandelsloh's  feast  having  per- 
ceived the  secret  understanding  between  them,  and  now 
daily  expecting  an  open  declaration  of  their  betrothal.  Ilsabe 
could  not  realize,  much  less  believe  it.  Every  fibre  of  her 
being  revolted  against  the  possibility  of  Baldwin's  love  be- 
longing to  another,  although  he  had  never  declared  it  to  her 
in  set  words  ;  and  yet  she  shuddered  with  apprehension  when 
she  thought  of  it/  More  than  a  week  had  passed  since  she 
had  seen  him,  or  been  able  to  judge  of  his  sentiments  by  his 
demeanor.  The  livelong  day  she  sat  aloft  in  her  "  swal- 
lows' nest,"  incapable  of  doing  anything  but  thinking  and 
dreaming,  and  gazing  longingly  over  the  roofs  and  gables 
into  the  blue  distance,  where  she  would  like  to  fly  with  her 
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beloved  one,  far  from  any  rival.  When  she  saw  anything 
moving  upon  the  heath,  without  knowing  if  it  were  man  or 
woman,  one  or  two  figures,  she  would  say  to  herself,  "There 
go  Baldwin  and  Walpurg,  exchanging  vows,  building  castles 
in  the  air,  and  wandering  in  a  paradise  of  love  and  happi- 
ness." 

She  listened  at  the  meal  for  some  allusion  to  the  rumor 
which  for  her  was  fraught  with  so  much  pain,  and  she 
sought  to  be  alone  with  Gilbert,  in  order  to  give  him  an 
opportunity  to  speak  of  it ;  but  nothing  was  said  on  the 
subject.  She  would  have  questioned  Hildegund,  and  even 
Baldwin,  had  she  not  been  afraid  of  betraying  her  feelings, 
whatever  the  answer  might  be.  And  grievous  as  was  her 
uncertainty,  it  would  be  worse  to  have  her  hopes  dashed  to 
the  ground  at  a  single  word. 

Gilbert,  also,  in  his  enforced  idleness,  of  which  he  had 
long  since  tired,  nad  time  enough  and  to  spare  for  reflection, 
and  he  knew  more  than  any  one  else  in  the  house.  He  alone 
guessed  another  reason  for  Ilsabe's  sighs  than  the  trouble 
which  they  all  shared,  in  common  with  his  father  and 
Arnold,  and  it  was  not  difficult  for  him  to  conjecture  the 
true  cause.  He  was  strengthened  in  his  supposition  when 
he  reflected  that  Baldwin,  at  their  last  meeting,  showed  an 
unusual  reserve.  His  friend  was  never  too  busy  to  visit 
them,  for  Master  Viskule  allowed  his  son  much  liberty.  The 
cause  of  his  absence  could  only  be  a  change  in  his  feelings, 
and  Gilbert  felt  grieved  for  the  dear  sister  whom  he  could 
not  console. 

But  furthermore,  he  had  knowledge  of  which  his  parents 
and  Jlsabe  suspected  nothing,  and  which  he  concealed  from 
Arnold.  This  was  the  burdensome  secret  of  the  journey- 
men's revolt.  The  plot  had  been  carefully  hidden  from  him, 
perhaps  because  he  was  working  under  no  master  at  present, 
but  probably  because  they  did  not  trust  him,  and  the  secrecy 
must  have  been  due  to  Arnold's  express  desire.  Had  not 
the  undertaking  been  unwittingly  revealed  by  Timmo,  he 
would  have  known  nothing  of  it.  He  would  have  altogether 
refused  to  join  it,  moreover,  not  from  timidity,  but  from  a 
sense  of  duty  and  of  respect  for  his  father,  whose  affection 
and  friendship  Arnold  had  alienated.  Could  it  be  that  resent- 
ment at  the  failure  of  his  hopes  had  driven  the  latter  into 
resistance  against  his  father,  and  induced  him  to  join  the 
incendiaries  who  menaced  the  town  at  the  moment  when  its 
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peace  was  threatened  from  without  by  powerful  enemies,  and 
that  in  carrying  out  his  own  plans  he  was  willing  to  let  the 
old  established  order  of  things  perish?  Such  a  resolve  could 
never  have  originated  with  Arnold  ;  some  one  else  must  have 
inspired  it,  and  let  Arnold  into  this  foolhardy  enterprise. 
Gilbert  was  ignorant  of  the  demands  of  the  journeymen 
upon  their  masters,  and  also  of  the  object  of  the  revolt,  but 
he  did  not  have  to  search  long  for  its  instigators.  Had  he 
not  seen,  on  the  evening  of  Arnold's  quarrel  with  his  father, 
his  brother,  with  Sengstake,  Dalenborg,  and  Timotheus 
Sclmeck,  slip  into  the  council's  wine-cellar?  These  three,  — 
the  restless,  forward  journeyman  from  Darmstadt,  his  fellow- 
wanderer  through  the  heath,  and  the  two  champions  of  the 
church  and  assistants  of  the  council,  of  whom  one  was  also 
Gotthard's  bitterest  enemy,  —  these  must  be  the  traitors. 
And  there  in  the  cellar  the  plot  had  originated,  into  which 
they  had  first  drawn  Arnold,  and  then  all  the  other  journey- 
men. 

What  should  Gilbert  do?  To  speak  to  Arnold  would  be 
of  no  use.  To  warn  him  would  be  of  no  avail,  for  he  whom 
Sengstake  had  entrapped  must  free  himself ;  no  one  else 
could  do  it.  And  Gilbert  felt  little  inclination  to  force  him- 
self into  his  elder  brother's  confidence,  which  the  latter  had 
purposely  withheld.  Arnold  believed  Gilbert  to  be  the 
favorite  of  their  parents,  and  to  have  been  made  acquainted 
with  the  supposed  betrothal  of  Ilsabe  and  Baldwin.  He 
also  suspected  an  attachment  between  his  brother  ;md 
Hildegund,  which  was  smiled  upon  by  both  father  and 
mother,  and  yet  Gilbert  had  never  spoken  to  him  of  either 
of  these  affairs  ;  and  this  apparent  want  of  confidence  induced 
in  Arnold  a  feeling  of  jealousy,  which  sooner  or  later  must 
needs  lead  to  estrangement  between  the  brothers.  Thus  it 
came  about  that  Gilbert  had  neither  courage  nor  inclination 
to  make  advances  to  Arnold. 

But  what  was  he  to  do?  As  son  of  a  craftsman  and 
head  master,  as  a  son  of  the  town,  whose  quiet  and  security 
were  endangered,  it  was  Gilbert's  unquestionable  duty  to 
give  his  father  information  of  this  conspiracy,  leaving  him 
to  act  as  he  thought  best. 

He  had  not  deliberately  played  the  spy,  but  at  the  same 
time  he  would  thus  become  the  accuser  of  his  brother,  and 
that  went  against  all  sense  of  honor.  How  would  the  intelli- 
gence shock  his  father,  when  the  upright  and  severe  guild 
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master,  who  adhered  so  strictly  to  the  old  customs,  should 
find  a  rebel  and  traitor  in  his  own  son  !  What  would  be  the 
consequences,  if  such  a  revelation  as  this  were  made  to  the 
already  angered  father ! 

Gilbert  had  a  hard  struggle  within  himself  as  to  whether 
he  should  speak,  or  keep  silence.  At  last  he  decided  to  wait ; 
they  would  not  meet  till  Thursday,  and  in  the  two  interven- 
ing days  some  event  might  transpire  which  would  frustrate 
the  whole  scheme,  or  the  knowledge  of  it  might  reach  the 
ears  of  some  other  guild  master,  and  so  save  him  from  turn- 
ing informant.  It  was  but  a  slender  hope,  and  did  not  bring 
him  much  comfort. 

His  love  for  Hildegund  alone  gave  him  happiness,  and 
helped  him  to  bear  his  heavy  load.  The  thought  that  it  was 
returned  transported  him  into  a  paradise  where  he  forgot  the 
apparent  impossibility  of  a  union  with  her.  When  he  saw 
her  and  spoke  to  her,  his  eyes  blessed  her,  and  his  heart  was 
filled  to  overflowing  with  new  hope.  If  he  could  do  battle 
for  the  beloved  one,  what  deed  was  there  .that  he  was  not 
ready  to  perform  ? 

In  deep  thought  he  sat  in  his  upper  chamber,  in  the  after- 
noon, when  he  heard  Ilsabe  come  down  from  her  "swallows' 
nest,"  and  hastily  knocking  at  his  door,  she  cried,  "Hildegund 
is  coming !  "  and  flew  to  meet  her,  Gilbert  following  like  an 
arrow. 

Ilsabe  had  seen  her  friend  turn  the  corner  of  the  street, 
and  at  the  same  moment  that  Hildegund  entered  the  living- 
room,  the  brother  and  sister  made  their  appearance  through 
the  other  door,  which  they  left  ajar.  Hildegund's  eyes  looked 
as  though  she  had  been  weeping,  and  she  threw  herself, 
without  a  word,  on  Ilsabe's  breast. 

"  What  aileth  thee,  Hildegund  ?  What  hath  happened?  " 
asked  Ilsabe,  anxiously. 

"  I  must  go  into  the  convent,"  she  stammered,  with  sup- 
pressed sobs  and  trembling  lips. 

"What  meanest  thou?"  ejaculated  Gilbert,  impetuously, 
involuntarily  clinching  his  fist,  as  if  to  floor  on  the  spot  any 
one  who  would  force  Hildegund  into  a  convent. 

Mistress  Johanna  and  Ilsabe  endeavored  to  calm  the 
agitated  maiden,  and  to  induce  her  to  tell  them  quietly 
what  had  occurred. 

She  then  related  to  them  how  Cousin  Barbara  had  lately 
overwhelmed  her  with  religious  exercises  and  devotional 
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reading  till  her  mind  was  fairly  bewildered,  and  many  a  time 
her  cousin  had  alarmed  her  by  falling  into  a  sort  of  ecstasy. 
That  Barbara  wished  to  retire  to  the  Lime  Convent  she  had 
long  known,  but  for  some  time  past  the  former  had  gently 
hinted  and  then  more  definitely  urged  upon  Hildegund  to 
follow  her  example,  and  devote  her  life  to  God  and  the  saints. 
With  increasing  enthusiasm  she  had  cited  pressing  reasons 
for  taking  a  step  so  pleasing  in  the  sight  of  heaven,  always 
employing  new  arguments  ;  but  never  had  she  been  so  urgent 
as  to-day,  so  that  Hildegund  scarcely  knew  how  to  answer 
her.  To  free  herself  from  her  importunities  she  promised  to 
think  of  the  matter.  Suddenly,  as  if  by  preconcerted  agree- 
ment, the  superior  of  Lune  entered  the  room,  and  Cousin 
Barbara  informed  him  with  joy  that  Hildegund  had  as  good 
as  promised  to  take  the  veil.  Hildegund  herself  was  dumb 
with  amazement  at  these  words,  as  well  as  at  their  pious 
speech  and  commendation,  and  the  superior  acted  indeed  as 
if  she  had  already  pronounced  her  solemn  vows,  giving  her 
his  blessing  as  a  daughter  of  Holy  Church  and  bride  of  Christ. 
She  had  finally  become,  as  it  were,  paralyzed,  and  found  relief 
in  a  flood  of  tears.  When  the  superior  at  last  departed, 
she  had  fled  in  despair  to  her  friends.  They  listened  to  her 
story  with  the  deepest  sympathy,  and  Ilsabe  cried,  defiantly, 
u  I  know  not  what  I  should  do  in  thy  place,  but  I  will  help 
thee,  at  any  rate,  to  cross  Cousin  Barbara,  so  that  she  will  not 
be  able  to  remain  in  the  house  long.  We  will  despatch  her 
with  speed  to  the  convent,  and  if  that  cringing  cat  of  a 
superior  dares  to  appear,  we  will  shut  the  door  in  his  face  ! " 
and  she  threw  the  door  to  with  such  violence  that  the  window- 
panes  rattled  again. 

* c  Doth  thy  father  know  of  this  affair  ?  "  asked  Mistress 
Johanna,  with  a  gently  reproachful  glance  at  her  daughter. 

u  No ;  he  hath  too  many  cares  to  trouble  himself  much 
about  us." 

"  And  Baldwin?  "  said  Gilbert. 

"  Ah,  Baldwin,  he  hath  other  things  in  his  head  !  " 

41  My  dear  child,"  Mistress  Johanna  said,  soothingly,  "be 
of  good  courage  ;  no  one  can  drag  thee  into  a  convent  without 
thy  father's  consent.  Thou  must  go  to  him  and  tell  him  of 
their  designs,  and  how  thy  cousin  importunes  thee.  Thou 
wilt  soon  see  that  he  will  know  how  to  adjust  matters." 

<k  No,  no ;  I  cannot  harass  my  father,"  answered  Hilde- 
gund ;  "  he  is  disquieted  enough  already." 
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They  spoke  to  her  encouragingly,  and  consoled  and  cheered 
her,  although  she  still  wiped  away  a  stray  tear  from  time  to 
time. 

44  Hildegund,  if  thou  goest  into  a  convent,"  said  Gilbert  — 

"  Thou  wilt  go  likewise,"  laughed  she,  through  her  tears. 

44  No  ;  but  I  will  fetch  thee  out,  though  I  have  to  commit 
murder ! " 

44  Gilbert !  "  cried  his  mother. 

44  Yea,  mother  ;  I  swear  it !  as  I  am  thy  son  !  " 

4t  And  1  will  help  him  to  do  it !  "  exclaimed  Ilsabe. 

The  loving  glance  that  sped  from  Hildegund's  eyes  showed 
Gilbert  that  she  believed  him. 

Master  Gotthard  now  came  in  from  the  workshop,  in  order 
to  greet  his  old  friend's  daughter,  who  had  always  been  very 
dear  to  him.  Her  sad  face  cleared  as  he  approached,  and 
his  wife  and  children  rejoiced  to  see  his  smile  once  more. 
He  had  overheard  Gilbert's  last  words,  and  now  asked, 
"  What  wilt  thou  do,  Gilbert,  as  thou  art  our  son?" 

44  Release  Hildegund  from  the  convent,  if  she  ever  goes 
there." 

"Art  thou  in  such  haste  to  go  into  a  convent,  Hilde- 
gund ?  "  laughed  the  master. 

44  Ah,  no  !  but  Cousin  Barbara  wishes  me  to  become  a  nun." 

Hildegund  spoke  in  a  tolerably  cheerful  tone,  as  if  she 
were  already  comforted. 

And  to  drive  away  the  last  traces  of  melancholy,  they 
related  to  the  master  the  astonishing  efforts  of  Cousin  Bar- 
bara. Whereupon  he  said,  good-humoredly,  44  If  thou  canst 
be  carried  off  to  the  convent  by  force,  thou  canst  also  be 
taken  out  again  by  force.  Therein  Gilbert  is  altogether  right." 

44  Leave  it  to  me,  Hildegund  !  "  cried  Gilbert,  44  and  if  the 
superior  once  falls  into  my  hands,  he  will  hardly  escape  with 
a  whole  skin." 

44  Shall  I  tell  him  so,  from  thee?  "  she  asked,  smilingly. 

"For  aught  I  care,"  laughed  Gilbert. 

Hildegund  took  her  departure,  accompanied  by  the  brother 
and  sister  to  her  door,  and  followed  by  Gilbert's  fond  gaze. 

44  A  winning  maid  !"  said  Master  Gotthard  to  his  wife. 
44  She  in  a  convent!"  And  it  was  good  to  hear  his  old 
hearty  laugh  once  more. 

With  weeping  e}'es,  and  full  of  apprehension,  Hildegund 
had  come  to  a  house  itself  filled  with  care  and  anxiety,  but 
had  departed  with  a  smiling  countenance,  leaving  behind  her 
loving  and  loyal  friends. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

UPON  the  wide  expanse  of  water  which  spread  out  like  a 
lake  between  the  abbot's  mill  and  the  Kaufhouse  bridge 
played  the  light  of  the  moon  in  its  first  quarter.  It  gleamed 
and  glittered  in  a  broad  pathwa}',  from  one  bank  to  the 
other,  as  the  little  gently  moving  waves  of  the  Ilmenau 
flowed  by,  now  sparkling  in  the  moonbeams,  now  vanishing 
into  the  darkness  beyond  in  ever-changing  changelessness. 
Overhead,  in  a  sky  bespangled  with  stars,  the  moon  hung 
like  a  great  lamp.  Its  soft  rays  fell  upon  the  houses  and 
roofs,  lighting  one  gable  clearly,  while  another  was  left 
veiled  in  darkness.  The  ponderous  abbot's  mill,  with  its 
massive  towers,  rose  gloomily  from  the  water  like  an  ancient 
fortress.  Farther  away  loomed  up  the  slender  spire  of  the 
church  of  St.  Johannes,  and  in  the  foreground  the  high- 
gabled  houses,  with  projecting  stories  hanging  over  the 
water,  made  a  shadowy,  mysterious  picture. 

The  immense  crane  was  still  stranger  by  night  than  by  day. 
Its  long  arm  pointed  straight  up  to  the  moon  looking  calmly 
down  upon  it,  who,  touched  by  its  appeal,  seemed  to  say,  pity- 
ingly  :  "  What  wouldst  thou,  strange  object?  Why  dostthou 
point  at  me  with  thy  long  finger,  as  if  men  could  not  see  me 
without  thy  help?  Dost  thou  long  to  mount  to  my  silent 
height  ?  The  heart  in  thy  misf ormed  body  is  after  all  only  a 
tread-wheel,  which  moves  when  trodden  by  human  feet.  The 
groaning  of  thy  windlass  and  the  jingling  of  thy  chains  are 
thy  only  speech,  save  when  thy  axles  are  not  oiled,  and  then, 
to  be  sure,  thy  tread-wheel  makes  such  a  mournful  sound 
that  even  /could  compassionate  thee  ;  I,  who  for  thousands 
of  years  have  listened  to  the  bitter  cries  of  countless  human 
hearts.  What  dost  thou  in  the  world,  thou  strange  thing  ? 
Day  in,  day  out,  thou  liftest  the  chain,  and  raisest  with  thy 
rigid  arm  heavy  loads  from  the  fragile  vessels  of  human 
beings  who  busily  swarm  about  thee  on  the  water.  Yet  my 
brightest  beams  on  the  most  glorious  nights  cannot  awaken 
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thee  into  activity,  but  thou  staudest  staring  at  me,  silent  and 
motionless.  On  thy  wheel  tread  the  feet  of  the  great-grand- 
children of  those  who  first  set  thee  in  motion,  and  perchance 
for  centuries  yet  thou  wilt  turn  and  groan,  and  when  I 
hear  it  I  will  still  think  of  thee,  thou  poor,  down-trodden 
thing !  How  mutely  and  mournfully  thou  lookest  at  me ! 
The  brass  tip  on  thy  horn  glitters  brightly  in  my  beams. 
Ah !  I  know  other  such  tread-wheels  —  hearts  that  are 
trodden  upon  all  their  lives  long  ;  that  work  at  the  chain  like 
thee,  and  like  thee  are  motionless  save  when  too  much 
oppressed.  Some  I  know  who  refuse  to  be  moved,  dreading 
lest  their  peace  should  be  disturbed,  and  others  who  are 
shrivelled  and  withered  in  deadening  selfishness.  Others, 
again,  I  see,  who  silently  endure  all.  And  there  are  some 
who  are  so  sensitive  that  at  a  touch  their  whole  being 
trembles  ;  and  many  a  one  perishes  with  longing  for  another 
heart,  after  vain  struggles  to  win  it ;  or,  tortured  by  passion, 
misunderstood,  trodden  upon,  jeered  at,  the  young  heart 
would  willingly  rest,  but  cannot.  Yet  the  wheel  does  not 
stand  still.  Day  and  night  it  is  turned  by  passions  —  hate, 
love,  longing,  care,  hope,  ambition,  and  all  the  seven  deadly 
sins  ;  and  at  last,  when  it  has  been  trodden  upon  long  enough, 
the  wheel  breaks,  and  then,  only  then,  it  has  rest.  Thou  wilt 
also  break,  some  day,  but  not  for  a  long,  long  time.  Turn, 
throb,  then,  sturdy  old  heart!  There  will  always  be  feet 
ready  to  tread  upon  thee.." 

So  seemed  the  moon  to  speak  to  the  uncouth  crane  beside 
the  river. 

The  Kaufhouse  yonder,  and  the  bridge,  and  on  the  hither 
side  of  the  fish  market  the  high-gabled  home  of  the  Viskules, 
and  its  long  warehouses,  were  all  bathed  in  brilliant  moon- 
light, but  the  streets  were  dark  and  empty. 

Only  the  solitary  figure  of  a  monk  could  be  seen  gliding 
along  the  bank  of  the  river,  in  the  direction  of  the  Viskule 
house.  It  was  a  Franciscan,  with  his  brown  habit  wrapped 
close  about  him,  and  the  cowl  drawn  over  his  face.  Two 
large,  dark  eyes  looked  up  earnestly  at  the  moon,  and  then 
the  monk  appeared  to  be  contemplating  his  own  shadow, 
which  lay  stretched  before  him.  It  must  have  aroused  some 
peculiar  train  of  thought,  for  he  stood  still,  turned  his  head, 
raised  his  arms,  and  appeared  pleased,  as  one  is  with  the 
reflection  of  a  new  garment  in  a  mirror.  Then  he  stepped 
into  a  little  street  on  the  left,  stood  at  the  corner  of  the 
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first  house,  opposite  to  the  Viskule  court-yard,  and  waited 
there  motionless  for  a  long  time. 

By  and  by  a  door  opened  and  Baldwin  came  out,  on  his 
way  to  the  Schiitting  inn,  where  he  was  wont  to  meet  his 
friends  at  this  hour. 

The  monk  stepped  out  of  the  shadow,  and  stood  silently 
before  him,  keeping  his  face  concealed.  "  What  wouldst 
thou,  brother,"  asked  Baldwin  ;  "  a  donation?  " 

The  monk  shook  his  head  slowly. 

"  What  then  ?  —  speak  !  " 

But  the  figure  remained  speechless  and  motionless.  Bald- 
win approached  nearer  and  peered  into  the  face  under  the 
capuchin.  Then  two  arms  were  flung  about  his  neck,  and  he 
felt  a  warm  kiss  upon  his  lips.  The  Franciscan  then  fled, 
but  Baldwin  was  too  quick  for  him,  and  holding  him  fast, 
cried  out  with  glee,  "  Hold,  brother  !  That  was  enchanting  ! 
Who  art  thou  ?  "  In  vain  the  monk  struggled  ;  notwithstand- 
ing his  resistance  he  was  securely  held,  turned  toward  the 
light,  and  his  hood  drawn  back.  "  Walpurg  ! "  exclaimed 
Baldwin,  amazed,  and  she  hid  her  face  on  his  breast. 

"  Walpurg,"  he  repeated,  u  how  earnest  thou  here  in  this 
mummery? 

"  Wert  thou  thinking  of  me,  when  I  stood  before  thee?" 
she  said,  quickly. 

"No,  verily." 

"  Saidst  I  not  to  thee,  that  I  would  pay  the  debt  when 
thou  wert  not  thinking  of  me  ?  " 

"  A  thousand  thanks,  bewitching  salt-fairy  !  But  the  inter- 
est, Walpurg?" 

And  he  met  with  no  repulse  when  his  lips  once  more 
pressed  hers. 

"  Come,"  he  said,  "  let  us  enjoy  the  moonlight." 

"  But  shall  we  not,  perchance,  be  spied  by  some  way- 
farer?" 

"  Nay,"  he  answered,  "  here  are  naught  but  warehouses  ; 
and  should  any  one  haply  approach,  thou  canst  pull  down  the 
capuchin.  Of  a  surety,  no  one  will  blame  me  for  having  a 
little  edifying  discourse  with  a  pious  brother  Franciscan." 

"  If  only  they  can  believe  it  of  thee,"  laughed  she. 

Bald  win  drew  Walburg'sarm  through  his,  and  they  strolled 
along  the  deserted  quay.  Near  the  door  of  the  last  ware- 
house was  a  stone  bench,  on  which  the  workingmen  rested 
themselves.  There  they  sat  down,  and  Baldwin  threw  Ins 
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arm  around  her,  while  she  submitted  to  his  embrace.  In 
the  clear  moonbeams  he  could  see  her  features  distinctly ; 
her  eyes  gleaming,  and  her  lips  parted  in  a  mischievous 
smile. 

Did  she  in  truth  love  Baldwin  ?  Or  was  it  merely  an  out- 
burst of  passion,  engendered  by  hot  blood  ?  Or  was  it  but 
the  sudden  flaming  up  of  the  long-suppressed  fire  in  a  breast 
which  hungered  and  thirsted  for  love  ?  The  serious,  middle- 
aged  husband,  whom  she  had  wedded  in  accordance  with  her 
father's  wish,  had  never  once  quickened  the  beating  of  her 
heart.  Now  for  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  received 
caresses  which  were  sweet,  and  she  returned  them  with  the 
ardor  of  a  Southern  nature  till  yet  unsatisfied.  Forgetful  of 
self,  seeing  nothing,  hearing  nothing,  without  a  thought,  she 
lay  in  his  arms,  sunk,  as  it  were,  in  a  dream  of  bliss.  Bald- 
win inhaled  the  fragrance  of  this  tropical  flower  which  had 
unfolded  for  the  first  time  for  him  only.  For  him  was  spread, 
on  this  soft  spring  night,  beneath  the  witching  moonbeams, 
a  wondrous  feast  of  love,  and  youth,  and  beauty. 

"Walpurg,"  he  said,  after  a  long,  sweet  silence,  "hast 
thou  ever,  in  thy  life,  been  quite  happy?  " 

"  Nay,  Baldwin,  never  till  now  !  "  she  replied. 

"  And  dost  thou  know  why  thou  art  happy?  " 

41  Yea,  in  truth  !  "  exclaimed  she,  embracing  him. 

"  Thou  must  carefully  preserve  this  monk's  habit,  which, 
though  I  fear  it  clothes  thee  too  lightly,  thou  canst  wear 
often." 

"  Thinkest  thou  not  that  it  might  be  dangerous?"  asked 
Walpurg. 

"  Wouldst  thou,  then,  that  I  should  come  to  thee?" 

"  Nay,  nay,  that  must  not  be  !  " 

"Wherefore  not,  Walpurg? " 

She  covered  her  face  with  her  hand,  so  that  he  might  not 
scrutinize  it. 

"Baldwin,"  she  asked,  "  art  thou  free,  quite  free?" 

"Free  from  what?" 

"  From  unworthy  ties?" 

u  I  do  not  understand  thee,  Walpurg." 

"  Thou  dost  not  wish  to  understand.  It  is  said  thou  art 
playing  with  a  girl,  who  can  never  be  thy  wife.  She  dwells 
not  far  from  here." 

"Walpurg,  the  Hennebergs  are  friends  of  my  youth." 

"  And  nothing  more?" 
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44  Nothing  more  ;  but  that  is  everything.  They  are  un- 
speakably dear  to  me,  and  I  will  cling  to  them  always." 

44  Thou  wilt  cling  to  them!  Baldwin,  thou  must  choose 
between  her  and  me.  Are  her  lips  sweeter  than  mine  ?  " 

44  Since  we  were  children  together,  I  have  not  touched  her 
lips." 

"  Truly?     I  thought  her  not  so  prudish.     I  thought  —  " 

44  I  hope  thou  thoughtest  nothing  evil  of  her,  Walpurg." 

44  Still  waters  run  deep." 

44  Thou  art  right.  She  is  deep,  but  also  clear  and  pure  as 
a  well-spring." 

44  Thou  defendest  her." 

44  Against  the  world,  if  any  one  should  assail  her  !  " 

44  And  if  any  one  assail  me? " 

44  How  canst  thou  ask  such  a  question?  No  one  assails 
thee,  Walpurg." 

44  Thou  evadest  me,  Baldwin  ;  thou  art  not  free  !  " 

44  Who  could  be  free,  encircled  by  such  lovely  arms?"  and 
he  pressed  her  to  his  breast,  and  kissed  her  passionately. 

44 Thy  kiss  is  warm,  but  thy  heart  is  cold,"  she  cried  ;  44  it 
belongs  to  another  ;  I  know  it,  if  thou  dost  not." 

44  Bewitching  siren  !  " 

"  Go  to  her  !     She  is  awaiting  her  lover  !  " 

4  4  Walpurg  !  —  what  possesseth  thee  ?  " 

44  Call  it  jealousy,  if  you  like  ;  but,  by  the  moon  above  us, 
I  swear  I  will  never  relinquish  thee  to  the  blond  maiden  !  " 

She  flung  her  arms  about  him,  kissing  him  vehemently,  and 
then,  springing  up,  she  cried,  44  Farewell !  " 

He  tried  to  detain  her,  or,  at  least,  to  follow  her,  but  she 
repelled  him,  and  exclaiming,  uWe  shall  meet  soon !"  she 
disappeared. 

When  the  last  sound  of  her  light  footsteps  had  died  away, 
Baldwin  struck  his  brow  quickly.  "  Has  this  really  hap- 
pened, or  have  I  been  dreaming  here?" 

Then  he  rose,  and  slowly  went  his  way  to  the  inn,  the 
rendezvous  of  his  friends  and  companions.  If  the  moon  had 
spoken,  she  might  have  said  to  the  crane,  4'  Hast  seen  those 
two?  The  woman's  heart  beating  under  that  monk's  robe  is 
one  that  withers  away  with  longing.  It  could  only  be  happy 
by  making  another  happy  whose  heart  could  respond  with 
the  same  intense  love  and  longing.  Seldom  have  I  seen  such 
hearts  mated.  Such  are  not  found  in  these  cold  northern 
lands." 
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The  crane,  at  any  rate,  was  silent,  and  the  brass  tip  on  its 
stiff  arm  glittered  against  the  dark- violet  sky  like  a  star,  and 
the  moon  shed  its  soft  radiance  upon  the  gables  and  towers, 
and  upon  the  deserted  seat  where,  but  a  moment  since,  two 
hearts  had  beat  together  —  or  had  seemed  to  beat  together  — 
in  perfect  concert. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

Two  days  had  passed  since  Gilbert  had  discovered  the 
secret  of  the  journeymen's  conspiracy.  It  was  now  Thurs- 
day, and  the  meeting  was  to  be  held  that  evening  to  decide 
when  the  outbreak  was  to  take  place.  The  secret  had  been 
well  kept ;  no  one,  except  the  participants,  suspected  it ; 
and  when  two  journeymen  met  on  the  highway  .they  did  not 
stop  and  whisper,  but  only  made  a  sign  of  mutual  under- 
standing. Gilbert  suffered  severely  ;  the  nearer  the  decisive 
hour  approached,  the  more  uneasy  he  grew.  No  chance 
offered,  good  or  bad,  to  release  him  from  the  heavy  duty  of 
informing  against  his  fellow-journeymen,  and,  at  the  last 
moment,  if  it  might  be,  preventing  the  uprising.  More  than 
once,  during  the  day,  he  had  been  on  the  point  of  taking 
Arnold  aside,  and  imploring  him,  for  his  and  his  father's  sake, 
not  to  go  to  the  secret  meeting.  But  Arnold  had  avoided 
being  alone  with  him,  and  had  returned  but  short  answers  to 
Gilbert's  efforts  at  conversation,  so  that  the  younger  brother's 
remonstrances  remained,  perforce,  unuttered. 

The  twilight  came,  and  Gilbert  became  more  and  more 
restless,  so  that  he  almost  betrayed  to  Arnold  his  knowledge 
of  the  secret,  and  at  the  evening  meal,  his  mother's  question, 
"Gilbert,  why  dost  thou  eat  nothing?"  embarrassed  him 
not  a  little. 

As  soon  as  the  meal  was  over,  Arnold  went  away,  Gil- 
bert well  knew  whither.  Jacob  remained  at  home,  and 
Gilbert  cast  upon  the  faithful  fellow  a  look  of  gratitude 
which  he  took  no  notice  of,  or  perhaps  did  not  understand. 
He  stayed  longer  in  the  living-room  than  was  his  wont, 
possibly  with  the  intention,  thought  Gilbert,  of  preventing 
any  doubt  from  rising  later  as  to  his  having  taken  part  in 
the  meeting,  as  usual.  And  now  Gilbert  was  alone  with  his 
parents  and  Ilsabe,  and  with  one  draught  he  emptied  his 
tankard,  and  set  it  down  with  unconscious  force  on  the  table. 
Then  resting  his  head  in  his  hands,  he  stared  moodily  before 
him.  This  strange  conduct  perplexed  the  others  ;  they  said 
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nothing,  but  sat  silently  around  him.  Finally,  a  deep  sigh 
escaped  him,  which  sounded  almost  like  a  groan.  Lifting 
his  head,  he  cried  out,  u  Father,  come  with  me  !  I  must  tell 
thee  something." 

Master  Gotthard  was  astonished,  but  did  not  move.  Mis- 
tress Johanna  threw  a  half-beseeching,  half-smiling  look  upon 
her  husband,  beckoned  to  Ilsabe,  and  both  women  left  the 
room.  Poor  mother  !  thou  thinkest  thy  son  is  going  to  make 
a  bashful  avowal  of  love,  upon  which  thou  buildest  hopes  of 
happiness,  little  suspecting  that  he  is  about  to  accuse  his 
brother,  thy  first-born,  of  treason  against  his  own  father, 
and  rebellion  against  established  law  and  order. 

As  Gilbert  still  sat  opposite  his  father,  his  head  buried  in 
his  hands,  and  speechless,  his  father  asked,  rather  impatiently, 
lt  Boy,  what  ails  thee?  What  wished  thou  of  me?  " 

"  I  cannot  put  it  into  words,  father." 

"  Be  reasonable,  and  if  I  must  know  it,  tell  me  what 
weighs  upon  thy  heart.  Thou  knowest  me  !  We  will  settle 
it  all  comfortably." 

So  spoke  the  master,  and  laid  his  hand  affectionately  on 
that  of  his  son.  He  had  the  same  notion  as  Johanna,  and 
wished  to  give  his  good  lad  what  help  he  could.  "Take 
courage,"  he  said,  cheeringly,  to  him,  as  Gilbert,  in  his  dis- 
tress, was  still  mute. 

Gilbert  gazed  at  him  in  despair.  "  Father,"  he  burst  out, 
"  this  evening  there  is  to  be  a  great,  unlawful  meeting." 

The  master's  hand  was  withdrawn  as  though  he  had 
touched  hot  coals. 

''Gilbert!  What  dost  thou  mean?  Who  are  going  to 
meet?" 

44  The  journeymen!  All  of  them.  They  are  going  to 
revolt." 

"  Here  in  Liineburg?  " 

Gilbert  nodded  his  head  in  assent. 

"  Arnold  also?" 

Gilbert  nodded  again. 

"With  the  cobbler  from  Darmstadt?  " 

Again  Gilbert  made  a  sign  of  assent. 

"  Where  ?  " 

"  Behind  the  Monk's  Garden." 

"  What  are  they  about  to  do?  " 

"  That  I  know  not.  They  kept  it  a  secret  from  me.  I 
only  learned  it  by  accident," 
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He  then  related  to  his  father  how  Timmo  had  unwittingly 
betrayed  the  secret  to  him,  and  also  how  he  had  eight  days 
ago  seen  Arnold,  with  Sengstake,  Dalenborg,  and  Timmo,  go 
into  the  cellar  of  the  council. 

"Sengstake!"  the  master  cried.  "  Fetch  me  my  long 
sword,  Gilbert !  " 

"  Thou  art  going?  " 

"  Yea,  my  son." 

"  Shall  I  go  with  thee,  father?" 

"  Na}T.  No  one  must  know  that  thou  hast  told  me.  Only 
quickly  bring  me  the  sword  ;  the  long  one,  not  thine." 

Gilbert  hastened,  and  when  he  returned,  the  master  stood 
ready. 

"  What  wilt  thou  that  I  say  to  my  mother  and  Ilsab'e?" 

"The  truth!  Nay,  not  so!  Refer  them  to  me;  it  is  not 
thy  secret.  Go  not  to  bed  till  I  return.  If  Arnold  comes, 
let  him  in,  but  be  silent  as  to  this  matter.  Then  pressing 
his  son's  hand,  he  left  the  house.  The  Monk's  Garden, 
northwest  of  the  town,  was  the  country-seat  of  the  abbot 
of  the  Michaelis  Convent. 

Behind  stretched  a  forest  named  the  Lutmunde  almost  to 
the  suburbs  of  the  town,  but  in  which  there  were  openings  at 
intervals.  One  such  opening,  surrounded  by  oaks  and  pines 
and  thick  underbrush,  was  the  chosen  meeting-place  of  the 
conspirators,  and  was  well  adapted  to  their  purpose,  for  it 
was  both  sheltered  and  solitary. 

The  journeymen  had  left  the  town  by  different  gates,  in 
order  not  to  excite  suspicion,  saying  to  the  gate-keepers  that 
they  were  going  to  practise  their  buffoonery  and  games  for 
the  Feast  of  the  Tun,  that  they  might,  without  hinderance, 
return  an  hour  much  later  than  usual.  The  genuinely  dis- 
contented formed  probably  the  minority  in  the  throng,  now 
numbering  hundreds,  for  the  journeymen  in  Luneburg  were 
in  general  no  worse  used  than  elsewhere.  But  befooled  by 
the  Darmstadter's  taunts,  and  promises  with  which  he  fol- 
lowed them,  at  the  instigation  of  Dalenborg  and  Sengstake, 
they  had  gradually  come  to  the  belief  that  they  had  not  suffi- 
cient liberty,  and  deserved  a  better  lot.  One  infected 
another,  till  finally  they  agreed  to  make  demands  which 
seemed  to  them  fitting,  but  in  the  prosecution  of  which  they 
must  incur  too  much  risk  and  responsibility.  Timmo,  who 
had  first  sowed  the  seeds  of  discontent,  awaited  the  result 
with  equanimity,  for  the  clever  fellow  was  one  who,  if 
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thrown  into  the  river,  would  come  up  "  with  a  fish  in  his 
mouth,"  and  he  led  so  comfortable  a  life  wilh  his  master  and 
even  with  his  mistress,  partly  from  liking  for  him,  and  partly 
from  fear  of  the  blood- worm,  that  he  certainly  had  no 
need  to  complain.  He  was  impelled  by  vanity,  and  the 
ambition  to  play  a  dangerous  part,  to  be  an  influential 
leader,  with  whom  the  town  must  treat  for  the  restoration  of 
peace.  That  his  friend  Arnold  Heuneberg  should  become  a 
master,  and  marry  Ursula  Dippold,  in  the  scarcely  probable 
event  of  victory,  he  took  no  further  into  consideration  than 
to  hope  he  might  hear  himself  hailed  in  that  event  as  both 
private  and  public  benefactor.  Arnold,  on  the  other  hand, 
blinded  by  passion,  ardently  believed  in  a  favorable  termina- 
tion of  his  love  affair  if  only  the  uprising  were  successful. 
Dalenborg  and  Sengstake  had  altogether  different  views. 
They  would  not  attain  their  object  either  by  the  speedy  triumph 
or  defeat  of  the  journeymen.  It  behooved  them  to  prolong 
the  disturbance  as  much  as  possible,  so  that  they  might  hold 
it  as  a  menace  over  the  heads  of  the  council,  the  masters, 
and  the  whole  community,  in  order  to  further  their  own  ends. 

The  night  was  dark  ;  the  sky  was  overcast  with  h<  avy 
clouds,  through  which  only  occasionally  a  faint  glimmer  of 
moonlight  penetrated.  As  Master  Gotthard  entered  the 
forest  behind  the  Monk's  Garden,  he  discovered,  at  a  short 
distance  before  him,  by  the  light  of  a  fire  flickering  through 
the  branches  of  the  trees,  the  spot  which  the  plotters  had 
chosen.  Approaching  nearer,  he  could  hear  the  sound  of 
many  voices,  and  could  readily  distinguish  between  the  still- 
ness which  reigned  while  one  person  was  speaking  and  the 
confused  noise  which  succeeded  when  he  was  interrupted  or 
replied  to  by  others.  They  had  not  had  the  foresight  to  place 
sentinels  outside,  and  so  hot  a  discussion  was  going  on  that 
it  was  not  difficult  for  Master  Gotthard,  unseen  and  unheard, 
to  draw  near  enough  to  distinctly  understand  everything 
which  was  said,  and  even  to  recognize  the  faces  of  the 
speakers. 

The  flames  from  the  resinous  pine  boughs  lighted  up  the 
figures  of  the  motley  concourse.  There  might  be  seen  many 
a  broad-shouldered  roisterer  and  poor  devil,  hand  on  hip, 
and  cap  stuck  on  one  side,  with  scars,  mayhap,  on  the 
weather-beaten  face  ;  many  a  slender,  blooming  fellow,  with 
the  down  just  showing  upon  the  ruddy  cheeks,  and  not  a  few 
youths,  with  smooth  faces,  like  maidens,  who  had  scarcely 
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left  school  behind  them,  and  already  played  the  part  of  con- 
spirators, and  thought  themselves  somebody  because  they 
joined  in  the  hue  and  cry  with  the  others.  Some  of  them 
had  stuck  green  sprays  or  feathers  in  their  caps  in  honor  of 
the  important  occasion.  Others  carried  sticks,  and  several 
of  them  were  armed.  The  firelight  played  over  the  angry 
and  excited,  jovial  and  stern  faces,  and  flickered  on  the 
reddish  brown  tree-trunks,  while  the  smoke  curled  upward, 
and  hung  about  the  dark  branches.  The  members  of  the 
same  craft  kept  together  as  much  as  possible,  and  around 
the  first  fire,  near  which  Master  Gotthard  was  concealed, 
stood  many  speakers  representing  almost  all  the  guilds. 
There,  also,  stood  Timmo,  and  behind  him  Sengstake  and 
Daleuborg,  in  order  to  be  ready  at  the  right  moment  to  whis- 
per the  cue  in  the  ear  of  the  self-elected  leader.  In  the  be- 
ginning, there  had  been  some  opposition  on  the  part  of  the 
elder  journeymen,  when  the  cobbler,  who  had  arrived  first  at 
the  place  of  meeting,  proceeded  to  constitute  himself  presid- 
ing officer  ;  but  upon  some  seasonable  words  from  Sengstake, 
they  allowed  him  to  proceed,  and  he  fulfilled  his  duties  well. 
Planting  his  stick  before  him  in  the  ground,  he  held  in  his 
hand,  as  symbol  of  office,  a  short  staff,  with  which  he 
knocked  on  the  stick  when  he  wished  to  call  the  company 
to  order. 

They  had  evidently  come  to  an  agreement  as  to  the  indi- 
vidual claims  which  the}7  were  to  make,  before  Master  Gott- 
hard's  arrival,  but  he  understood  what  these  were  when 
Heinrich  Sengstake  took  up  the  word,  and  spoke  as  fol- 
lows :  — 

"  To  sum  up,  dear  friends,  your  main  demands  are  as 
follows :  Ye  wish  to  become  masters  in  two  years,  without 
any  opposition." 

"  Without  opposition  !  "  the  journeymen  echoed  loudly. 

"Then,  as  to  the  law  whereby  office  is  obtained  by  mar- 
riage,—  that  is,  that  a  journeyman  who  is  not  a  master's 
son,  can  only  become  a  master  by  marrying  the  daughter  or 
widow  of  a  master  of  his  own  guild,  whereby  his  rank  is 
permanently  fixed  for  the  future." 

"  Yea  !  yea  !  Away  with  the  law.  It  must  be  made  null 
and  void.  We  want  no  widows  !  " 

A  burst  of  laughter  followed  this  sally. 

"  Thirdly:  ye  would  have,  every  three  weeks,  a  Monday 
holiday." 


THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUNE1JURG.  175 

4i  Every  four  weeks  !  "  ejaculated  a  single  voice.  "  Every 
three  weeks  ! "  "  Every  two  weeks  ! "  u  Every  three  weeks  ! " 
they  shouted. 

"Every  three  weeks,  a  Monday  holiday,"  continued 
Sengstake,  when  he  could  make  himself  heard.  u  On  Sun- 
days, two  hours'  longer  leave  of  absence ;  and  when  a 
strange  journeyman  joins  ye,  or  a  comrade  starts  on  his 
travels,  ye  should  stop  work  at  five  when  the  bell  rings." 

44  Nay  !  nay  !  "  they  again  interrupted  him,  boisterously  ; 
44  not  at  five  ;  we  would  have  the  entire  afternoon  !  " 

4 'As  ye  please,"  Sengstake  went  on;  4<the  whole  after- 
noon, after  the  midday  meal." 

44  Yea  !  yea  !  that  is  right !  '  they  all  cried. 

44  Are  ye  all  agreed  upon  these  points,  and  is  this  all  that 
ye  require  ?  " 

44  Yea,  that  is  all  for  the  present!  We  will  begin  with 
these  demands ;  later,  we  will  find  others !  "  responded  the 
crowd,  boldly. 

44  Finally,  ye  must  hold  together  firmly,  without  fear  or 
wavering.  Ye  must  not  rest  till  ye  have  obtained  all  ye  ask. 
and  ye  must  not  stick  at  trifles." 

44  That  will  we  not!" 

44  Very  good.  But  have  ye  bethought  yourselves  how  to 
begin?" 

They  were  silent,  and  appeared  undecided  as  to  the 
best  way  of  beginning.  By  and  by  one  of  the  company 
said, — 

44  On  the  evening  of  the  Feast  of  the  Tun,  so  soon  as  the 
tun  is  burnt,  let  each  craft  assemble  and  stand  before  its 
guild-house,  where  the  masters  are.  Two  or  three  can  go  in 
and  acquaint  them  with  what  we  require,  and  if  they  will  not 
yield,  the  rest  can  enter,  and  show  then;?  that  we  are  in 
earnest,  and  not  let  the  masters  out  till  they  have  agreed  to 
our  demands." 

4 'Yea!  yea!  At  the  Feast  of  the  Tun  !  Huzza  !  huzza  !" 
all  cried. 

Then  Arnold  stepped  forward,  and  spoke,  — 

44  No,  brothers,  not  at  the  Feast  of  the  Tun.  We  will  not 
spoil  our  ancient  Liineburg  Salt  Feast,  and  there  will  be  too 
many  of  the  townsfolk  about ;  and,  furthermore,  by  evening 
many  of  us  are  not  altogether  clear-headed." 

44  Our  brother  cooper  is  right,"  said  Timmo ;  44  we  must 
choose  another  time." 
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"  But  when?  When?  Kiiowest  thou  a  better  time,  Darm- 
stadter?" 

Tirarao  struck  the  stick  with  his  staff  of  office.  "  If  ye  will 
only  be  still,  I  will  tell  ye." 

4 '  Keep  quiet ;  let  the  cobbler  speak !  The  bakers  are 
cackling  like  geese.  Peace,  there,  ye  tailors  ;  peace  !  "  So 
they  drowned  one  another's  voices  with  their  Babel  cries. 

''If  ye  will  not  listen,  brothers,"  began  Timmo,  again, 
when  he  could  make  himself  heard,  "I  will  resign  my  place, 
and  another  —  " 

"  Nay,  nay  ;  abide  there,  cobbler  ;  we  will  keep  silent." 

u  We  must  hold  fast  to  one  another,  dear  brothers," 
Timmo  continued,  "  otherwise  we  are  lost,  for  in  union  lies 
our  strength."  (Sengstake  nodded  right  and  left  impress- 
ively.) u  If  we  choose  the  Feast  of  the  Tun  for  our  under- 
taking, our  sport  will  be  quickly  over,  and  that  would  be  a 
pity  ;  we  must  make  it  last  longer.  I  propose,  one  or  two 
days  after  the  festival,  we  assemble  on  the  market-place  and 
make  as  much  noise  as  we  can.  The  masters  will  come  and 
inquire  what  it  means ;  then  we  will  lay  our  complaints 
before  them  in  fitting  words,  and  grant  them  from  three  to 
five  days'  grace  for  deliberation.  If  they  use  us  well,  we  will 
show  ourselves  friendly,  but  not  yield  one  inch.  What  say 
ye,  brothers?" 

"  Not  a  jot ;  not  a  tittle,  not  a  hair's  breadth !  "  tbey 
exclaimed,  striving  to  outdo  each  other  in  vehemence. 

"  And  we  will  not  work  till  they  give  us  our  answer." 

"  We  all  agree  !  "  they  shouted. 

"  And  if  the  masters  remain  stubborn,  after  the  three  days' 
grace,  we  will  leave  them,  bag  and  baggage.  We  will  all  go 
out  of  the  gates  at  the  same  hour ;  we  will  turn  our  backs 
upon  the  town.  We  can  live  very  com'ortably  for  a  little 
while  in  the  nearest  hamlets.  The  masters  meantime  will 
have  a  chance  to  find  out  if  they  can  do  without  us.  But  }Te 
will  speedily  see,  brothers,  how  they  will  come  running  after 
us,  with  smooth  words,  praying  us  to  bide  with  them.  Then 
we  will  get  the  upper  hand,  and  can  demand  what  we  will, 
and  shall  have  had  our  sport  likewise.  What  think  ve, 
brothers?" 

4 '  Good,  good,  brother  Darmstadter !  We  will  put  it  to 
the  vote.  Who  is  against  it  ? " 

.  "  I ! "  cried  Sengstake,  raising  his  hand  and  stepping  for- 
ward.    "  Hearken  to  me  a  moment." 
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Silence  fell  upon  the  assembly,  and  he  spoke :  "  If  ye 
accept  the  proposal  of  our  brave  Darmstadter,  ye  will  have 
your  sport,  in  good  sooth,  for  three  or  four  days ;  ye  can 
have  that  in  any  case  ;  but  I  know  a  way  by  which  ye  can 
have,  not  only  five  days',  but  five  weeks'  pastime  out  of  this 
matter,  if  ye  will  for  five  weeks  follow  my  lead." 

No  sound  came  from  the  auditors.  All  listened  to  Seng- 
stake  attentively.  He  went  on,  — 

44  Mark  my  words,  it  will  not  be  prudent  for  ye  to  bring 
forward  all  your  demands  at  once.  The  rather  should  ye 
put  one  before  your  masters  at  a  time,  and  if  they  grant  that, 
then  wait  a  little  before  ye  produce  another,  and  so  do  till  ye 
have  obtained  all  that  ye  desire.  If  it  should  happen,  as  is 
not  unlikely,  that  your  masters  grow  impatient  and  refuse  to 
yield  any  further,  then  can  ye  renounce  your  allegiance,  as 
our  friend  Timmo  counsels,  and  sojourn  with  the  country 
folk  a  few  da}'s,  till  your  masters  fetch  ye  back  with  prajws 
and  entreaties.  Then  can  ye  make  terms  with  them  accord- 
ing to  your  pleasure,  generously  return  to  the  deserted 
workshops,  where  ye  will  be  received  with  open  arms,  and 
be  the  very  masters  of  the  town.  But,"  concluded  he,  rais- 
ing his  hand  with  emphasis,  "ye  must  meanwhile,  in  your 
treatment  of  your  masters,  do  strictly  as  I  and  my  good 
friend  Master  Dalenborg  here  advise  ye." 

He  turned  toward  Dalenborg,  who  understood  the  look, 
and  before  the  assembly  could  express  any  adverse  opinion, 
he  was  at  Sengstake's  side. 

Master  Dalenborg  was  ducal  tax-gatherer  in  Liineburg, 
but  he  had  little  to  do,  for  Duke  Frederick  could  no  longer 
levy  many  taxes  upon  the  town.  He  was  a  man  of  powerful 
build,  with  a  bull  neck  and  small,  crafty  eyes. 

Immediately  taking  up  Sengstake's  words,  he  began  : 
44  My  friend  Sengstake  has  spoken  my  own  thoughts.  In 
this  wise  must  ye  proceed,  if  ye  would  prosper  in  your  under- 
taking. But  mark  this  :  ye  must  expect  an  obstinate  resist- 
ance, and  must  not  become  faint-hearted,  but  boldly  stand 
out  for  what  ye  wish.  As  black  as  those  clouds  overhead 
will  your  withdrawal  appear  in  the  eyes  of  your  masters ; 
they  will  belabor  ye  with  hard  words  and  threaten  ye  with 
heavy  punishment.  The  masters  will  complain  of  ye  to  the 
council,  and  ye  must  then  await  the  result.  It  may,  belike, 
take  your  part  and  favor  your  claims,  but  it  may  also  be 
otherwise.  It  may  chance  that  the  masters  will  grant  your 
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desires  in  order  to  secure  your  help  against  the  council,  and 
achieve  their  own  designs.  No  one  can  know  to-day  what 
the  future  has  in  store.  Circumstances  will  direct  ye  which 
side  to  take,  the  council  s  or  the  masters'.  Only  question 
Master  Sengstake  and  me  ;  we  will  point  out  the  right  path- 
way to  ye.  But  if  we  pledge  ourselves  to  help  ye,  dear 
friends,  we  must  also  be  able  to  rely  upon  your  assistance." 

u  So  ye  can  !  "  cried  the  journeymen. 

"  Let  us  see  upon  how  many  we  can  count;  those  who 
purpose  to  hold  fast  to  this  agreement  will  step  back  from 
the  fire,  and  place  themselves  on  my  right  hand." 

The  whole  body  went  over,  so  that  the  space  between  the 
fire  and  the  mass  of  undergrowth  behind  which  Master 
Gotthard  stood  was  deserted.  Only  Sengstake,  Dalenborg, 
and  Timmo  remained  standing  near  the  fire. 

u  Good  !  "  ejaculated  Dalenborg.  "  I  see,  gladly,  that  ye 
are  all  of  one  mind.  But  if  any  one  were  here  who,  hearing 
my  words,  thought  otherwise —  " 

His  speech  died  upon  his  lips,  for,  as  if  conjured  out  of  the 
darkness  of  the  forest,  some  one  stood  before  h:m  who  had 
heard  his  words,  and  thought  altogether  otherwise. 

Into  the  open  space  came  the  salt  master,  slowly  advan- 
cing, like  an  image  of  fate.  He  placed  himself  directly  oppo- 
site Dalenborg  and  the  two  others,  and  between  them  there 
was  only  the  glimmering  fire,  which  lighted  up  his  tall  figure 
and  marked  features.  The  three  stood  there  as  if  petrified. 

From  the  throng  of  journeymen  arose  the  cry,  ' i  Traitors  ! 
The  salt  master  ! "  And  then  followed  a  breathless  stillness. 

"  Yea,  — traitors  !  "  echoed  Gotthard,  with  righteous  indig- 
nation. u  I  have  seen  ;  I  have  heard  all.  Perjured  villains 
are  ye,  Dalenborg  and  Sengstake !  For  that  poor  fool  is 
simply  your  puppet,  who  kicks  when  ye  pull  the  string ;  and 
the  mob  here  are  the  finches,  who  blindly  rush  into  your 
clumsy  nets,  and  are  silly  enough  to  allow  themselves  to  be 
caught  and  plucked  !  " 

Dalenborg  and  Sengstake  were  spechless  with  consterna- 
tion, while  Timmo  disappeared,  amid  the  noise. 

"  What  have  ye  to  complain  of?  Ye  merit  a  sound  beat- 
ing !  Ye  should  be  driven  in  disgrace  from  a  town  where 
ye  are  not  worthy  to  dwell  under  decent  folks'  roofs  !  " 

44  Ha  !  he  dares  to  insult  us  !  "  "  We  are  honorable  journey- 
men !  "  4 '  Down  with  the  salt  master  !  "  "  Strike  him  down  f " 
' l  Fell  him  to  the  earth  !  "  Such  were  the  cries  which  came  from 
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the  excited  crowd.  Some  of  the  most  daring  advanced  with 
drawn  knives,  while  others  pressed  on  behind  them,  and  a 
confused  tumult  was  heard,  where  in  the  rear  Timmo  urged 
them  on. 

4 'Back!"  thundered  the  master,  his  sword  glittering  in 
the  firelight,  and  the  boldest  hesitated,  as  he  stood  there 
erect,  ready  for  combat.  He  then  stuck  the  point  of  his 
weapon  into  the  ground,  saying,  grimty,  "  Whoever  comes 
too  near,  bites  the  dust ;  mark  my  words  !  "  and  continued, 
more  quietly,  "but  I  will  not  demean  myself  by  parleying 
with  ye.  I  will  only  say  that  ye  have  been  shamefully 
deluded  by  those  miserable  traitors,  who  would  use  ye  for 
their  own  accursed  ends.  Think  ye  they  will  help  ye?  It 
is  ye  who  must  help  them,  whether  against  the  council  or 
the  masters  ;  they  cannot  even  tell  ye,  the  rascals  !  " 

"  Henneberg !  "  screamed  Dalenborg,  "we  will  tear  out 
thy  lying  tongue  ! " 

"  Silence  !  "  roared  the  master. 

A  journeyman  brewer,  an  older  man  than  the  rest,  now 
advanced,  saying,  u  Master,  is  this  true?" 

"  As  true  as  thou  standest  there,  Matthias  ;  and  shame  to 
thee  that  thou  dost  stand  there  !  Go  to  thy  guild  master,  if 
thou  hast  a  mind  ;  he  can  tell  thee  things  that  will  open  thine 
ears.  And  now  away  with  ye  !  And  woe  to  him  who  dares 
to  raise  a  hand,  otherwise  than  in  self-protection  !  " 

u  Thank  thee,  master,"  said  the  brewer,  and  several  of 
the  journeymen  joined  in.  But  others  cried,  "  There  is 
nothing  to  be  thankful  for !  We  have  been  insulted ;  he 
must  crave  our  pardon  ;  hold  him  fast !  " 

In  a  moment  Master  Gotthard  was  in  their  midst. 

"  Who  talks  of  craving  pardon!"  he  exclaimed.  "  Let 
me  see  him  who  dares  to  say  such  a  word  to  a  master !  " 

They  fell  back  at  once,  so  that  he  was  left  standing  alone 
in  the  midst  of  an  open  space,  surrounded  by  the  angry 
journeymen.  The  foremost  looked  defiantly  at  him,  but 
none  dared  approach  nearer,  though  those  in  the  rear  were 
still  turbulent.  The  wisest  attempted  to  restore  order,  and 
persuade  their  comrades  to  withdraw,  and  indeed  by  degrees, 
amid  murmurings  and  threats,  the  circle  grew  thinner,  as  one 
after  another  set  out  on  their  way  toward  the  town ;  some 
disputing  together,  while  others  were  silent  and  thoughtful. 
An  occasional  shout  or  a  whistle  sounded  from  the  forest, 
becoming  ever  fainter  and  fainter.  Sengstake,  Dalenborg, 
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and  Timmo  had  vanished,  and  Master  Gotthard  finally  de- 
parted, not  having  seen  his  son  Arnold  since  he  himself 
came  upon  the  ground. 

A  few  raindrops  now  began  to  fall  upon  the  deserted  signal 
fire,  which  glimmered  faintly  in  the  deepening  night. 

Master  Gotthard  did  not  return  to  his  house  directly,  but 
calling  up  Rokswale,  they  went  together  to  the  dwellings  of 
Hesterwegen,  Schuttenhelm,  and  Dorgerloh,  and  joined  by  the 
latter,  the  five  guild  masters  took  long  and  earnest  counsel 
together.  Having  come  to  a  satisfactory  understanding, 
they  separated  quite  late,  and  each  sought  his  own  home. 

Gilbert  opened  the  door. 

tk  Is  Arnold  here?  "  asked  the  master. 

"  He  returned  long  ago,"  answered  Gilbert.  "  How  has 
it  ended?" 

" 1  think  it  is  all  over  with  the  revolt.  Good  night,  my 
son ! " 

"  God  be  praised  !     Good  night,  father." 

The  rain  now  descended  like  a  benediction  upon  the  thirsty 
ground,  while  the  town  of  Luneburg  lay  in  peaceful  slumber. 
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CHAPTER   XX. 

ON  the  following  morning,  in  his  luxurious  reception-room, 
sat  Burgomaster  Springiutgut,  and  opposite  to  him  Gotthard 
Henneberg,  who  had  just  given  the  ruler  of  the  city  a 
detailed  account  of  the  journeymen's  meeting  in  the  forest. 

Both  men  were  natural  leaders  of  the  community,  and 
good  representatives  of  their  respective  classes.  The  burgo- 
master, of  recognized  pre-eminence  as  head  of  the  old 
Liineburg  gentry,  and  whose  weaknesses,  at  the  same  time, 
were  apparent,  was  proud,  imperious,  and  ambitious,  deter- 
mined not  only  to  insist  upon  the  prerogatives  of  his  rank, 
but  to  stretch  to  its  utmost  limits  the  authority  belonging  to 
his  office. 

But  the  master  cooper,  a  steadfast  and  self-reliant  as  well 
as  modest  man,  and  independent  withal,  was  vigilant  lest 
any  of  the  old  inherited  rights  of  the  burghers  should  be 
encroached  upon  by  the  council  or  the  gentry.  To  the 
burgomaster,  who,  as  ruler  of  the  wealthy  Hanse  town,  felt 
himself  almost  a  prince,  he  showed  all  proper  deference,  but 
abstained  from  the  nattering  homage  which  he  felt  not  befit- 
ting in  the  intercourse  of  free  men.  They  met  upon  the 
ground  of  mutual  esteem,  and  treated  one  another  with  a 
measured,  though  friendly  politeness. 

Burgomaster  Springintgut  sat  in  his  high-backed  chair, 
and  listened  attentively,  with  his  air  of  easy  superiority,  to 
Master  Gotthard's  recital.  His  intelligent  face,  high  brow, 
and  penetrating  eyes  remained  impassive,  and  his  small, 
blue-veined  hands  never  moved,  while  the  master,  in  his 
simple,  straightforward  fashion,  depicted  the  scene  of  the 
night  before,  making  nothing  of  the  fact  that  he  had  quelled 
the  disturbance  single-handed. 

The  burgomaster  had  known  the  cooper  for  years,  but  the 
power  and  repose  of  the  man  struck  him  as  never  before, 
and  inspired  him  with  confidence  and  admiration.  He  de- 
spatched an  order  to  Sengstake  and  Dalenborg  to  appear 
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immediately  before  him  in  the  Town  House,  and  then  said  to 
Henneberg,  — 

44  Thou  considerest,  then,  that  this  riot  is,  in  fact,  sup- 
pressed?" 

4 'Yea,  master,"  answered  Gotthard.  44  Either  they  have 
their  eyes  opened  to  the  fact  that  they  have  been  simply 
deceived  and  imposed  upon,  or  the}T  conducted  themselves 
with  absolute  cowardice,  and  that  is  something  which  our 
journeymen  can  seldom  be  accused  of." 

44  Thou  art  right.  And  the  other  guild  masters  take  the 
same  view  as  thou  dost  of  the  situation?" 

44  The  same ;  and  they  hope,  as  I  do,  that  thou  wilt,  for 
this  time,  be  generous  rather  than  just  toward  the  rebels." 

44 1  will  pardon  them,  for  thy  sake.  But  dost  thou  mean 
the  journeyman  shoemaker,  also  ?  " 

44  Some  chastisement  would  not  hurt  him,  though  I  should 
advise  forbearance  in  his  case,  likewise.  Hesterwegen  could 
also  administer  a  sharp  rebuke  to  him  in  the  presence  of  his 
master,  and  promise  him  a  severer  penalty  in  case  of  future 
misdoing." 

44  Thou  art  very  lenient,  master,  very  lenient ;  but  it  shall 
be  done  as  thou  desirest." 

44  Believe  me,  burgomaster,  it  were  wiser  to  do  so,"  said 
Master  Gotthard.  4"The  most  prudent  way  to  handle  this 
affair  is  to  treat  it  as  a  foolish  prank,  which  we  do  not  take 
too  seriously,  in  order  to  show  them  that  thereby  they  have 
only  rendered  themselves  ridiculous." 

k  4  Dost  thou  really  regard  the  matter  so  lightly  ?  "  asked 
Master  Springintgut. 

44  Nay,  by  no  means,  burgomaster,"  replied  Gotthard. 
u  On  my  own  son's  account,  I  have  reason  to  take  it  very 
seriously.  But  the  journeymen  must  not  imagine  that  the 
council  fears  them,  or  thinks  it  necessary  to  punish  too 
severely  their  abortive  attempt.  But  as  for  — 

44  Speak  out,  Master  Gotthard!"  laughed  Springintgut. 
"  As  for  those  scapegraces,  Sengstake  and  Dalenborg,  thou 
wouldst  lay  hold  of  them  with  an  iron  hand.  We  are  both 
of  one  mind  about  them,  are  we  not? " 

44  Verily,  that  we  are,"  answered  the  master. 

At  this  moment  the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  the  coun- 
cillor, Ludolf  Tobing.  pushed  in,  unannounced,  after  his  own 
unceremonious  fashion. 

44  Good  mor —    What !  the  salt  master,  with  our  worship- 
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ful  burgomaster ! "  he  called  out,  struck  with  astonishment, 
as  he  closed  the  door  noisily  behind  him.  "  In  the  fiend's 
name,  what  is  the  matter?  Is  everything  in  Liineburg  going 
to  the  dogs?" 

"It  came  nigh  to  it,"  laughed  the  burgomaster,  "if 
Master  Gotthard  Henneberg  had  not  interposed." 

"Tell  me  what  hath  happened.  How  didst  thou  inter- 
pose ?  "  asked  Tobing,  curiously,  throwing  himself  astride  a 
chair,  and  folding  his  arms. 

They  then  gave  him  an  account  of  the  journeymen's  secret 
meeting,  and  also  of  the  part  taken  in  it  by  Dalenborg  and 
Sengstake. 

"  Summon  the  rogues  !"  cried  Tobing.  "  Shut  them  up, 
Springintgut,  in  the  stone  wine-cask.  There  they  will  be 
safe  enough." 

"I  have  already  summoned  them,"  replied  the  burgo- 
master, ringing  a  bell.  A  messenger  from  the  Town  House 
entered. 

"  Have  not  Dalenborg  and  Sengstake  yet  come? " 

"  Yea,  your  worship  ;  they  wait  without," 

"  Let  them  enter,  and  warn  the  jailer  to  hold  himself  in 
readiness." 

"  Very  good,  your  worship,"  and  the  messenger  withdrew. 

c<  So  I  have  come  just  in  the  nick  of  time,"  laughed 
Tobing.  "  Shall  I  not  warm  thee  up  a  little,  Springintgut?" 

"Thanks,  my  friend,  it  isn't  necessary,"  answered  the 
burgomaster. 

Dalenborg  and  Sengstake  now  entered  and  bowed,  no  one 
returning  their  salutations. 

"  Ye  were  present  y ester  even  at  a  secret  meeting  of  the 
journeymen,  and  ye  incited  them  to  revolt  against  the  council 
and  their  masters,"  began  the  burgomaster,  in  a  severe  tone. 

"  We  have  instigated  none  to  revolt,"  replied  Dalenborg. 

"We  have  done  just  the  contrary,  most  worshipful  burgo- 
master," said  Sengstake.  "  We  tried  to  quiet  the  journey- 
men, and  moderate  their  demands,  in  order  to  avoid  disturb- 
ance." 

"Ye  took  part  in  a  seditious  plot,  to  which  ye  pledged 
your  support.  How  do  ye  explain  that?"  demanded  the 
burgomaster. 

"We  agreed  to  be  present,  after  repeated  refusal,  upon 
the  urgent  request  of  the  eldest  son  of  Master  Henneberg 
here,  without  any  evil  intent,"  answered  Sengstake. 
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"Thereby  to  save  the  city  from  the  injurious  effects  of  a 
fatal  step,"  added  Dalenborg. 

"  Why  did  ye  not  inform  the  council  of  the  conspiracy,  as 
was  your  bounden  duty  ?  "  inquired  the  burgomaster. 

'*  We  knew  nothing  of  it  beforehand." 

"  That  is  an  evil  lie  !  "  exclaimed  Master  Gotthard.  "  I 
have  certain  knowledge  that  a  week  ago  Tuesday,  both  of 
ye,  with  my  son  and  the  journeyman  cobbler,  hatched  the 
plot  here  in  the  wine-cellar." 

u  Your  spies  serve  ye  well,"  remarked  Dalenborg,  spite- 
fully. 

The  master  made  no  answer,  but  Tobing  spoke,  * '  We  are 
forced  to  keep  a  strict  watch  over  such  villains  as  ye." 

"  Master  Councillor  !  — "  burst  out  Dalenborg. 

"  Well,  master  villain,"  interrupted  Tobing,  "  what 
wouldst  thou  ?  " 

"I  do  not  allow  myself  to  be  abused  with  scurrilous 
words,"  retorted  Dalenborg,  red  with  anger. 

Tobing  seized  the  arms  of  the  chair,  as  if  he  would  spring 
out  of  his  seat.  The  burgomaster  made  a  motion  with  his 
hand,  and  Tobing  remained  quiet.  He  then  rang,  and  the 
servant  of  the  council  again  entered.  "  The  turnkey  !  " 

When  this  personage  made  his  appearance,  Springintgut 
ordered  him  to  lock  up  Sengstake  and  Dalenborg  till  the  day 
following  the  Feast  of  the  Tun.  u  Dost  thou  understand?  " 

"  I  do,  most  worshipful  burgomaster  !  " 

"  The  day  following  the  Feast  of  the  Tun,"  scoffed 
Dalenborg,  u  is  a  good  day.  Fare  ye  well,  master,  till  the 
day  after  the  feast." 

Thereupon  they  departed  with  the  turnkey. 

' '  What  meaneth  Dalenborg  by  his  big  words  ?  "  asked  the 
three  who  remained  behind,  of  one  another. 

"  They  have  some  plan  concerning  the  feast,"  said  Tobing  ; 
"  peradventure  the  journeymen  are  still  devising  an  out- 
break." 

"  I  do  not  believe  it,  Master  Councillor,"  rejoined  Gott- 
hard. u  They  can  no  longer  hope  for  success,  now  that  we 
masters  have  got  wind  of  it." 

"We  must  be  prepared  for  everything,"  observed  the 
burgomaster. 

"Armed,  and  ready  for  fight !  "  cried  Tobing. 

"  Ye  can  count  upon  the  guilds,"  said  Master  Gotthard. 
"  I  cannot  conjecture  what  Dalenborg  has  in  view." 
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"I  doubt  not  that  he  knows  something  of  which  we  are 
ignorant,"  added  Springintgut. 

"  Let  him  be  put  to  the  rack,  then  !  "  Tobiug  exclaimed. 
' '  Perchance  that  will  force  it  out  of  him !  For  what  else 
have  we  those  pretty  things,  below  in  the  black  chamber?  " 

"  Art  thou  serious?"  asked  the  burgomaster. 

' '  Verily,  and  his  associates  also ! "  and  he  struck  the 
chair,  so  that  it  creaked  in  every  joint. 

4 '  Nevertheless,  leave  me  my  chair  whole,"  laughed 
Springintgut;  "  it  has  done  no  harm.  We  will  be  patient, 
my  friend,  and  await  the  result.  Forewarned  is  forearmed." 

"  That  is  also  my  opinion,"  said  Henneberg,  rising  to  go. 

Tobing  rose  also.  "  I  clean  forgot,  Springintgut,  what 
I  wished  to  speak  to  thee  about,"  said  he.  "Come,  salt 
master,  I  will  go  with  thee  a  step,  to  see  that  no  one  hurts 
thee,"  he  added,  laughingly,  and  the  two  tall,  powerful  men 
left  the  burgomaster  alone  in  his  office.  Some  of  those  who 
saw  them  walking  together  thought  to  themselves,  ''Hum! 
the  councillor  would  curry  favor  with  the  guilds ;  that  is 
something  new ";  and  others,  *'  The  salt  master  is  forcing 
himself  upon  the  great  ones !  That  used  not  to  be  his 
fashion." 

When  their  ways  parted,  Tobing  said,  "  Salt  master,  if 
there  should  be  a  disturbance,  I  say  to  thee,  where  I  strike, 
there  no  grass  will  ever  grow  again." 

"  I  believe  thee,  Master  Councillor?"  laughed  Henneberg. 
"  Every  blow  would  make  a  hollow  big  enough  for  a  horse 
to  drink  out  of."  The  councillor  laughed  loudly,  so  loudly 
that  curious  faces  were  to  be  seen  peering  out  of  the  near 
windows.  The  two  men  shook  hands,  and  each  went  his 
own  way. 

The  turnkey  led  the  two  prisoners  from  the  burgomaster's 
office,  through  the  magnificent  court  of  justice,  with  its 
painted  windows,  walls,  and  ceilings,  and  gay  floor,  where, 
on  the  square  flagstones,  the  blue  Luneburg  lion  alternated 
with  a  green  Gothic  cross.  In  the  floor  was  a  trap  which 
covered  a  winding  stairway.  This  led  to  the  wine-cellar 
and  to  an  old  oven-like  vault,  whence  by  means  of  pipes  the 
hall  of  justice  was  heated.  Under  this  was  the  drinking- 
room  of  the  council's  cellar,  which  extended  under  the 
chapel  of  the  Holy  Ghost  to  the  ox-market.  Close  to  the 
stairway  was  a  narrow,  dark  dungeon,  which,  on  account  of 
its  situation  over  the  wine-cellar,  was  called  the  stone  wine- 
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cask.  In  this  Dalenborg  and  Sengstake  were  imprisoned, 
and  it  made  them  sick  at  heart,  as  they  groped  about  in  the 
darkness,  to  reflect  how  little  a  thing  had  brought  them  here. 

"Content  yourselves,  as  best  ye  can,  till  Pentecost!" 
growled  the  turnkey,  and  shot  the  bolts  of  the  massive  door. 

The  tidings  spread  like  wildfire  about  the  town,  how  the 
salt  master  had  broken  np  a  great  meeting  of  the  journey- 
men before  another  burgher  in  Liineburg  knew  of  the  exist- 
ence of  the  conspiracy,  or  had  marked  anything  unusual. 
Within  a  short  time  he  had  twice  preserved  the  city  from 
strife  and  brawls.  As,  after  the  inimical  preaching  on  Ro- 
gation Sunday,  the  master  had  quieted  the  excitement  with 
his  eloquent  words  in  the  beer-cellar,  so  now,  all  alone,  and 
sword  in  hand,  he  had  routed  the  journeymen  in  the  forest. 
With  pride,  gratitude,  and  admiration  most  of  the  townsfolk 
regarded  their  fellow-citizen.  But  some  looked  with  appre- 
hension, and  not  a  few  with  envy,  upon  the  growing  power 
of  a  man  who  was  nothing  more  — -  and  could  become  noth- 
ing more  —  than  an  honorable  craftsman  and  guild  master. 

All  was  quiet  the  next  day  in  the  workshops.  Labor  went 
on  steadily,  but  no  songs  resounded,  no  jesting  was  heard ; 
the  journeymen  were  angry  and  ashamed,  and  the  masters 
cherished  feelings  of  ill-will  and  mistrust,  and  did  not  spare 
them  bitter  allusions.  On  the  part  of  the  mistresses,  two 
different  courses  of  treatment  were  adopted.  Those  of  a  high 
spirit  were  vexed  that  the  only  reward  for  their  friendliness 
and  care  should  be  discontent  and  hostility,  and  they  deter- 
mined henceforth  to  hang  the  bread-basket  a  little  higher, 
and  to  show  the  malcontents  a  severe  countenance.  Con- 
trariwise, those  who  were  timid  and,  mayhap,  a  little  uneasy 
in  their  consciences  as  regards  the  journeymen,  now  sought 
to  reconcile  the  malcontents  by  little  attentions  :  they  spread 
the  butter  a  little  thicker  on  the  bread,  were  more  generous 
with  the  meat,  and  had  frequently  a  gracious  word  to  spare. 
These  favored  fellows  were  the  only  ones  who  benefited  by 
the  plot,  and  they  accepted  their  improved  condition  calmly 
and  cheerfully,  and  laughed  in  their  sleeves  thereat. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  journeymen,  one  and  all,  had  a 
difficult  task  with  their  sweethearts,  —  that  is  to  say,  those 
of  them  who  possessed  sweethearts,  —  as,  by  mutual  agree- 
ment, they  made  things  very  unpleasant  for  their  lovers,  who, 
until  Pentecost  Sunday  arrived,  were  unable  to  obtain  so 
much  as  a  stolen  kiss. 
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Timmo  met  with  the  same  sort  of  reception  from  Floren- 
tine, the  pretty  maid  of  Mistress  Walpurg.  She  was  far 
from  coy,  but  this  time  she  did  as  did  the  others,  and  took 
the  part  of  the  masters,  who  little  suspected  this  secret,  but 
powerful,  assistance. 

A  maiden  compact  seemed  to  be  the  direct  consequence  of 
the  plot  of  the  journeymen,  and  gave  the  young  heroes  a 
foretaste  of  matrimony ;  not  a  honey-sweet  one,  but,  on 
the  contrary,  one  well  peppered  and  salted.  Once,  again, 
they  had  to  hear  everywhere  the  same  talk,  with  impressive 
representations  of  their  fickleness,  in  entering  upon  an  under- 
taking which  might  have  forced  them  to  leave  the  city.  What 
would  have  become  of  the  poor  maidens,  who,  in  such  an 
event,  must  have  been  left  behind  inconsolable  ?  The  jour- 
neymen were  obliged  to  make  all  manner  of  promises  before 
they  were  allowed  to  return  to  their  old  allegiance. 

But  the  tidings  troubled  Ursula  Dippold  more  than  any 
one.  She  had  no  doubt  that  the  real  instigator  of  the 
uprising  was  Arnold,  and  from  love  for  her,  in  order  to  con- 
strain his  father  to  yield,  and  to  free  himself  from  the  neces- 
sity of  marrying  within  the  guilds.  She  herself,  then,  had 
been  the  innocent  inciter  of  the  mad  attempt,  which  might 
have  had  the  most  serious  consequences  for  the  whole  town. 
And,  moreover,  it  was  Arnold's  father  who  had  so  speedily 
brought  their  ambitious  schemes  to  naught.  He  would  know 
where  to  seek  the  cause  of  the  outbreak,  and  his  anger 
against  her  would  be  unbounded.  Arnold's  last  hope,  with 
which  he  had  comforted  her,  was  now  gone,  and  its  failure 
must  bring  with  it  either  renunciation  or  flight. 

Arnold  came  in  the  evening.  Not  a  word  of  reproach  was 
uttered  by  Ursula  or  her  parents,  but  he  read  in  the  eyes  of 
his  love  her  silent  despair.  He  told  them  everything,  of  his 
own  free  will,  with  a  sorrowful  heart,  adding  that  his  father 
would  have  turned  him  out  of  doors  if  it  had  not  been  for  the 
earnest  prayers  of  his  mother,  sister,  and  brother  ;  and  he  no 
longer  spoke  a  word  to  him  at  work,  or  at  meal-times,  or  even 
appeared  to  see  him.  Naturally,  he  said  nothing  to  Ursula 
of  their  proposed  flight  in  the  presence  of  her  parents,  and  in 
order  to  avoid  his  questions,  she  did  not  follow  him  to  the 
door,  as  usual,  when  he  took  his  departure.  She  merely 
answered  his  earnest  look  with  a  sad  inclination  of  the 
head. 

On  Friday  morning,  Timotheus  Schneck  did  not  wait  for 
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his  master  to  set  forth,  with  knapsack  on  back  and  shoes 
under  his  arm,  upon  his  wanderings  through  the  city,  to  re- 
turn full  of  news  at  noon,  for  he  knew  full  well  that  he  would 
fare  much  better  if  he  himself  related  what  had  happened  on 
the  previous  evening.  Slowly  and  cautiously  he  began, 
making  the  affair  seem  as  harmless  as  possible.  He  had 
walked  out,  with  some  good  comrades,  to  the  Monk's  Gar- 
den, and  they  had  been  overtaken  by  the  rain.  They  had 
found  a  number  of  journeymen  assembled  there,  to  discuss 
some  insignificant  questions  before  they  brought  them  to  the 
notice  of  their  masters.  They  had  mostly  touched  upon 
points  which  did  not  particularly  interest  him,  as  he  was  in  no 
haste  to  marry  ;  for  instance,  marrying  to  become  a  master, 
and  how  long  to  remain  a  journeyman  before  becoming  a 
master,  but  he  had  not  listened  to  all  that  was  said. 

Dalenborg  and  Sengstake  had  appeared  and  been  ques- 
tioned by  some  of  the  journeymen,  to  which  they  had  replied, 
but  nothing  remarkable  had  transpired.  Suddenly,  as  if  he 
had  appeared  out  of  the  ground,  the  salt  master  stood  in  their 
midst,  and  railed  at  them  as  though  they  had  been  guilty  of 
murder,  when  not  a  man  thought  of  anything  wrong.  The 
consciousness  of  innocence  had  enabled  them  to  bear  it,  and 
they  had  retired  peaceably  to  their  homes. 

Timmo's  information  was  not  given  in  one  continuous 
narrative,  but  in  fragments,  which  he  cleverly  allowed  to  be 
extracted  from  him.  He  wished  to  prepare  their  minds 
beforehand,  so  that  at  the  midday  meal,  when  Daniel  poured 
forth  his  news,  Timmo  could  fill  up  the  gaps,  twist  and  turn 
things  to  his  mind,  and  above  all,  whitewash  himself,  and  put 
all  the  blame  upon  whomsoever  the  townsfolk  considered  the 
guilty  ones,  be  it  Arnold  or  Sengstake,  —  which  he  would 
learn  when  Daniel  returned. 

Master  and  mistress  listened  to  their  journeyman  with 
curiosity,  and  in  the  main  believed  him.  But  when  Seng- 
stake's  name  appeared  in  his  recital,  Mistress  Gesche  became 
suspicious  ;  and  doubts  arose  also  in  Daniel's  mind  when  he 
heard  of  the  salt  roaster's  interference,  so  that  at  the  end  of 
Timmo's  communication  he  struck  the  nail  on  the  head  by 
remarking,  "  The  long  and  the  short  of  the  matter  is,  that 
yesterday  ye  were  all  hatching  some  mischievous  plot." 

"  Nay,  nay,  master  ;  thou  must  not  call  it  so  ;  it  was  not  so 
bad  as  that,"  answered  Timmo. 

"  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  this  matter,"  said  Gesche, 


THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUNEBUMG.  189 

with  a  sidelong  glance.     "  Daniel,  there  lie  thy  shoes  ;  make 
haste  and  set  forth." 

Master  Daniel  did  n't  need  urging.  In  a  twinkling  he  was 
ready,  and  out  of  the  house. 

During  the  long  morning,  over  his  work,  Timmo  had  to 
answer  many  inconvenient  questions  which  the  mistress  per- 
sisted in  asking  about  the  "  discussion  over  the  affairs  of  the 
brotherhoods,"  but  he  slipped  like  an  eel  out  of  her  artfully 
laid  snares.  He  did  not  feel  himself  very  secure,  however, 
upon  his  cobbler's  stool ;  and  the  crafty  Hans,  smelling  a  rat 
when  he  heard  his  mistress's  inquiries,  assumed  the  most 
anxious  expression. 

Timmo  himself  was  convinced  that  the  principal  perform- 
ance would  be  followed  by  au  after-piece,  and  that  his  part 
would  be  more  or  less  important.  He  revolved  in  his  mind 
every  possible  consequence  which  could  befall  him,  and  the 
sly  fox  bethought  himself  beforehand  of  every  shift  and 
evasion  by  which  he  could  escape. 

Finally  the  dreaded  noon-hour  arrived,  and  with  it  Master 
Daniel.  Six  eyes  were  directed  upon  -him,  each  like  an 
arrow  in  a  bent  bow. 

He  began,  "  Fine  tales  I  hear  ;  Dalenborg  and  Sengstake 
have  been  clapped  into  the  stone  wine-cask  ! " 

"That  is  well;  I  thought  as  much!"  cried  Timmo, 
quickly. 

"  Yea,  and  that  is  where  thou  wilt  find  thyself  later,"  said 
Daniel. 

"  I,  master,  I?     Wherefore  should  I  find  myself  there?" 
"  Thou  has  been  the  worst  of  all ;  thou  wert  the  ring- 
leader ! " 

Gesche  clapped  her  hands  together,  while  Hans  opened 
wide  his  eyes,  ears,  and  mouth. 

Timmo  exclaimed,  "Master,  thou  shouldst  thank  heaven 
that  I  was  at  the  head  of  affairs.  It  was  I  who  kept  dis- 
cipline and  order  ;  otherwise  everything  had  gone  topsy-turvy, 
and  this  very  night  they  would  have  burnt  the  houses  over 
your  heads." 

"Gracious  heaven  !"  groaned  Daniel,  "what  one  has  to 
live  through !  Gesche,  this  is  a  vale  of  tears.  Is  the  meal 
ready?" 

"If  I  had  not  been  present,  master,"  Timmo  continued, 
"there  would  not  have  been  a  journeyman  to-day  in  Ltine- 
burg.  It  was  Sengstake's  wish  that  we  should  all  leave  the 
town." 
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"  Sengstake  !  "  cried  Daniel. 

1  'Yea,  and  Dalenborg.  It  is  altogether  right  that  they 
should  be  imprisoned.  How  long  must  they  stay  there?" 

14 1  know  not ;  but  this  I  do  know,  that  thou  wilt  be  locked 
up  likewise." 

They  seated  themselves  at  the  table,  and  if  a  glance  from 
a  woman's  e}Tes  could  really  kill,  Timmo  would  surely  have 
perished  at  this  meal. 

In  the  afternoon  Master  Daniel  remained  at  home,  for  he 
feared  Timmo  would  run  away  in  his  absence  before  the  bailiff 
came  to  fetch  him.  Timmo  had  no  thought  of  running  away, 
but  his  hopes  rose,  as  time  passed,  that  he  was  to  be  left 
unmolested. 

Hans  was  sent  out  toward  evening.  He  came  running 
back,  crying,  "  Master  Hesterwegen  cometh  !  " 

44  Ah,  merciful  heaven  !  "  lamented  Daniel. 

"  I  wish  thee  good  luck,"  said  Gesche  to  her  journeyman, 
maliciously. 

44  The  guild  master  is  not  the  bailiff,"  Timmo  observed,  and 
mentally  fortified  himself  against  the  impending  attack. 

' 4  God  honor  an  honorable  craft !  " 

This  time  the  salutation  was  not  lacking,  and  Daniel  replied, 
"  Welcome,  in  the  name  of  the  craft."  Then  he  pointed  to 
Timmo.  "  There  he  sits.  I  know  nothing  ;  I  am  innocent." 

"Thou  art  right,  Daniel,"  said  Hesterwegen;  4t  but  it 
reflects  no  credit  on  thee  that  thy  journeyman  should  be  the 
one  to  instigate  this  plot  and  to  lead  the  secret  meeting.  The 
whole  town  repeats,  '  It  was  Daniel  Sporken's  journeyman. 
There  must  be  bad  discipline  in  his  house/  That  does  little 
honor  to  thee  and  thy  worthy  guild  of  shoemakers." 

41  Now  must  I  suffer  again,"  sighed  Daniel.  "  This  is  a 
vale  of  tears." 

In  sooth,  those  were  not  looks  of  love  which  Gesche  divided 
impartially  between  Hesterwegen  and  Timmo. 

44 1  am  commissioned  by  the  noble  council  to  administer  to 
thy  journeyman  a  sharp  rebuke,"  the  guild  master  declared. 
"  Stand  up,  Darmstadter,  and  give  strict  attention  to  what  I 
say  to  thee." 

44  Now  it  comes!"  thought  Timmo,  44  but  it  will  not  kill 
me."  He  stood  up  and  placed  himself  in  front  of  the  guild 
master,  but  with  his  back  to  Hans,  so  that  he  could  keep  a 
serious  face. 

'4  Thou  art  a  disturber  of  the  peace,"  began  Hesterwegen. 
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"  I  know  not  whether  from  indiscretion  or  malice  prepense. 
Whoever  causes  a  tumult,  implicates  his  master,  and  quar- 
rels with  his  master's  bread  ;  him  shall  the  master  no  longer 
be  bound  to  feed  or  house,  and  he  may  be  deprived  of  his 
freedom  by  the  town  and  kept  in  perpetual  duress.  Take 
heed  to  thyself ,  Darmstadter !  And  if  Liineburg  suits  thee 
not,  thou  canst  bid  farewell  to  it,  and  pass  out  of  the  gate, 
which  we  will  willingly  close  behind  thee.  But  be  not  caught 
again  in  crooked  ways,  or  I  will  not  say  what  thy  chastise- 
ment shall  be." 

"  Guild  master,  I  am  innocent !  "  said  Timmo. 

"  Thou  art  a  blockhead  !  "  exclaimed  Hesterwegen.  "  Be 
silent,  for  Heaven's  sake,  and  remember  what  I  have  said. 
I  have  chided  thee  too  leniently.  And,  Daniel,  see  that  thou 
keepest  thine  eye  upon  him,  and  lockest  thy  door  betimes, 
under  penalty  of  forfeiting  thy  position  in  the  guild." 

u  Ah,  what  an  unfortunate  man  I  am  !  "  ejaculated  Daniel. 

Hesterwegen  now  departed.  When  he  was  gone,  Timmo 
said  to  Gesche,  — 

"  Mistress,  if  thou  wilt  do  me  the  favor  not  to  say  any- 
thing, I  will  plant  a  honeysuckle-bush  beside  thy  door,  at 
Pentecost,  which  will  gladden  thine  eye." 

Gesche  gulped  down  a  long  speech.  Daniel  was  glad  that 
matters  were  110  worse,  and  gladder  still  was  Timmo  not  to 
be  behind  bolt  and  bar,  for  in  that  case  he  would  have 
missed  the  Feast  of  the  Tun,  and  that,  to  him,  would  have 
been  punishment  indeed. 

And  at  early  dawn  of  the  following  Sunday,  as  the  great 
deep-toned  Apostle  bell  in  the  Johannes  tower  rung  in  the 
Feast  of  Pentecost,  and  all  the  other  bells  chimed  in  unison, 
before  almost  every  house  door  in  Liineburg  stood  a  token 
of  spring,  and  that  beside  Daniel  Sporken's  held  up  its  head 
with  the  rest. 

Likewise  in  front  of  the  small  tumble-down  house  on  the 
Riibekulile  quivered  a  young  birch  in  the  soft  breezes  of  the 
spring  morning,  and  Ursula  knew  who  had  brought  it  from 
the  heath,  and  planted  it  by  her  door  as  a  lover's  greeting. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE  Feast  of  Pentecost  found  the  commonwealth  of  Liine- 
burg  in  apparent  peace  and  concord,  and  a  measure  of  har- 
mony restored  between  masters  and  journeymen,  but  yet  it 
was  not  celebrated  this  year  with  the  same  unrestrained 
joyousness  as  formerly.  A  little  sting  of  displeasure,  on 
account  of  the  attempted  revolt  of  the  journeymen,  rankled 
in  the  minds  of  the  masters  and  mistresses,  and  the  impris- 
onment of  Dalenborg  and  Sengstake  did  not  meet  with 
universal  approval.  The  handicraft  masters,  who  saw  in 
them  the  corruptors  of  their  journeymen,  thought  their  pun- 
ishment altogether  too  mild.  The  two  agitators,  however, 
had  acquired  a  considerable  number  of  adherents,  chiefly 
among  the  foes  of  the  council,  who  presumed  that  the  threat- 
ened revolt  of  the  journeymen  was  directed  against  the  gov- 
ernment, and  who  complained  that  the  captives  had  been 
unjustly  robbed  of  their  liberty.  But  when  the  warm  rays 
of  a  Pentecost  sun  streamed  down  upon  them,  their  discon- 
tent no  longer  found  utterance,  and  perhaps  they  would 
gladly  have  given  themselves  up  to  the  old-time  sports,  if  yet 
a  third  cause  had  not  interfered.  This  third  cause  was  the 
prospect,  immediately  after  Whitsuntide,  of  the  appointed 
feast,  of  which  the  rest  of  the  Christian  world  knew  nothing, 
but  for  the  town  of  Liineburg  was  of  great  significance, 
—  the  noisy  Feast  of  the  Tun. 

This  noteworthy  festival  owed  its  origin  to  the  Duke  of 
Brunswick  and  Liineburg,  Johann  the  Peaceful,  who  was  so 
beloved  for  his  kindliness  and  generosity  that  when  he  died, 
at  Dalenburg,  in  December,  1277,  his  sorrowing  knights 
bore  his  corpse  upon  their  shoulders  as  far  as  Liineburg,  for 
burial.  This  noble  prince,  in  order  to  promote  an  interest 
in  the  salt-works,  founded  in  the  year  1273  a  formal  public 
celebration. 

A  large  tun,  filled  with  stones,  and  through  which  an  axle 
was  placed,  was  drawn  at  a  rapid  pace  by  a  span  of  stallions, 
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and  followed  by  a  mounted  procession,  consisting  of  the 
newly  chosen  master  of  the  salt-works,  together  with  all  the 
salt  masters,  councillors,  and  well-to-do  citizens.  This  tun, 
which  gave  its  name  to  the  feast,  was  burnt  at  the  salt- 
works, to  the  sound  of  trumpets,  and  the  holiday  ended  with 
feasting  and  drinking  everywhere,  and  a  banquet  and  dance 
at  the  Town  House.  The  proper  day  for  the  carousal  was  the 
Thursday  after  Septuagesima  Sunday,  but  it  had  been 
deferred,  while  the  cause  was  pending  at  the  Court  of  Vienna, 
between  the  council  and  prelates.  Now  it  was  finally 
appointed  for  the  Wednesday  after  Pentecost. 

In  expectation  of  this  great  occasion,  the  Luneburgers 
denied  themselves  all  merrymaking  during  Whitsuntide  ;  they 
refrained  from  work,  went  religiously  to  church,  and  walked 
in  the  pleasure-gardens  and  nearest  suburbs  of  the  city. 
Many  of  the  burghers  paid  curious  visits  to  the  place  behind 
the  Monk's  Garden,  and  gazed  at  the  spot  where  such 
memorable  words  had  been  spoken,  looked  at  the  ashes  of 
the  extinguished  fires,  and  sought  for  the  fir  behind  which 
the  salt  master  had  concealed  himself, 'an  unseen  witness  of 
the  disgraceful  proceedings.  They  gave  vent  to  their  feel- 
ings in  more  or  less  condemnatory  remarks,  returning  with 
the  consolatory  reflection  that  they  had  seen  the  place  which 
might  have  been  the  scene  of  murder  and  bloodshed,  and 
praised  the  brave  salt  master  who  had  warded  off  misfor- 
tune from  their  good  city  of  Liineburg. 

So  passed  quickly  the  two  days  of  Pentecost.  On  the  third 
day,  Tuesday,  the  new  master  of  the  salt-works,  Wigand 
Kruse,  was  sworn  in  by  the  burgomaster,  at  the  Town  House, 
in  the  presence  of  the  assembled  council,  the  salt  masters, 
and  the  principal  oflicials  of  the  salt-works.  They  all  went 
in  solemn  procession,  in  the  first  place,  to  the  church  of  St. 
Michaelis,  where  divine  service  was  held  ;  and  then  to  the 
Town  House,  where  the  burgomaster  administered  the  oath. 

The  artisans  rested  from  labor  on  this  day  also,  for  a 
pleasanter  occupation  kept  them  fully  employed.  The  young 
men  and  boys  brought  from  the  heath  and  the  gardens  masses 
of  blossoms  and  green  boughs ;  these  they  divided  into 
suitable  sprays,  and  handed  them  to  the  matrons  and  maidens, 
who  wove  them  into  garlands  and  festoons,  whereupon  ensued 
much  chatter  and  merriment. 

Toward  evening  the  decoration  of  the  houses  began,  and 
when  the  sun  rose  next  morning  over  the  steep  roofs,  pointed 
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gables,  and  lofty  towers  of  the  fine  old  Hanse  town,  gay 
colors  displayed  themselves  in  every  direction.  Banners  and 
brilliant  draperies  hung  from  windows  and  loopholes  ;  doors 
and  walls  were  hung  with  festoons,  which  in  many  cases  were 
stretched  across  the  street,  to  which  were  attached  mottoes 
and  fluttering  ribbons.  The  wealthy  families  had  their 
painted  coats-of-arms,  and  the  artisans  their  own  private 
trade-marks  fastened  upon  the  outside  of  the  houses,  and  the 
signs  of  the  guild-houses  and  hostelries,  which  hung  from 
iron  supports  over  the  street,  were  wreathed  with  flowers. 
All  this  made  up  a  noble  pageant,  and  the  various  graceful 
details  lent  to  the  whole  town  an  air  of  cheerful  splendor. 

But  the  Town  House  was  especially  gorgeous.  The  massive 
pillars  of  the  arches  were  entwined  with  greenery  ;  over  the 
parapet  hung  purple  cloth  with  golden  fringe,  and  from  the 
middle  window  of  the  uppermost  story  floated  a  mighty  ban- 
ner, bearing  the  Luneburg  arms,  —  a  three-towered  city  gate, 
with  blue  lions  rampant  on  a  field  of  gold.  From  each  of 
the  six  towers  waved  a  festoon  of  flags,  and  every  window 
was  framed  with  flowers.  Also  from  the  pinnacles  of  the 
other  towers  in  the  city  were  hung  pennons  ;  the  streets  were 
strewn  with  white  sand,  and  boughs,  leaves,  and  flowers. 

Only  two  houses  stood  unadorned,  defiant  and  gloomy  in 
the  midst  of  their  bedecked  neighbors.  They  had  certainly 
small  cause  to  ornament  themselves,  for  they  were  Dalen- 
borg's  house  in  the  Grossen  Backerstrasse,  and  Sengstake's 
on  the  Sande.  All  the  inhabitants,  also,  arrayed  themselves 
in  gayest  attire  ;  and  the  noble  council  graciously  winked  at 
the  violation,  on  this  day,  of  the  strict  sumptuary  laws,  when 
the  women  appeared  in  costlier  fur  trimming,  broader  point 
lace,  and  heavier  gold  chains  than  was  permitted  to  their  sta- 
tion, thus  enhancing,  however,  the  splendor  of  the  ceremonies. 

The  streets  soon  became  full  of  animation.  Artisans  and 
salt-workers  collected  at  their  rendezvous,  decorated  with 
flowers  and  ribbons,  official  tools  or  symbols  in  their  hands. 
Gayly  caparisoned  horses  were  led  by  ;  mounted  servants  of 
the' council,  trumpeters,  and  solitary  salt  masters  rode  past; 
and  the  good-humor  increased  every  minute.  Laughing 
faces  appeared  at  the  windows,  and  upon  all  the  steps,  while 
doorways  were  crowded  with  eager  spectators,  and  throngs 
poured  into  the  streets  from  the  byways  through  which  the 
procession  did  not  pass.  Where  it  was  possible  they  fast- 
ened themselves  upon  kind-hearted  householders,  to  gain  good 
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places  by  means  of  their  hospitality.  The  youths,  school- 
boys, and  prentices  frolicked  and  gambolled  together,  and 
the  beadles  had  difficulty  in  keeping  order  and  clearing  a 
space  for  the  procession.  To-day,  whoever  was  not  bed- 
ridden, or  imprisoned  behind  bolts  and  bars,  was  at  the 
windows  or  in  the  street. 

In  Red  Cock  Street  the  sound  of  hoofs  was  heard.  Ilsabe 
with  her  brother  Lutke  sprang  out  of  doors,  and  stroked  the 
neck  and  mane,  tied  with  red  ribbons,  of  the  noble  bay 
which  Heinrich  Viskule  had  sent,  saddled  and  bridled,  to  his 
friend,  Gotthard  Henneberg.  The  master  sat  erect,  sword 
by  side,  and  a  plume  in  his  biretta,  and  looked  like  the 
stateliest  councillor  as  he  rode  away,  with  hearty  farewells. 

At  last  the  bells  rang,  and  the  procession  made  ready  to 
start.  Upon  the  open  space,  in  front  of  the  salt-springs,  were 
gathered  the  horsemen  and  their  trains.  As  the  master  of 
the  salt-works  mounted  one  of  the  stallions  attached  to  the 
tun,  a  fair  young  damsel  stepped  forward  and  presented  him 
with  a  flagon  of  wine  with  the  words  of  an  old  rhyme :  — 

"  Out  of  the  breast  of  earth  wells  up 

Salt  for  the  bread  of  high  and  low ; 
A  wholesome  relish  when  we  sup. 
Who  knows  its  loss,  its  worth  doth  know. 

"  And  as  we  thee,  salt  master,  greet, 

Take  thou  this  cup,  this  wine  so  rare ; 
'  God-given  salt,'  do  thou  repeat, 
*  May  heaven  still  have  thee  in  its  care  ! '  " 

Master  Wigand  Kruse  took  the  flagon  from  the  speaker, 
raised  himself  in  the  stirrups,  and,  holding  it  aloft,  he.  uttered 
the  words :  — 

"  All  hail,  Luneburg  salt  so  rare, 
May  heaven  still  have  thee  in  its  care !  " 

After  drinking,  he  handed  the  flagon  to  the  paymaster  of 
the  works,  and  bestowed  upon  the  pretty  maiden  a  silver 
necklace,  with  a  medal  attached  to  it,  as  a  memento.  Finally, 
the  cavalcade  started,  amid  loud  clatter  and  din.  Two  out- 
riders headed  the  cortege,  followed  by  trumpeters ;  then 
came  the  master  of  the  salt-works,  with  the  tun  rattling  be- 
hind him,  who  appeared  to  tuke  no  great  pleasure  in  the 
fulfilment  of  his  peculiar  duties,  and  urged  on  the  stallions  as 
if  he  wished  to  bring  his  journey  as  quickly  as  possible  to  an 
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end.  Two  mounted  followers  rode  next.  Then  came  the  two 
burgomasters  and  assembled  council,  gorgeously  attired,  and 
after  them  the  salt  masters,  also  clothed  in  all  the  pomp  and 
splendor  which  the  occasion  demanded,  representing  every 
wealthy  family  in  the  city.  Behind  came  the  paymaster  and 
officials  of  the  salt-works,  and  with  them  other  burghers  who 
owned  horses  or  were  able  to  ride  ;  finally,  the  sons  of  the 
gentry  and  mounted  beadles  brought  the  procession  to  an 
end. 

The  shouts  of  the  multitude,  the  deafening  noise  of  the 
heavy  stone-filled  tun,  and  trampling  of  horses  announced 
from  afar  the  approach  of  the  retinue,  which  came  rushing 
through  the  principal  streets  of  the  city.  Many  a  high- 
stepping  horse  pranced  gayly  along,  and  many  a  clumsy  brute 
trotted  heavily  after,  which,  in  his  accustomed  farm-gear, 
had  never  imagined  that  to-day,  in  this  festal  procession,  he 
was  to  make  his  appearance  as  a  gayly  caparisoned  saddle- 
horse.  And  there,  also,  sat  uneasily  many  a  worthy  burgher, 
evidently  unused  to  the  saddle,  who  would  rather  have  gone 
on  foot  if  he  had  not  been  ambitious  of  showing  himself  as  a 
cavalier. 

The  master  of  the  salt-works,  and  likewise  the  burgomas- 
ters and  council,  were  everywhere  greeted  with  cheers,  which 
they  took  contentedly  as  tokens  of  loyalty  to  their  govern- 
ment. But  when,  among  the  numerous  salt  masters,  Gott- 
hard  Henneberg  rode  into  view  upon  his  stately  bay  horse, 
he  was  received  with  endless  acclamations,  and  more  honored 
than  the  councillors  themselves.  And  as  the  youths  pranced 
by  on  fiery  steeds,  pranked  out  in  their  gayest  clothing,  flowers 
were  showered  down  upon  them  from  all  the  windows,  and 
hundreds  of  scarfs  and  'kerchiefs  were  waved  by  as  many 
fair  hands. 

In  close  ranks,  with  trumpeters  at  their  head,  the  artisans, 
masters,  and  journeymen  now  passed  through  the  city,  with 
banners,  devices,  and  tools,  nodding  as  they  went  to  wives 
and  sweethearts  standing  in  the  doorways.  Lastly  came  the 
multitude  of  salt-workers,  —  men,  women,  and  girls,  —  who 
were  to-day  feasted  at  the  cost  of  the  salt  masters'  guild,  and 
to  them  the  occasion  was  one  of  rare  enjoyment.  One  could 
see  that  they  considered  themselves,  under  Providence,  the 
foundation  upon  which  rested  all  the  festivities  of  the  day. 

During  the  progress  of  the  procession  the  bells  rang  from 
all  the  church  towers,  and  throughout  Liineburg  peace,  joy, 
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and  concord  reigned,  without  enmity  or  dissension.  The 
gladsome  festival  brought  all  hearts  together ;  hand  clasped 
hand,  and  the  blessing  which  gushed  from  the  bosom  of  the 
earth,  outside  the  salt-gate,  provided  them  with  present  pros- 
perity, and  promised  an  auspicious  future. 

The  afternoon  was  devoted  to  various  pastimes.  The 
young  men  held  brilliant  tournaments  and  other  trials  of 
skill,  surrounded  by  a  throng  of  spectators.  Later  in  the 
day  the  tun  was  burnt  in  the  vacant  space  around  the  salt- 
springs.  It  was  emptied  of  its  stones,  placed  upon  a  mound, 
filled  with  wood  and  tar,  and  set  on  fire.  Salt-workers, 
journeymen,  and  boys,  many  in  comic  disguises,  danced  and 
sang  around  it,  while  the  smoke  rolled  up  and  disappeared 
far  over  the  heath.  This  was  the  signal  for  the  gunner  upon 
the  ramparts  to  discharge  a  volley.  Toward  evening  the 
people  betook  themselves  to  the  inns,  where  there  was  no 
bench  or  stool  unoccupied,  and  no  one  would  have  suspected 
that  many  a  resolute  burgher  had  in  readiness  in  his  house 
both  armor  and  weapons,  ready  for  use  at  a  moment's  notice, 
in  case  of  a  sudden  outbreak.  The  weapons,  however,  re- 
mained untouched,  and  the  townsfolk  were  only  challenged 
to  the  peaceful  dance,  and  they  drank  enough  to  prevent  any 
bloodthirstiness. 

In  the  evening  the  Town  House  was  brightly  lighted.  The 
families  of  the  councillors,  the  salt  masters,  and  the  gentry 
of  the  town  were  assembled  in  the  richly  decorated  hall  and 
adjoining  rooms.  Whatever  Liineburg  contained  of  power, 
influence,  beauty,  and  wealth  met  here  at  the  highest  festi- 
val of  the  year  ;  proud  men,  beautiful  women,  and  beautiful 
garments  ;  sparkling  eyes  and  sparkling  jewels ;  wise  age 
and  riotous  youth.  Upon  carved  sideboards  stood  the  coun- 
cil's silver  service, — more  than  a  hundred  silver  goblets, 
flagons,  tankards,  cups,  and  dishes,  of  rare  workmanship  and 
quaint  forms.  Master  Ambrosius  von  dem  Rhyne  was  the 
chief  cup-bearer,  and  ordered  the  gayly  dressed  council's 
serving-men  to  hand  to  the  guests  the  best  wine  in  his  cellar. 
And  the  wine  did  its  usual  work,  —  increased  the  merriment 
and  loosened  the  tongues  of  the  drinkers  ;  and  the  musi- 
cians, meanwhile,  played  many  a  gay  tune.  The  guests  sat 
around  the  tables  or  moved  about  the  rooms  exchanging 
courteous  salutations,  and  enjoying  themselves  with  talk  and 
laughter,  with  gentle  whispers  and  eloquent  glances,  —  all 
full  of  life,  joyous,  and  without  care, 
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Master  Gotthard  Heuneberg's  was  the  only  artisan's  family 
in  the  company,  and  many  jestingly  greeted  him  as  salt  mas- 
ter, —  the  one  among  so  many,  —  which  he  took  in  good 
part,  for  he  knew  they  meant  to  honor  him  thereby.  Arnold 
was  absent,  and  Lutke,  being  only  an  apprentice,  was  not 
allowed  to  appear  at  the  Town  House  ;  but  Mistress  Johanna, 
Ilsabe,  and  Gilbert  were  present,  and  were  treated  by  every 
one  with  friendliness,  which  Master  Gotthard  observed  com- 
placently. 

The  second  burgomaster,  Albert  von  der  Molen,  shook 
Gilbert's  hand,  and  reminded  him  of  their  meeting  in  Celle. 
"Thou  broughtest  home  bad  tidings  to  our  good  city  six 
weeks  ago,  Gilbert,"  said  he,  "but  our  terror  has  happily 
proved  groundless.  They  do  not  dare  to  proceed  to  extrem- 
ities." 

"It  is  a  double  consolation  to  me,  worshipful  burgo- 
master," answered  Gilbert,  "  that  all  danger  is  over,  and 
that  I  have  not  played  the  part  of  raven  to  my  native 
city." 

"  Thou  wouldst  have  had  to  suffer  for  it  less  than  I,"  said 
the  second  burgomaster,  and  passed  on. 

Gilbert  and  Hildegund  Viskule  exchanged  many  friendly 
words  with  one  another,  but  he  could  not  approach  her 
often,  though  she  sought  to  make  it  easy  for  him.  She  was 
continually  surrounded  by  the  youths  and  maidens  of  distin- 
guished families,  upon  whom  Gilbert  did  not  care  to  intrude. 
It  fared  similarly  with  Ilsabe  as  regards  Baldwin,  though  in 
his  case  it  was  not  the  many  who  interfered,  but  only  one, 
and  that  one  Mistress  Walpurg  Gronhagen.  The  young 
widow  had  to-night,  as  usual,  known  how  to  heighten  her 
peculiar  charms  by  the  aid  of  becoming  attire. 

She  wore  rosebuds  in  her  dark  hair,  and  a  necklace  of 
sparkling  jewels  attracted  attention  to  the  beautiful  throat  it 
encircled.  Her  perfect  bust  was  covered  by  a  low-cut 
bodice,  with  long  hanging  sleeves,  open  from  the  top  to 
show  the  shapely  arms.  A  superb  girdle  glittered  against 
the  dark-red  velvet  dress,  which  parted  in  front,  displaying 
a  petticoat  of  some  rich  silvery  stuff. 

Ilsabe  was  not  arrayed  so  sumptuously.  She  wore  an  ivy 
wreath  in  her  blond  hair,  which  hung  down  in  heavy  waves 
over  her  shoulders,  and  a  light-blue  robe  embroidered  with 
gold.  About  her  waist  she  had  wound  the  silver  chain  with 
the  beautiful  embroidered  pocket  which  Gilbert  had  brought 
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her  from  Mayence.  In  lieu  of  pearls  and  emeralds,  bloom- 
ing youth  and  engaging  sweetness  were  the  jewels  which 
adorned  her  gracious  person.  u  Blond  and  blue,  a  tall 
forget-me-not ! "  Walpurg  mockingly  called  her,  as  her 
attention  was  called  to  the  cooper's  daughter  by  Mistress 
Alheid  Schomacker. 

"  But  she  is  surely  charming,  very  charming,'  Leonhard 
Dusterhop  observed;  "there  is  strength  in  those  arms  of 
hers,  and  if  she  should  wish  to  hold  one  fast,  by  my  troth,  he 
would  have  difficulty  in  freeing  himself." 

"Hast  thou  perchance  tried,  my  young  gallant?"  Wal- 
purg inquired. 

But  Leonhard  shook  his  head,  and  laughingly  glanced  at 
Alheid.  Baldwin,  at  their  entrance,  had  greeted  Ilsabe  with 
the  old  friendliness,  and  chatted  with  her  so  confidentially 
that  not  the  slightest  shadow  fell  upon  the  meeting.  Ilsabe 
gave  herself  up  to  unrestrained  cheerfulness,  and  gazed  with 
satisfied  eyes  upon  the  brave  figure  of  the  friend  of  her 
childhood.  He  wore  a  tightly  fitting  doublet  of  purple  velvet, 
slashed  with  gold  brocade,  and  trimmed  with  dark  fur.  The 
silken  hose  were  of  the  same  color  a's  the  doublet.  A  purple 
velvet  cap  lay  carelessly  upon  his  head,  and  a  long  gold  chain 
with  a  ruby  cross,  a  chased  silver  belt,  with  a  pocket  at- 
tached, a  dagger  in  a  silver  sheath,  and  pointed  velvet  shoes 
completed  his  costume. 

Standing  under  the  huge  gilded  chandeliers,  from  the 
branching  arms  of  which  hung  gayly  painted  wooden  pictures 
of  saints,  the  Viskules  and  Hennebergs  had  reviewed  and 
admired  the  gorgeous  dresses  of  the  guests  as  they  entered 
the  hall,  by  degrees  becoming  filled  with  the  constantly 
increasing  throng.  But  since  Mistress  Walpurg  Gronhagen 
had  arrived,  Baldwin  had  become  blind  and  deaf  to  every 
one  else,  and  had  not  stirred  from  her  side.  They  both  had 
so  much  to  tell  one  another  and  to  laugh  at,  that  every  one 
who  saw  them  immediately  concluded  that  there  must  be  a 
secret  understanding  between  them.  Walpurg  aimed  at 
making  her  intimacy  with  Baldwin  as  open  as  possible, 
especially  in  the  presence  of  her  detested  rival,  that  the  latter 
might  resign  all  hope  of  that  which  she  wished  it  to  be 
believed  belonged  only  to  herself. 

Baldwin,  instead  of  restraining  himself  and  the  young 
widow  within  proper  bounds,  felt  flattered  by  her  undis- 
guised preference  for  him,  and  yielded  himself  to  her  seduc- 
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tions  as  if  he  would  boast  of  his  victory.  It  was  like  a  race 
where  each  considers  himself  the  winner. 

Ilsabe  marked  the  surprising  scene  with  sinking  heart,  but 
to  despair  quickly  succeeded  an  impulse  of  overmastering 
pride.  She  would  show  them  both  that  she  was  not  going 
to  weep  in  a  corner,  but  that  she  could  enjoy  herself  and  be 
merry  with  the  merriest.  She  therefore  summoned  all  her 
strength,  and  conquering  her  shyness,  gave  herself  up  to 
unrestrained  mirth,  so  that  all  observed  and  admired  the 
handsome  maiden  with  the  wealth  of  blond  hair.  One  of  the 
most  beautiful,  she  seemed  also  to  be  among  the  happiest  of 
the  throng,  and  as  soon  as  the  dance  began,  she  had  no  rest, 
for  one  after  another  of  the  golden  gallants  came  to  sue  for 
her  as  a  partner.  But  when  Baldwin  came,  she  refused  him. 

"How!"  exclaimed  he,  greatly  astonished ;  "  thou  wilt 
not  dance  with  me,  Ilsabe?" 

"  Nay,"  she  answered,  shortly,  but  resolutely. 

"  Wherefore  wilt  thou  not  ?  " 

"  Because  I  do  not  wish,"  she  replied,  defiantly,  and 
almost  threw  herself  into  the  arms  of  Rudolf  von  Sanken- 
stede  who  had  just  come  to  claim  her  for  the  dance. 

Baldwin  was  stunned ;  he  stood  aside,  and  danced  no 
more,  not  even  with  Walpurg,  which  did  not  escape  Ilsabe. 

When  the  dance  began,  the  older  men  seated  themselves 
at  the  tables.  Gotthard  Henneberg  sat  with  Heinrich  Vis- 
kule  and  Mildehovet,  and  Master  Ambrosius  took  good  care 
that  their  cups  should  be  filled,  for  he  knew  from  long  ex- 
perience their  favorite  wines. 

"  Salt  master,  and  thou,  Viskule,"  began  Marquard  Milde- 
hovet, "I  must  say  that  it  maketh  one's  heart  rejoice  to 
look  at  your  two  maidens.  At  the  same  time  it  grieves  me 
that  I  am  only  an  old  bachelor.  What  would  I  not  give  to 
have  such  a  daughter.!  " 

"Now,  old  friend,"  said  Heinrich  Viskule,  "thou  seest 
how  it  fares  with  a  single  man,  when  old  age  creeps  on 
apace.  Thirty  years  ago  I  warned  thee  to  join  our  ranks, 
but  thou  chosest  to  dance  with  all  and  marry  none,  and  now 
it  is  too  late  to  mend." 

"  Thou  art  right ;  altogether  too  late,"  sighed  Mildehovet. 

"  Who  knoweth,  Master  Councillor,"  laughed  Henneberg, 
"  shouldst  thou  make  the  attempt  even  now.  I  believe  thou 
would st  not  sue  in  vain.  All  love  thee  ;  the  most  beautiful 
matrons  and  the  youngest  maidens." 
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44  Wilt  thou  have  me  for  thy  son-in-law,  Gotthard?" 
roguishly  returned  the  councillor. 

"  Oh,  that  depends  upon  my  daughter !  Ask  her,  some 
time." 

"  Heaven  forbid  !  "  laughed  Mildehovet ;  "  it  were  an  in- 
sult to  the  maiden." 

"Marquard,  what  shall  I  have,  if  I  now  procure  thee  a 
wife?"  asked  Viskule. 

"Thou!  Thou  procure  me  a  wife!"  exclaimed  Milde- 
hovet, with  a  suspicious  glance  at  his  friend.  "Thou  art 
willing,  perchance,  for  love  of  me,  to  part  with  thy  virtuous 
Barbara  von  Erpensen  !  Listen,  brother :  I  need  not  say  it 
to  thee,  but  take  it  not  amiss  —  " 

"  No,  no  !  "  laughed  Viskule,  "  I  thought  not  of  Barbara. 
She  is  much  too  pious  for  thee,  thou  old  heathen.  1  know 
younger  ones." 

"I  know  one  who  would  take  thee!"  cried  Gotthard, 
quickly.  "See,  she  who  sitteth  behind  thee;  she  with  the 
high  head-dress." 

The  councillor  turned  comfortably  in  his  chair,  and  asked, 
"  Dost  thou  mean  Henriette  Dukel?  " 

"  Yea  ;  she  is  yet  in  the  thirties.  Hast  thou  aught  to  say 
against  her?  " 

"  She  is  too  lank  for  me  "  ;  and  Mildehovet  shook  his 
head  and  knitted  his  brows.  "  I  cannot  abide  thin  folk  !  " 

"  What  sayest  thou,  then,  to  Bertha  Bischoping,  over 
yonder  ? " 

The  councillor  lazily  turned  in  the  other  direction.  "  She 
suiteth  me  not,  neither.  But  here  comes  the  right  one.  I 
will  take  her,  if  she  will  take  me."  And  his  countenance 
became  beaming. 

"What !     Art  thou  mad,  old'  fellow  ?  "  laughed  Viskule. 

"  Hush!     She  comes,"  said  Master  Gotthard. 

"Shall  I  ask  her?"  whispered  Mildehovet,  straightening 
his  short,  fat  body  with  an  almost  youthful  movement,  till  he 
assumed  a  nearly  erect  attitude. 

"  *To  the  brave  belong  the  fair,'"  chuckled  Viskule; 
"  thou  canst  but  try." 

u  Most  gracious  lady  !  "  began  Mildehovet,  entering  into 
the  spirit  of  the  jest,  "  I  implore  thee  to  help  me  out  of  my 
embarrassment.  My  worthy  friends  here  urge  me,  by  all 
means,  to  marry." 

"  They  are  doing  a  good  work,"  laughed  Walpurg,  "  and 
if  I  can  be  of  any  assistance  —  " 
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"  Truly?  Is  that,  also,  thy  opinion ?  Believest  thou  that  it 
is  not  too  late  for  me?"  asked  Mildehovet,  and  his  small 
eyes  sparkled  with  pleasure,  as  if  he  were  really  in  earnest. 

"  Surely,  Master  Councillor,  only  take  courage,  and  waste 
no  time !  " 

4 '  That  is  thy  advice  ?  But  Viskule  says  he  knows  of  only 
one  lady  for  me,  and  that  one  is  —  " 

4 'Who,  I  pray  thee?" 

44  Thyself!  "  said  Mildehovet,  roguishly. 

"  Says  Master  Viskule  so?  "  .asked  Walpurg,  taken  by  sur- 
prise ;  but  she  speedily  rallied,  and  said,  vivaciously,  "  He 
is  quite  right ;  I  told  thee  so  myself  but  recently.  Dost  thou 
not  recollect  ?  " 

And  she  made  a  motion  as  if  she  were  distributing  the  salt. 

44  Believe  him  not,  Mistress  Walpurg,"  cried  Viskule  ;  "he 
hath  said  it  himself ;  he  is  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with 
thee." 

44  That  are  we,  all  of  us,"  answered  Mildehovet ;  "  are  we 
not,  Gotthard?" 

"Naturally,  I  am,"  laughed  Henneberg. 

"  Salt  master,  such  a  serious  man  as  thou ! "  she  cried, 
with  dancing  e}res. 

"  This  is  the  Feast  of  the  Tun,  gracious  lady  ;  everything 
is  permitted  us  to-day,"  Master  Gotthard  replied,  pleasantly. 

44  Thou  saidest,  remember,  we  were  well  suited  to  one  an- 
other," said  Mildehovet ;  "  thy  wisdom  and  my  folly  —  " 

44  Both  now  inverted,  Master  Councillor,"  she  interrupted. 

44  No  ;  this  time  Mildehovet  is  certainly  the  wise  one,"  said 
Viskule. 

"  And  I  the  fool !  "  laughed  she. 

44  Mistress  Walpurg,  let  us  be  united  !  "  cried  Mildehovet. 

44  Master  Councillor,  I  await  thy  wooing  !  "  said  Walpurg, 
with  an  archly  tender  glance.  "  Hear  this  inspiring  music! 
Before  I  accept  thee,  I  must  know  how  thou  dost  dance. 
Come  !"  And  she  raised  her  beautiful  arm  invitingly. 

"  By  my  soul !  "  exclaimed  Mildehovet,  slapping  his  thigh, 
"  then  all  is  over  between  us  ' ' 

Leonhard  Diisterhop  now  drew  near,  and  bowed  to  Wal- 
purg, who  leaned  ga}iy  upon  his  shoulder,  and  looked  back, 
with  a  silvery  laugh,  as  she  glided  away  in  bis  arms. 

"That  is  over,"  said  Mildehovet,  rather  surprised  at  her 
quick  disappearance  and  mischievous  merriment.  "She 
laughs  at  us.  Say  what  ye  will,  I  remain  single.  Ambro- 
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sius,  fill  np  my  cup  !  An  old  bachelor  should  eat,  drink,  and 
be  merry ! " 

"  I  wish  thee  good  luck  !  "  said  a  deep  voice  behind  him. 
It  was  Ludolf  Tobing,  with  the  burgomaster,  Springintgut, 
and  Matthias  Garlop,  who  was  now  a  councillor. 

They  took  seats  at  the  same  table,  and  Garlop  said,  "  We 
should  celebrate  it  always  in  May,  after  this,  instead  of  in 
winter." 

"  /  should  make  no  difficulty  about  that,"  replied  the 
burgomaster. 

'*  In  accordance  with  our  old  traditions,  we  have  observed 
it  for  two  hundred  years  about  Septuagesima,"  Master  Gott- 
hard  remarked  ;  u  and,  for  my  part,  I  would  adhere  to  the 
ancient  usages  of  our  ancestors." 

"  As  far  as  I  am  concerned,  if  we  could  always  have  as 
jovial  a  celebration  as  this,  it  might  be  kept  on  St.  John's 
Day,"  added  Tobing. 

"  Do  ye  recollect,"  Garlop  said,  "  how  we  sat  together  at 
the  Ku'ndje,  and  what  motions  we  made  to  avert  the  imagi- 
nary danger  ? " 

41  Right  well !  "  answered  the  burgomaster  ;  u  at  that  time 
we  already  saw  our  good  city  of  Liineburg  lying  under  ban 
and  proscription." 

"  And  thrust  out  of  the  Hanseatic  League,"  added  Milde- 
hovet. 

"  Speak  not  of  the  devil !  "  warned  Viskule. 

"  Ah,  Viskule,  thou  always  seest  the  devil  blacker  than  he 
is,"  exclaimed  Tobing.  kt  Courage,  friends  !  Let  us  laugh 
away  care !  The  debt  presses  not  upon  us,  and  the  Holy 
Father  must  be  a  prudent  man  to  leave  us  thus  unmolested." 

u  And,  now,  dear  colleague,"  and  the  burgomaster  turned 
to  Mildehovet,  "  how  is  it  with  thy  gout?  Hast  thou  it  now, 
or  hath  it  got  thee  ?  " 

"  Thanks  for  the  kindly  inquiry,"  responded  Mildehovet. 
"  I  have  given  it  a  short  furlough." 

u  Daniel  Sporken's  fur  boots  must  have  done  wonders,  by 
my  troth,"  said  Garlop,  teasingly. 

u  And  yet  he  refused  to  dance,  though  invited  to  do  so  by 
the  fairest  lady  present,"  Viskule  remarked. 

u  She  flew  away  from  me  too  swiftly,"  said  Mildehovet. 

"Aha!  she  was  fleeter- footed  than  thou.  I  can  well  be- 
lieve it,"  replied  Springintgut. 

t%  Let  it  not  distress  thee,  Master  Councillor,"  said  Master 
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Gotthard,  in  a  merry  humor.  "  Who  knows  if  the  fair  lady 
would  be  as  faithful  to  thee  as  —  " 

"  As  the  gout,"  broke  in  Tobing,  with  a  laugh.  "Hardly  ; 
thou  art  right,  salt  master,  that  is  faithful  from  head  to 
foot." 

"Are  ye  all  in  league  against  me?"  cried  Mildehovet,  in 
comic  indignation.  "  Have  I  the  gout,  then  must  I  bear 
pain  ;  and  if  I  have  not  gout,  then  must  I  bear  your  bad 
jokes.  From  one  kind  of  suffering  or  the  other  I  am  never 
free." 

They  all  laughed,  and  Viskule  said,  "If  thou  hadst  a 
wife,  old  fellow,  perhaps  thou  wouldst  not  have  the  gout." 

"Heiurich,  bear  in  mind  that  thou  hast  undertaken  to  pro- 
cure him  one,"  remarked  Master  Gotthard. 

"That  is  understood,"  answered  Viskule. 

"  Good,"  the  burgomaster  added  ;  u  we  will  all  come  to  the 
wedding." 

"And  dance,  likewise,"  said  Garlop. 

"  But  he  must  lead,  as  bridegroom,  with  or  without  gout," 
cried  Tobing. 

"So  let  it  be,  masters  !  "  and  Mildehovet  joined  the  others 
in  a  good  hearty  laugh.  At  that  moment  —  at  the  height  of 
the  general  mirth  and  jollity  —  a  thunderbolt  struck  the 
town,  though  no  one  felt  the  stroke  but  the  six  friends  at 
this  table  ;  but  upon  them  it  fell  with  overwhelming  force. 

With  blanched  face  the  town  clerk,  Magister  Nickolaus 
Stokets,  entered  the  hall,  and  creeping  up  so  that  he  might 
be  unobserved,  he  said,  in  a  low  tone,  "Worshipful  burgo- 
master, a  rider  from  Hasenburg  has  delivered  a  letter  at  the 
gate  from  —  " 

"  From  whom?"  asked  Springintgut. 

"Thou  wilt  find  it  written  within,"  replied  the  town  clerk, 
and  presented  to  the  burgomaster  a  sealed  letter. 

The  burgomaster  carefully  opened  it,  and  read  the  con- 
tents. Strong  emotion  overcame  the  self-possessed  man ; 
he  gazed  fixedly  before  him  in  silence4(fcFinally  he  addressed 
the  town  clerk,  "Go  as  if  accidentally  about  the  hall,  and 
instantly  summon  all  the  councillors  to  the  burgomaster's 
room  ;  but  secretly,  without  any  disturbance,  and  no  man  else 
must  hear  a  word  !  " 

"  Springintgut,  what  has  befallen?"  inquired  Tobing,  as 
the  other  still  sat  mute  and  motionless.  "  What  foe  stands 
before  our  gate  ?  " 
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The  burgomaster  looked  at  them  earnestly,  as  if  deliberat- 
ing whether  he  should  speak  or  not.  Then  a  deep  sigh 
escaped  him,  and  he  said,  slowly,  emphasizing  each  word, 
'kRome!  the  ban!"  and  added,  "To-morrow  the  pope's 
legate  enters  the  town  to  execute  the  sentence  of  the  Impe- 
rial tribunal." 

'•  The  day  after  the  feast,  burgomaster  !  "  exclaimed  Gott- 
hard.  "  That  was  what  Dalenborg  meant." 

"  By  my  soul !  "  Tobing  cried,  "  that  was  it !  Salt  master, 
we  are  undone  !  " 

In  the  banqueting  hall  the  guests  danced  and  jested, 
feasted  and  drank,  and  knew  nothing  of  the  dark  phantom 
which,  invisible,  glided  through  their  midst 

The  councillors,  to  whom  the  town  clerk  whispered  the 
burgomaster's  summons,  were  startled  by  the  strange  mes- 
sage, but  received,  in  answer  to  their  questions,  no  more  in- 
formation. Quietly  they  stole  out,  one  by  one,  for  the 
secret  conference  in  the  burgomaster's  room. 

As  Heinrich  Viskule  pressed  the  hand  of  his  friend,  he 
said,  filled  with  foreboding,  "Gotthard,  Gotthard,  mark  my 
words !  Luneburg  will  see  no  such  happy  time  as  this  for 
many  a  long  day," 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


ON  the  first  Thursday  after  Pentecost,  at  ten  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  Dietrich  Dompnitz,  the  pope's  legate,  and  dean  of 
Halberstadt,  entered  Liineburg.  Two  of  the  servants  of  the 
council,  in  the  town's  colors,  rode  in  advance.  Between  the 
councillors,  Heinricli  Viskule  and  Volkmar  Stoterogge,  rode 
the  legate,  closely  followed  by  the  knight,  Ernst  von  Boltes- 
sen,  of  Hasenburg,  on  one  side  of  whom  was  the  abbot  of 
St.  Michaelis,  and  on  the  other  the  superior,  Dietrich  Schup- 
per.  Then  came  the  prior  of  St.  Michaelis,  Von  Harling,  the 
superior  of  St.  Johannes,  Leonhard  Sange,  and  Ludwig 
Hancvot,  of  St.  Nicholas,  the  clergy  in  full  canonicals.  Be- 
hind them  again  came  two  chaplains  and  two  of  the  legate's 
servants.  Six  retainers  of  Hasenburg,  in  complete  armor, 
ended  the  cavalcade.  The  rest  of  the  clergy  and  the 
brothers  of  the  three  monasteries  of  Lu'neburg,  including  the 
Benedictines  and  Franciscans,  marched  on  foot,  carrying 
crosses  and  church  banners.  The  impending  visit  of  the 
legate,  who  was  endowed  with  full  papal  authority,  had  been 
made  known  to  the  council  as  well  as  to  the  clergy,  but  had 
been  kept  secret  by  the  former. 

The  citizens  only  learned  what  was  to  occur  when  in  the 
morning  they  saw  the  monks  pass  through  the  town  gates. 
A  crowd  of  the  curious  collected  at  the  salt-gate  to  witness 
the  entry  of  the  legate,  but  were  disappointed,  as  Heinrich 
Viskule,  to  avoid  going  near  the  salt-works, — the  original 
source  of  discord,  —  had  led  the  distinguished  ambassador 
into  the  town  through  the  red  gate,  whence  the  Vcrden  Hof 
could  be  quickly  reached.  The  Verden  Hof,  near  St. 
Johannes  church,  belonging  to  the  bishop  of  Verden,  was  a 
considerable  mansion,  with  courts,  outbuildings,  and  stables. 
It  was  the  bishop's  residence  when  he  visited  Liineburg,  as 
it  was  to  be  that  of  his  noble  guest  and  his  retinue.  The 
dean  was  a  man  of  imposing  appearance,  and  his  spirited 
face  and  penetrating  e}re  spoke  of  a  firm  will.  He  had  an- 
nounced his  coming  to  the  council,  and  requested  an  escort, 
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expressing  his  desire  that  it  should  be  composed  of  the 
whole  Liineburg  council,  and  a  goodly  number  of  the  princi- 
pal burghers.  Great,  therefore,  was  his  disappointment  to 
be  met  by  only  two  councillors,  and  he  could  not  resist  giv- 
ing them  a  hint  of  it,  though  his  politic  and  polished  man- 
ners would  not  allow  him  to  show  all  the  vexation  he  felt. 

He  asked  the  question,  as  if  accidentally,  "  How  many  coun- 
cillors sit  in  the  noble  council  of  Liineburg?"  and  the  answer 
was, — 

"  We  have  two  burgomasters  and  twelve  senators." 

'*That  makes  fourteen,"  said  the  legate.  "  Perhaps  there 
are  twelve  who  do  not  ride  ?  " 

u  Oh,  yes,  honored  sir,"  quickly  rejoined  Viskule  ;  "  we 
all  are  horsemen,  in  case  of  necessity." 

"It  seems,  then,"  thought  the  dean,  "that  to-day  their 
escort  was  not  considered  4  of  necessity  '  in  my  case."  He 
would  have  been  surprised  had  lie  heard  the  debate  of  the 
day  before  in  the  burgomaster's  house,  when,  after  the  first 
shock  of  apprehension  at  the  sudden  news  had  subsided,  all 
thought  of  submission  was  set  aside,  and  strong  objection 
was  made  to  any  escort  whatever,  Tobing  even  proposing  to 
shut  the  gates  in  the  legate's  face.  At  last,  after  a  great  deal 
of  trouble,  Viskule,  Mildehovet,  and  some  others,  joined  at 
the  last  moment  by  Springintgut,  had  carried  their  point,  that 
at  least  two  councillors  should  ride  out  to  meet  the  pope's 
ambassador.  Yet  another  proposition  was  offered  by  Tobing, 
which  might  have  amused  the  legate,  could  he  have  heard  it ; 
one  which  had  been  more  than  once  acted  upon  by  the  city 
of  Liineburg.  It  was  that  he  should  be  entertained  at  one 
banquet  after  another,  until  he  should  have  drunk  himself 
under  the  table,  which  the  deepest  drinker  would  take  care 
should,  sooner  or  later,  happen,  in  which  position  the  astutest 
envoy  would  necessarily  be  on,  if  not  below,  the  level  of  his 
entertainers,  and  quite  incapable  of  harm. 

Master  Tobing  himself  had  indeed  agreed  —  after  the 
legate's  reception  was  decided  upon  —  to  be  the  challenger  in 
the  drinking-bout.  "  Give  him  to  me,"  cried  he  ;  "  I  will  take 
care  of  him,  and  see  that  he  gets  under  the  table.  Dassel 
and  Brombsen,  help  me  out,  will  }re  not,  if  I  find  I  can  drink 
no  more?"  and  they  answered,  — 

"  With  pleasure." 

They  were,  however,  beyond  their  reckoning  this  time,  -and 
mistaken  in  their  man.  No  one  could  drink  the  dean  of 
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Halberstadt  under  the  table,  because  that  wise  dignitary 
never  sat  down  to  such  a  banquet  as  was  contemplated.  The 
council  and  burghers  of  Liineburg  were  not  ou  the  best  foot- 
ing with  the  Knight  Ernst  von  Boltessen,  of  Hasenburg.  In 
every  contest  his  ancestors  had  joined  hands  with  their  ene- 
mies against  the  town.  Being  near  neighbors,  a  hollow  peace 
was  invariably  patched  up,  but  nevertheless  the  knight  had 
no  friends  in  Liineburg,  and  compensated  himself  therefor 
by  disdainfully  regarding  its  prosperous  patricians.  On  that 
account  he  had  no  knowledge  of,  and  could  not  inform  the 
legate  of,  the  celebration  of  the  great  Feast  of  the  Tun, 
which  had  taken  place  the  day  before.  On  coming  nearer 
the  town,  the  sight  of  its  many  towers,  and  gables,  and  pin- 
nacles, agreeably  impressed  the  ambassador,  who,  seeing  the 
quaint  houses  in  the  market-p'ace  decorated  with  wreaths 
and  garlands,  asked,  with  surprise,  — 

u  When  did  you  get  the  news  of  my  arrival,  senator?  " 

"  Late  yester  e'en,  your  Honor,"  said  Stoterogge. 

"And  how,  then,  did  you  find  time  to  deck  the  house- 
fronts  so  gayly?"  added  the  flattered  dean,  with  great  affa- 
bility. 

"  Pardon  me,  the  wreaths  are  faded  now  ;  yesterday  was 
our  greatest  festival, — the  Feast  of  the  Tun,  —  and  the 
decorations  were  put  up  some  days  before,"  observed  Viskule, 
quickly. 

"  Oh,  indeed." 

And  the  legate  bit  his  lips,  and  spoke  no  more  until  he  dis- 
mounted before  the  Verden  Hof.  On  both  sides  of  the 
market-place  and  before  the  bishop's  house  a  multitude  of 
people  had  gathered,  and  silently  made  way  for  the  dean  and 
his  retinue.  Among  the  crowd  were  Dalenborg  and  Seng- 
stake,  who  had  been  discharged  from  prison  that  very  morn- 
ing. Ulrich  Schupper,  brother  of  the  superior,  joined  them, 
hoping  that  the  latter  would  be  invited  into  the  bishop's  house 
by  the  legate,  whereupon  the  superior  might  manage  to  rec- 
ommend all  three  to  his  good  offices.  Things  did  not,  how- 
ever, occur  in  this  fashion.  The  envoy,  thanking  the  prelates 
for  their  escort,  dismissed  them,  and  turning  to  Viskule,  he 
said,  — 

"  In  half  an  hour,  Master  Councillor,  I  shall  be  ready  to 
receive  the  burgomaster  and  the  council." 

Politely,  but  firmly,  Viskule  replied,  — 

"  The  council  sits  in  the  Town  House  ;  at  eleven,  precisely, 
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the  meeting  begins.  If  you  will  honor  us,  you  will  be  received 
with  due  respect." 

"  I  will  come,"  said  the  legate,  and  entered  the  house. 

The  councillors  rode  home  ;  the  monks  returned  to  their 
cloisters ;  but  the  crowd  did  not  disperse,  while  a  confused 
murmur  of  many  voices  was  heard,  like  wind  roaring  through 
the  forest. 

So  now  that  had  come  to  pass  which  no  one  would  believe 
except  the  few  who  had  obtained  secret  information.  The 
walls  of  Liineburg  sheltered  a  guest  who,  at  a  single  word, 
could  deprive  the  city  of  its  peace  and  prosperity.  Would  he 
pronounce  that  dreaded  word?  Some  feared,  while  others 
hoped,  that  he  would.  Peace  in  fact  had  almost  departed. 
The  citizens  were  already  divided :  filled  with  anger  and  dis- 
trust of  the  councillors  who  had  let  things  come  to  such  a 
pass,  or  with  fear  and  hatred  of  the  arrogant  prelates  who  had 
enforced  their  claims  in  such  a  way  as  to  bring  about  this 
trouble.  The  'opponents  of  the  council  rejoiced  that  its 
power  must  be  broken ;  but  the  majority  of  citizens,  recog- 
nizing that  its  overthrow  would  imply  their  subjection  to  a 
foreign  rule,  were  not  walling  it  should  be  vanquished  by  the 
power  of  Rome,  but  if  need  be,  by  their  own  action  only. 
The  outside  pressure,  which  weighed  upon  them  already,  were 
it  to  overpower  their  council,  was  capable  of  crushing  their 
own  independence.  This  strong  resolution  and  desire  to 
preserve  their  freedom  had  much  more  to  do  with  the  adher- 
ence to  the  present  rulers  than  any  personal  attachment  to 
them,  or  a  care  for  the  settlement  of  the  debts  of  the  city, 
or  indeed  that  they  should  be  settled  at  all. 

For  a  year  past  the  council  had  been  indebted  to  many  of 
the  Liineburgers,  and  for  a  considerable  time  they  had  re- 
ceived no  interest,  and  now  began  to  clamor  for  payment, 
and  they  naturally  took  a  strong  interest  in  what  was  going 
on.  The  dean  also  was  personally  concerned  in  this  affair, 
for  the  chapter  of  Halberstadt  possessed  an  interest  in  the 
salt- works.  When  the  appointed  hour  had  arrived,  Master 
Viskule  and  Stoterogge  proceeded  to  the  Verden  Hof  with 
the  two  chaplains  and  two  of  the  council's  servitors,  to  es- 
cort the  legate  in  due  state  to  the  Town  House.  The  escort 
of  men-at-arms,  which  Von  Boltessen  had  offered  to  the 
legate,  had  been  declined.  Burgomaster  Springintgut  re- 
ceived the  dean  at  the  threshold  of  the  great  audience-hall 
with  marked  politeness,  and  led  him  to  the  seat  especially 
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prepared  for  him,  opposite  the  assembled  council,  which  rose 
at  his  entrance.  The  sitting  did  not  last  long.  The  legate 
announced  that  he  appeared  by  authority  and  command  of 
his  Holiness,  Pope  Nicholas  V.,  to  demand  the  fulfilment  of 
the  verdict  given  by  the  Imperial  tribunal,  thus  enabling  the 
aggrieved  prelates  and  convents  to  regain  their  rights.  The 
burgomaster  declared  that  the  council  had  decided  not  to 
yield  to  the  verdict,  but,  on  the  contrary,  to  claim  as  before 
from  the  churchmen  half  of  the  revenue  of  the  salt-works, 
and  furthermore  to  prohibit  any  interference  with  the  gov- 
ernment of  the  town,  referring  in  this  connection  to  the  old 
deed  of  Duke  Bernhard  and  Heinrich  von  Braunschweig- 
Liineburg,  dating  from  the  year  1392,  granting  the  right  of 
exclusive  self-government  to  the  town.  Upon  this,  the 
legate  declared  that  he  had  prepared  a  manifesto  for  the 
citizens,  requiring  them  to  depose  the  council,  under  pain  of 
excommunication ;  and  added,  moreover,  his  earnest  admo- 
nition that  the  council  should  prevent  such  "a  misfortune  to 
Luneburg,  adding  that  he  granted  them  twenty-four  hours 
in  which  to  come  to  a  decision.  The  session  closed,  and  the 
legate  was  escorted  back  to  his  dwelling  in  the  same  manner 
in  which  he  came.  Not  a  word  had  been  spoken  of  proscrip- 
tion by  the  Empire.  Emperor  Frederick  did  nothing  to  make 
the  verdict  of  the  Imperial  tribunal  operative.  However, 
Rome  proceeded  to  protect  her  interests,  and  indeed  pos- 
sessed more  power  than  the  Emperor  himself  in  Vienna. 
In  the  evening  all  the  drinking-places  in  Luneburg  were 
crowded.  The  shortness  of  the  session  in  the  Town  House 
had  not  escaped  notice,  but  no  one  knew  anything  of 
the  result.  Strange  rumors  were  afloat,  and  inflamed  all 
minds. 

Of  those  who,  beside  the  silent  councillors,  knew  of  what 
had  taken  place,  namely,  Sengstake  and  his  associates,  not 
one  was  to  be  seen,  and  an  oppressive  silence  prevailed  in 
the  town.  It  lasted  even  through  the  next  morning.  Nobody 
seemed  desirous  to  work ;  people  stood  idly  before  their 
doors,  or  ran  from  house  to  house,  trying  to  hear  something 
new.  If  a  burgher  quickly  turned  the  corner  of  a  street,  or 
hastened  his  steps,  several  of  the  idlers  would  stop  him, 
hoping  he  had  something  to  tell  of  importance,  and  yet  in- 
variably they  were  disappointed,  for  every  one  seemed  to  be 
only  hunting  for  news. 

Daniel  Sporken  was  in  his  element;  he  seemed  to  exis 
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in  at  least  three  places  at  once  ;  the  well-known  pair  of 
shoes  had  been  left  at  home,  for  once,  for  to  day  he  need 
not  pretend  urgent  business.  To-day  it  became  his  right, 
yes,  his  duty,  to  listen,  to  watch,  to  report.  Since  Seng- 
stake  had  imparted  the  town  affairs  to  Daniel,  and  the  latter 
had  spread  abroad  all  he  knew,  he  had  risen  in  the  esteem 
of  his  fellow-citizens.  But  to-day  he  was  no  wiser  than 
the  others,  and  everybody  whom  he  met  on  his  way  he 
eagerly  questioned,  and  was  as  eagerly  questioned  by  them, 
but  without  the  least  result.  He  could  give  them  no  other 
information  than  that  the  world  was  a  "  vale  of  tears," 
which  was  nothing  new,  nor  yet  even  a  novelty  from  his 
mouth.  More  and  more  the  streets  filled  with  people.  Dur- 
ing the  morning  dense  masses  surged  from  the  Town  House 
to  the  Verden  Hof  and  back  again  ;  over  every  one  seemed  to 
lie  a  presentiment  of  ill ;  wherever  the  eye  wandered,  anxious 
faces  were  seen,  and  low  mutterings  heard.  What  a  con- 
trast to  yesterday  !  Happy  people  had  then  filled  the  same 
streets,  and  shouts  of  laughter  had  cheered  the  beautiful 
procession.  The  mute  witnesses  of  this  feast,  the  now 
withered  garlands,  hung  still  in  their  places,  but  instead  of 
rejoicings,  a  painful  silence  reigned.  At  the  stroke  of 
eleven,  the  two  councillors  went  again  to  accompany  the 
legate  to  the  Town  House.  Through  the  silent  crowd  the 
dean  and  his  escort  wended  their  way,  and  the  impression 
made  by  this  little  procession  was  rather  that  of  a  funeral 
train  than  one  on  its  way  to  a  business  conference.  A 
vague  noise  was  now  heard,  as  the  throng  followed  to  the 
market-place.  The  council  had  gathered  already  somewhat 
earlier,  and  Burgomaster  Springintgut,  with  earnest,  per- 
suading words,  had  represented  to  the  councillors  the  dangers 
they  were  running,  if  they  adhered  to  their  first  resolution. 
But  not  one  vacillated,  and  when  he  called  upon  them  for 
their  decision,  from  the  oldest  to  the  youngest,  they  unani- 
mously exclaimed,  in  firm  tones,  — 

"  Do  not  yield!" 

"I  thank  ye,  good  masters  and  friends,"  said  the  burgo- 
master, u  for  this  is  also  my  opinion,  to  which  I  adhere  even 
should  I  have  to  repent  later.  Perhaps  we  must  sacrifice 
blood  and  money,  but  we  save  our  honor.  Friend  Viskule 
and  Master  Stoterogge,  be  ye  so  kind  as  to  conduct  hither" 
-"  the  priest,"  growled  Tobing,  loud  enough  to  be  heard  — 
"  the  most  honorable  legate." 
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The  two  men  went  out,  and  until  their  return  the  remain- 
ing councillors  sat  in  silence,  or  whispered  to  their  next 
neighbors,  for  every  one  of  them  felt  the  importance  of  the 
occasion.  After  the  dean  was  seated,  the  burgomaster  rose 
and  began,  — 

"  Most  honored  sir  !  through  me,  as  burgomaster  of  Liine- 
burg,  the  united  members  of  the  council  announce  to  you 
that  we  must  remain  firm  in  our  decision,  and  cannot  yield 
to  the  verdict  of  the  Imperial  court  in  any  point." 

"Burgomaster,"  asked  the  legate,  "is  this  your  final, 
mature  decision  ?  " 

"In  the  name  of  the  council  here  assembled,  it  is,  hon- 
ored dean." 

"  Think  it  over  well,  sirs,"  said  the  legate,  "  before  it  is 
too  late.  Ye  know  the  consequences." 

"  We  have  thought  it  over,  honored  sir,"  replied  the 
burgomaster.  "Act  as  you  please;  any  additional  words 
would  be  lost." 

"So  let  it  be,  in  God's  name,  that  which  ye  are  not  willing 
to  prevent,"  said  the  legate.  "  Burgomaster,  be  so  kind  as 
to  give  the  signal  for  assembling  the  citizens." 

The  burgomaster  signed  to  the  town  clerk  to  have  the 
town  bell  rung.  Nickolaus  Stokets  went  out.  Within  the 
large  hall  reigned  the  silence  of  death,  likewise  upon  the 
market-place  where  thousands  were  gathered,  looking  up  to 
the  windows,  as  if  it  were  possible  to  catch  the  words  spoken 
within.  Suddenly  the  deep  reverberation  of  the  big  bell  was 
heard,  the  bell  only  used  to  call  the  burghers  to  the  market- 
place to  give  their  voice  upon  great  occasions.  One  united 
cry  arose,  "The  bell !  the  bell !  "  The  clamor  of  thousands 
of  voices  blended  with  the  brazen  tongue,  which  pealed 
forth  from  the  high  tower.  Surely  a  decision  had  been  come 
to  in  the  council  which  would  now  be  made  known  to  the 
citizens.  "  What  would  it  be  ?  Had  the  council  conquered  ? 
Was  it  conquered,  and  would  it  take  leave  of  the  burghers?" 
The  greatest  excitement  prevailed.  From  all  sides  came 
running  more  of  the  burghers ;  windows  were  thrown  open 
and  faces  eagerly  thrust  out,  but  not  one  happy  one  could  be 
discerned.  Quietly  and  in  good  order  the  different  corpora- 
tions and  guilds  took  their  places  in  the  market-place.  The 
chief  citizens  stood  in  front,  nearest  the  masters,  and  behind 
were  master  journeymen,  burghers,  and  artisans,  every  one 
trying  to  gain  his  proper  place,  without  loss  of  time.  A 
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fascinating  spectacle  it  was  to  watch  this  press  of  strong  and 
burly  men. 

At  last  every  one  had  found  his  own  place,  the  citizens 
were  assembled,  and  the  large  bell  ceased  its  tolling  ;  no  sound 
was  heard.  And  then,  on  the  steps  under  the  archway, 
appeared  the  legate  and  the  whole  council,  legate  and  burgo- 
master in  the  midst.  Taking  a  parchment  from  the  hands 
of  a  chaplain,  the  former  began  to  read  in  a  voice  as  loud  as 
he  could  make  it ;  but  it  was  not  strong  enough,  and  could 
hardly  be  heard  by  the  front  ranks  of  the  crowd.  Like  a 
wave  rolling  to  the  shore,  came  from  the  farther  end  of  the 
market-place  the  cry,  tk  What  says  he?"  u  What  does  he 
want?"  "What  must  we  do?"  Stronger  and  stronger 
grew  the  tumult,  question  after  question  rose  from  the  mul- 
titude, and  very  soon  not  one  word  of  the  legate  could  be 
heard.  Yet  those  who  were  nearest  had  caught  enough  to 
be  able  to  repeat  it  to  those  behind  them,  "  In  twelve  days 
we  must  depose  the  council,  or  we  shall  be  under  ban  "  ;  and 
these  words  were  carried  back  like  a  return  wave  through 
the  market-place,  the  confusion  and  noise  meanwhile  grow- 
ing more  and  more. 

k' What  !•  the  ban?  banned  for  the  council?  Down  with 
the  council !  Away  with  the  council !  Depose  it !  depose 
it !  Ho,  ho  !  ban  ?  "  Banned  for  the  churchmen  —  the  shaven 
heads?  Down  with  the  priests  !  Away  with  them  !  Hurrah 
for  the  council !  Down  with  the  council !  Away  with  the 
priests ! " 

Eyes  flashed,  fists  were  clinched.  The  tumult  had  reached 
its  height.  Suddenly  a  trumpet  was  sounded  from  the 
Town  House,  and  every  one  saw  the  burgomaster  waving  a 
white  handkerchief.  Then  the  uproar  lessened,  until  at  last 
silence  was  obtained.  The  burgomaster  began  to  speak,  and 
as  his  voice  was  recognized,  he  was  attentively  listened  to. 

"  Faithful  and  honored  Luneburgers !  You  have  under- 
stood what  the  legate  has  announced  to  you.  You  are 
ordered  to  dismiss  your  council,  or  to  be  excommunicated. 
Twelve  days  are  given  you  wherein  to  decide.  We  have 
honestly  done  what  we  considered  best  for  the  welfare  of  the 
town.  It  is  now  for  you  to  choose,  whether  you  will  desert 
your  council,  or  stand  by  it  while  life  and  money  last, 
whether  it  succeeds  or  whether  it  fails.  Go  to  your  homes, 
confer  with  one  another,  and  keep  the  peace  until  the  time 
for  decision  comes.  But  let  no  malicious  enemy  influence  or 
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hinder  you  in  your  conclusions.  Remember  your  oaths  of 
allegiance,  and  act  like  good  men  and  true.  Burghers,  trust 
to  us  !  What  we  have  pledged  ourselves  to,  that  will  we  do." 

They  listened,  and  remained  silent  long  after  he  ceased 
speaking.  Only  one  voice  from  the  front  of  the  crowd 
cried,  "None  of  that  talk!  down  with — "  The  rest  was 
inaudible,  for  an  iron  hand  seized  the  fellow  who  spoke,  and 
a  muscular  arm  was  thrust  in  his  face,  while  a  voice  of 
thunder  cried,  "  Rascal !  one  word  more,  and  down  3"ou 
go ! "  The  interrupter  was  Dalenborg,  and  the  hand  and 
arm  belonged  to  the  smith,  Schuttenhelm. 

While  these  occurrences  were  taking  place,  noon  arrived, 
and  so  regular  were  the  burghers  in  their  habits,  that  the 
crowd  soon  dispersed  to  their  respective  homes.  Everything 
h  id  happened  so  quickly  that  no  one  could  coolly  come  to 
any  conclusion,  and  the  practical  speech  of  the  burgomaster 
found  a  response  in  every  mind.  Everybody  felt  a  responsi- 
bility, at  once  agreeable  and  disagreeable,  but  which  brought 
with  it  a  certain  satisfaction  and  complacency.  Long  had 
they  desired  a  vo'ce  in  the  town  government,  and  now  their 
wish  was  fulfilled,  but  in  a  quite  unlooked-for  manner.  The 
fate  of  the  city  hung  in  suspense,  and  whether  the  thunder- 
cloud should  burst  or  not,  depended  upon  the  guilds  and  the 
citizens,  and  the  decision  they  should  finally  arrive  att 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

WEARY  days  now  succeeded  for  tne  council  of  Liineburg, 
and  some  of  its  members  began  to  speak  of  resigning. 
Force  would  probably  be  resorted  to  if  they  did  not  do  so, 
for  otherwise  the  ban  would  follow,  and  the  burghers  would 
not  long  endure  that,  but  use  any  means  in  their  power  to 
free  themselves,  the  most  obvious  being  the  deposition  of  the 
council.  On  the  other  hand,  the  councillors  agreed  that 
their  successors,  be  who  they  might,  must  be  in  the  same 
plight  as  they ;  the  debt  of  the  town  being  so  large,  that 
only  a  heavy  tax  on  the  salt-works  could  gradually  cancel  it. 
But  where  else  should  the  money  come  from,  except  by  the 
sacrifice  of  the  privileges  of  the  town?  But  to  this  no  coun- 
cil could  ever  submit.  Burgomaster  Springintgut,  who,  as 
the  head  of  the  town,  held  the  most  important  and  responsi- 
ble position,  was  firmly  decided  to  remain  at  his  post,  and 
his  courage  imparted  new  strength  and  endurance  to  those 
who  were  wavering. 

Master  Heinrich  Viskule,  from  attachment  to  his  native 
city,  offered  a  large  sum  of  money  toward  the  payment  of 
the  debt,  if  the  wealthier  citizens  would  give  according  to 
their  means.  But  his  generous  offer  met  with  no  response, 
the  citizens  not  caring  to  open  their,  money  bags  for  the 
benefit  of  the  priests.  From  Luneburg,  they  argued,  the 
wealth  of  the  churchmen  flowed.  Why  should  they  not  give 
back  a  part  of  it  to  discharge  the  debt,  and  yet  still  have 
more  than  enough  for  themselves  ?  Not  a  few  held  to  this 
opinion ;  burghers  and  artisans  seemed  to  be  of  one  mind, 
even  when  the  noble  offer  made  by  Viskule  was  made  known, 
but  at  the  same  time  they  were  loud  in  praises  of  his 
generosity. 

Among  the  higher  clergy  were  some  peaceful,  right-think- 
ing men  who  maintained  friendly  intercourse  with  the  com- 
munity ;  thus  the  abbot,  Luclolf  von  Hitzacker,  and  the 
superior,  Leonhard  Lauge.  They  tried  earnestly  to  interme- 
diate between  the  papal  legate  and  the  burgomaster,  and 
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succeeded  in  gaining  a  reprieve  of  the  threatened  ban.  Yet, 
as  they  could  not  fulfil  certain  conditions  which  might  have 
satisfied  both  parties,  their  endeavors  were  vain.  It  now 
appeared  that  the  most  violent  opponents  of  the  council  were 
the  canons  of  Lubeck,  who  possessed  a  large  interest  in  the 
salt-works  of  Liineburg.  The  danger  was  great  of  being 
expelled  from  the  League,  as  Lubeck,  its  capital,  contained 
bitter  enemies  of  the  Liineburgers,  and  the  chapter  of  Lu- 
beck possessed  unequalled  power  there.  After  Lubeck,  the 
chapters  of  Hamburg,  Verden,  and  Brunswick,  and  many 
other  religious  bodies,  were  resolutely  opposed  to  the  coun- 
cil. The  duke's  bailiff  in  Lu'neburg,  Johann  Niebuhr,  by  no 
means  a  friend  of  the  burgomaster,  made  him  aware,  insti- 
gated by  the  duke,  of  the  means  by  which  the  latter  might 
be  won.  But  these  very  overtures  seemed  suspicious  to 
Master  Springintgut,  as  they  could  only  point  at  the  sale  of 
privileges  and  freedom  of  the  town ;  therefore  they  were 
rejected. 

Next  to  the  burgomaster,  the  heaviest  responsibility  seemed 
to  rest  on  the  broad  shoulders  of  Gotthard  Henneberg. 
His  house  was  hardly  ever  free  from  visitors,  who  wished  to 
ask  or  hear  his  opinions,  and  to  all  of  whom  he  said,  "  I  am 
firm  for  the  council,  and  let  every  one  who  does  not  wish  to 
be  considered  a  traitor,  be  the  same  ! "  With  the  masters  of 
other  guilds  he  had  long  conferences.  Some  were  on  his 
side,  others  opposed  him,  but  no  favorable  result  took  place. 
Hesterwegen,  Vogelsang,  liegenstorp,  and  Dorgerloh,  mas- 
ters of  the  shoemakers',  tailors',  butchers',  and  bakers' 
guilds,  were  rather  against  than  for  the  council,  and  held 
back,  awaiting  the  action  of  the  other  corporations.  Brewer 
Rokswale  did  not  commit  himself,  though  on  the  whole  he 
held  to  the  council,  and  indeed  he  would  have  liked  well 
enough  to  become  a  councillor.  The  artisans  in  general  were 
like  reeds  shaken  by  the  wind  :  they  always  agreed  with  the 
last  speaker.  They  were  eager  for  their  usual  daily  meetings, 
but  Master  Gotthard  had  these  discontinued,  or  delayed  until 
a  short  time  before  the  city's  final  decision  must  be  given. 
He  hoped  that  meantime  the  best  traits  of  the  citizens  would 
make  themselves  apparent,  and  when  their  meetings  should 
be  held,  all  at  the  same  time,  the  bad  example  of  a  few 
disaffected  guilds  would  not  become  contagious.  As  regards 
dela\%  he  succeeded ;  only  one  man  was  against  it,  and  this 
one  his  old  friend  Hans  Laffert,  the  master  of  the  goldsmiths' 
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guild.  He  was  of  the  opiniou  that  the  meeting  of  the 
refractory  guilds  should  of  course  be  postponed  to  the  last 
moment,  that  the  masters  might  if  possible  be  influenced  in 
favor  of  the  council,  but  that  the  loyal  and  reliable  guilds 
should  meet  at  once,  and  by  their  decision  set  a  good  exam- 
ple, and  prove  to  the  legate  that  the  council  would  not  be 
deserted  by  the  citizens. 

According  to  his  views,  he  held  a  meeting  only  a  few  days 
after  the  legate's  proclamation,  and  to  his  joy  found  that  all 
the  members  of  his  guild  voted  for  the  council.  u  The  gold- 
smiths !  of  course,"  sneered  the  council's  opponents  ;  "  how 
should  they  decide  differently,  when  they  scarcely  find  gold 
enough  to  furnish  all  the  jewelry  and  silverware  the  council 
and  rich  citizens  order  of  them  ?  Well  can  they  afford  to  be 
loyal." 

More  active,  however,  than  the  council's  friends  were  their 
enemies.  Copies  of  the  papal  bull,  which  had  been  read 
publicly  by  the  legate,  were  aflixed  to  all  the  church  doors  ; 
and  always  near  at  hand  was  a  monk  who  willingly  explained 
the  document  to  those  who  could  not  read,  exhorting  his 
hearers  not  to  be  excommunicated  for  the  council's  sake,  nor 
be  robbed  of  their  soul's  salvation,  and  banished  from  the 
Christian  fold.  Such  arguments  seldom  failed.  Sometimes, 
if  a  friend  of  the  council  happened  to  pass,  there  would  arise 
a  sharp  discussion,  perhaps  even  ending  in  blows.  A  terri- 
ble thing  the  bull  was  called :  curses  so  heavy  had  never 
been  pronounced  even  against  Jews  and  Pagans. 

Dalenborg  and  Sengstake  were  the  busiest  of  the  busy, 
on  foot  from  morning  till  night.  They  visited  the  workshops 
and  drinking-places.  Systematically,  step  by  step,  they 
tried  by  every  means  to  win  the  field ;  beginning  with  those 
masters  who  were  on  their  side,  they  proceeded  to  the  vacil- 
lating ones,  at  last  even  venturing  with  their  plots  and  mole- 
like  machinations  to  involve  those  yet  faithful  to  the  council. 

"Your  business  would  have  prospered,"  they  said  to  the 
masters;  "the  journeymen  were  with  ye,  and  your  negotia- 
tions with  them  need  only  have  been  for  form's  sake  ;  all 
would  have  been  in  your  hands,  for  what  end  we  need  not 
tell  ye.  If  only  that  big-talking  cooper  had  not  thrust  him- 
self into  it,  thousands  of  strong  arms  would  have  been  raised 
ready  and  willing  to  take  part  against  the  council's  rule. 
Now  we,  too,  have  to  suffer  for  what  we  did  for  you,  and 
you  only," 
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The  journeymen,  on  the  other  hand,  they  addressed  differ- 
ently, saying,  — 

' '  Are  ye  now  convinced  how  well  we  meant  by  ye  ?  The 
masters  need  your  help,  and  ye  might  obtain  all  ye  want 
now,  as  they  could  not  possibly  do  without  you  ;  but  be  rea- 
sonable, and  help  them  against  the  council,  and  your  reward 
will  not  be  lacking  ;  leave  that  to  us.  Ye  go  with  us,  do  ye 
not?  and  if  it  comes  to  blows  we  will  count  on  you,  for  ye 
shall  not  rue  the  part  ye  have  taken." 

Thus  they  gained  adherents  among  the  masters,  and  thus 
among  the  journeymen  ;  besides  this,  a  valuable  ally  appeared 
in  the  person  of  Ulrich  Schupper,  brother  of  the  superior  of 
Lune.  Dalenborg's  reckless  activity  and  Sengstake's  cun- 
ning were  supplemented  by  Ulrich's  subtle  words  and  lack 
of  conscience.  As  brother  of  the  superior,  he  was  always 
informed  of  the  prelate's  plans  against  the  council,  and  hav- 
ing once  had  a  seat  in  it,  lost  on  account  of  his  bickerings, 
he  fancied  he  had  claims  to  become  again  a  councillor. 
Until  lately  he  had  kept  in  the  background,  but  considered 
it  now  timely  to  step  forward  and  show  himself  and  his 
enmity  to  the  council,  and  thus  recommend  himself  for  public 
position.  For  these  reasons  he  bestirred  himself  with  as 
much  energy  as  the  two  others,  and  gained  more  confidence 
from  the  burghers  than  did  his  accomplices.  With  nattering 
words  he  pointed  out  to  Rokswale,  the  master  of  the  millers' 
guild,  how  sure  must  be  his  chance  of  a  seat  in  the  council, 
as  the  head  of  the  first  and  largest  guild  in  Liineburg,  if 
only  he  would  act  independently,  and  not  be,  led  by  Henne- 
berg.  With  similar  representations  he  worked  upon  the 
other  councillors,  praising  his  friend  Dalenborg,  as  the  only 
practicable  man  to  save  the  city,  if  he  would  undertake  its 
government.  Dalenborg  s:»id  the  same  of  Schupper  :  it  was 
a  game  between  them  ;  each  lifted  and  pushed  the  other,  so 
that  both  might  rise. 

Master  Gotthard,  in  spite  of  his  courage,  suffered  a  weight 
of  care  in  silence,  and  his  family  knew  it.  Everything  in 
the  house  was  done  to  cheer  him  and  save  him  trouble  ;  even 
Arnold  showed  moro  respect  than  usual.  Flight  with  Ursula 
the  latter  had  given  up,  but  was  waiting  to  see  how  things 
might  turn ;  perhaps  there  might  come  something  favorable 
for  him.  These  attentions  were  not  lost  on  Master  Henne- 
berg,  and  he  thanked  his  family,  though  not  so  much  in 
words  as  in  gentleness  of  bearing.  Once,  during  the  absence 
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of  his  wife  and  daughter,  he  went  upstairs  to  the  place  where 
he  kept  his  armor  and  weapons  ;  he  examined  the  blades 
to  see  that  they  were  not  rusty,  and  whether  the  straps  and 
buckles  on  the  head-pieces  were  in  good  order  ;  it  might  hap- 
pen that  sooner  or  later  he  and  his  sons  would  need  this 
armor,  and  perchance  help  to  arm  their  friends  as  well. 
Everything  was  in  order,  and  satisfied  with  his  inspection, 
the  master  descended  to  his  peaceful  work  of  planing  staves. 

The  same  uneasy  half-warlike  train  of  thoughts  prevailed 
in  other  houses  in  the  city.  For  some  of  them  ambition 
reared  its  head  ;  high  hopes  in  others  ;  in  some  were  dreams 
of  avarice  and  hate,  or  malice  in  dark  corners  spun  its 
treasonable  web. 

Things  fell  out  curiously  in  Daniel  Sporken's  lion's  den. 
Mistress  Gesche,  the  open  enemy  of  the  council,  or  for  that 
matter  of  any  council,  were  it  made  up  of  angels,  was  thor- 
oughly dissatisfied  with  everybody  and  everything.  She  did 
nothing  but  scold  and  find  fault,  which  indeed  had  become 
a  second  nature,  and  she  renlly  knew  not  why  she  scolded. 

Bad  heart  she  had  not,  nor  was  she  more  envious  and  carp- 
ing than  other  childless  cobblers'  wives.  But  her  freaks 
and  humors  were  endless,  and  her  disposition  certainly  quar- 
relsome. Whence  otherwise  had  her  house  got  its  name  of 
"the  lion's  den"?  Surely,  Danirl  was  no  lion.  During 
these  latter  days  Mistress  Gesche  was  in  a  state  of  constant 
excitement,  and  could  scarcely  bide  the  time  when  some  great 
unheard-of  thing  should  happen  in  Liineburg,  and  thus  give 
occasion  for  her  peculiar  talents.  One  would  say  that  all 
the  councillors  might  be  deposed,  imprisoned,  tortured,  hung, 
broken  on  the  wheel,  for  aught  she  cared,  but  no  others  must 
replace  them  if  she  were  to  be  pleased.  She  was  furious 
that  the  churchmen  demanded  their  money,  and  that  they 
would  not  give  half  their  income,  or  the  whole  of  it,  to  the 
town.  Fortunately,  no  one  asked  her  for  a  penny  toward  the 
payment  of  the  debt,  or  she  would,  if  possible,  have  been 
yet  more  indignant.  She  was  pleased  to  think  that  the  salt 
master  and  his  friends'  efforts,  in  behalf  of  the  council,  must 
fail ;  and  again  the  thought  that  Sengstake,  Dalenborg,  Hes- 
terwegen,  or  Dorgerloh  might  come  to  power  vexed  her  to 
the  last  degree.  She  was  at  enmity  with  the  "  powers  that 
be  "  as  well  as  those  which  might  be,  —  like  a  lioness  whose 
cub  is  threatened,  and  yet  not  a  cub  had  she. 

Timmo,  on  the  contrary,  was  in  the  best  of  spirits.     He 
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did  not  care  who  sat  in  the  great  Town  House,  or  within 
the  dungeon,  or  the  strong  towers,  so  only  it  were  not  he ; 
equally  indifferent  was  he  as  to  who  should  pay  the  town 
debts,  for  that  lie  should  not  contribute  to  it  he  felt  sure. 
He  longed  for  the  final  decision,  —  for  tumult  and  fighting; 
neither  did  he  care  should  a  cut  or  blow  come  to  him.  He 
thought  his  life  would  be  safe  ;  therefore,  let  the  strife  begin, 
Timmo  was  read}T  to  enjoy  it. 

Daniel  Sporken  had  changed  remarkably  during  the  last 
days,  and  his  family  could  find  no  clew  to  his  strange  be- 
havior. Not  only  was  he  absent  most  of  the  time,  but  he 
tried  with  all  his  might  to  act  like  a  wise,  important  burgher. 
He  aired  high-sounding  phrases  concerning  old  customs, 
rights,  the  freedom,  honor,  and  privileges  of  the  town,  and 
so  on,  to  that  degree,  that  the  burghers  of  Liineburg  hardly 
recognized  their  easy-going  town  gossip.  Even  when  walk- 
ing alone  he  would  talk  to  himself,  or  suddenly  stop  in  the 
street,  lost  in  revery,  like  a  second  Socrates,  and  then  again 
continue  his  walk  in  a  dignified  manner.  Yet  not  for  long  ; 
for  presently,  forgetting  himself,  he  would  fall  into  his  own 
peculiar  jog-trot,  gesticulating  with  his  arms  and  moving  his 
head.  While  at  work  —  though  it  was  but  little  he  did  — his 
eyes  would  be  fixed  on  the  shoe  in  his  hand,  which  he  would 
hold  for  minutes  without  stirring  ;  or,  doing  his  work  all 
wrong,  he  would  throw  it  scornfully  upon  the  floor,  stride 
back  and  forth  a  few  times,  and  finally  run  into  the  street. 

Mistress  Sporken  became  very  uneasy.  The  peculiar  be- 
havior of  her  spouse  did  not  at  all  please  her,  so  that  one 
day,  after  snarling  out,  "Daniel,  what  aileth  thee?  Art 
thou  craz}7  ?  "  he  answered,  — 

"  Be  still,  Gesche  !    Only  wait ;  thou  wilt  see  !    It  is  —  " 

"  What  is  it  —  a  vale  of  tears?" 

"  No,  no!  an  important  affair.  Keep  still ;  it  will  come, 
it  will  come  !  "  and  away  he  went  again,  and  the  three  in  the 
workshop  looked  at  one  another,  amazed.  Hans  opened  his 
eyes  and  his  mouth  to  their  fullest  extent,  the  very  picture 
of  astonishment. 

"Timmo,  dost  thou  understand  thy  master?"  said  Gesche. 

"Not  very  well,  mistress,"  answered  Timmo.  "He  has 
something  on  his  mind,  or  he  is  preparing  for  a  speech  in  the 
meetings." 

"  Would  they  not  send  him  home  with  a  flea  in  his  ear, 
Timmo?"  laughed  Gesche. 


ear, 
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In  reality,  though  now  on  the  most  intimate  terms  with 
his  master,  Timmo  did  not  know  in  the  least  what  ailed 
Daniel  Sporken,  and  he  concluded  to  find  out.  The  oppor- 
tunity soon  came.  Gesche  had  gone  to  market,  Hans  had 
also  gone  off,  and  now  was  Timmo's  opportunity,  only  he  did 
not  exactly  know  how  to  begin.  "  'T  is  a  great  affair,"  the 
master  has  said  ;  "  a  great  thing  !  "  Could  it  be  a  conspiracy 
of  the  guilds?  Timmo  would  assuredly  try  to  find  out,  so 
he  began,  — 

"  Master,  I  do  not  like  this  wavering  and  hesitating  ;  one 
does  not  get  on  a  jot  faster.  Ye  masters  should  secretly 
come  together,  make  your  plans,  and  some  morning,  before 
the  council  is  awake,  cany  them  through." 

"Nonsense!"  retorted  Daniel.  "Why  do  in  the  dark 
what  ye  can  accomplish  in  daylight  freely  ?  Must  we  masters 
sneak  out  upon  the  heath  by  night,  like  ye  young  scapegraces  ? 
Not  a  bit  of  it !  " 

Thus  it  was  no  secret  plot  of  the  masters.  Might  it  not 
be  perhaps  a  harangue?  So  Timmo  took  another  tack,  — 

"Master,  while  thou  art  about  it,  why  not  give  the 
masters  a  piece  of  thy  mind  as  to  their  treatment  by  the 
council  ?  " 

"What  use  of  talking  of  that?  We  have  long  agreed 
that  everything  should  be  changed,"  answered  Master  Spor- 
ken ;  "  and  it  is  going  to  be,"  he  added,  darting  a  glance  at 
his  journeyman;  "only  wait  till  the  right  men  sit  in  the 
council ! " 

"The  right  men;  yes,  yes!"  said  Timmo.  "  Sengstake 
is  a  bright  one,  and  knows  something.  Dalenborg  was  born 
with  his  eyes  open,  and  knows  what  he  wants." 

44  Who  cares  for  Sengstake  or  Dalenborg?  "  angrily  cried 
Daniel.  "They  are  well  enough  in  their  way,  but  I  mean 
men  who  understand  the  customs  of  the  crafts,  and  who  are 
well  liked  among  the  burghers." 

With  this  he  threw  down  his  hammer  so  that  everything 
on  the  table  rang  again,  and  with  arms  akimbo  he  looked 
triumphantly  at  Timmo. 

Then  light  dawned  for  the  latter ;  suspicion  grew  into 
certainty  at  these  last  words. 

"By  my  life!"  thought  Timmo;  "is  it  possible?  The 
master  wishes  to  get  into  the  council !  Daniel  Sporken  a 
councillor  ! "  But  he  must  try  to  learn  more. 

"Thou  art  right,  master,"  said  he;  "the  artisans   must 
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have  a  string  to  pull  in  the  council.  All  the  guilds  must  be 
represented  by  their  masters  ;  that 's  a  good  idea  !  " 

"  All  guilds  are  not  necessary,"  answered  Daniel,  "  only 
some  of  the  largest;  the  brewers',  coopers',  bakers',  tailors', 
and  —  and  the  shoemakers'." 

"Ha,  yes,  of  course ! "  Timmo  felt  like  laughing  out- 
right, but  keeping  an  eye  on  Sporken,  he  controlled  himself. 

"And  then,"  hesitated  Daniel,  "must  it  be  the  masters 
who  represent  the  guilds  ?  " 

"  No,  no  ;  certainly  not !  " 

Timmo's  suspicion,  then,  really  was  true.  Solemnly  he 
put  down  his  tools,  stepped  toward  his  master  with  an  air  of 
dignity,  wiped  his  hand  on  his  apron,  raised  it  as  if  in  bene- 
diction, and  said,  "  Master,  dost  thou  want  to  hear  a  sensible 
word  from  thy  faithful  servant,  who  knows  and  honors 
thee?  Master,  thou  oughtest  thyself  to  be  a  councillor  !  " 

These  words  were  balm  to  Daniel ;  a  thrill  of  pleasure  ran 
down  his  back.  He  rose  also,  gave  his  journeyman  his 
hand,  and  with  moved  voice,  said,  — 

"  Timmo,  faithful  friend  and  brother !  it  pleasest  me  that 
thou  understandest  me,  and  —  and — " 

44  Say  no  more,  master  ;  thou  touchest  my  heart.  I  feel  as 
thou  dost.  We  two,  master,  we  two  understand  one  another." 

"Yes,  yes,  Timmo,  we  understand  one  another,"  said 
Daniel.  "How  beautiful!  how  beautiful  when  two  human 
beings  like  me  —  like  you  —  like  us  —  "  He  could  not  go 
on,  he  was  so  moved,  but  continued  to  shake  Timmo's  hand 
violently.  The  two  stood  opposite,  as  if  they  had  just 
amicably  divided  the  world,  or  a  last  shirt. 

"  Master,"  said  Timmo,  "  count  on  me  !  What  I  can  do, 
that  I  will !  And  when  thou  art  councillor,  then  remember 
me."  And  again  they  shook  hands  ;  but  now  the  stupid  bo}r, 
Hans,  must  return  to  put  an  end  to  these  exalted  moments. 

Master  and  journeyman  sat  down  again  to  work.  Daniel 
laid  his  finger  significantly  on  his  lips,  and  said,  — 

"But!" 

"What?" 

"  Especially  to  Gesche." 

"Ah,  yes." 

Now  Timmo  was  initiated  into  his  master's  secret,  and  his 
joke  was  the  greatest  he  had  ever  enjoyed.  This  was  all 
which  was  wanting  to  complete  his  anticipation  of  pleasure 
in  the  great  events  which  were  to  come.  His  thoughts  ran 
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with  malicious  joy  upon  all  the  things  Daniel  might  be  ex- 
pected to  do  to  become  councillor. 

"  Master,  —  I  was  about  to  say,  councillor,"  Timmo  added, 
—  "I  feel  too  fidgety  to  work,  and  I  invite  thee  to  drink 
Eimbecker  at  Mother  Hombrok's  for  good  luck." 

"  Thou  art  a  good  fellow,"  said  Daniel.  u  Let  us  come"  ; 
and  away  the}T  went. 

When  Gesche  returned,  neither  master  nor  man  were 
there.  Hans  told  her  where  they  had  gone.  "  Now  both  are 
crazy,  but  why  ?  "  she  thought  to  herself.  "  I  must  find  out 
from  one  or  the  other,  and  woe  to  him  who  lies  !  " 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

BURGOMASTER  SPRINGINTGUT  walked  up  and  down  in  his 
comfortable  room,  his  mind  occupied  with  serious  thoughts 
his  wife  and  fourteen -year-old  daughter  Christine  sat  on  an 
elevated  platform  near  the  window ,  and  they  were  all  en- 
gaged in  talking  about  the  coming  events,  hoping  for  the 
best,  yet  fearing  the  worst.  He  was  just  urging  his  wife  to 
go  to  Hamburg  with  the  children,  to  her  relations,  and  to  re- 
main as  long  as  danger  lasted,  but  she  declared  under  no 
circumstances  would  she  leave  him  now. 

"Yet  thou  oughtest  to  send  all  our  silverware,  money 
and  precious  articles  there,"  she  said  ;  "  they  surely  will  be 
safer  in  Hamburg." 

"  I  do  not  care  for  them,"  he  answered;  "my  fears  are 
for  ye  all.     In  these  stormy  days,  things  may  come  to  pass 
which  a  man  may  easier  bear  than  a  woman,  from  which 
would  save  thee." 

' '  What  thou  canst  bear,  Johann,  we  can  bear,  also  ;  can  we 
not,  Christine?"  his  wife  asked. 

"  Everything,  mother,"  answered  Christine.  "  Please,  dear 
father,  let  us  remain  with  thee  ! " 

"  If  ye  desire  it  so  much,"  Springintgut  answered  ;  "  bu 
I  should  feel  easier  and  stronger  if  I  knew  ye  were  sheltered 
safely." 

"  Dost  thou  fear  serious  trouble?  Dost  thou  fear  a  rebel- 
lion?" 

"Mathilde,"  said  he,  "who  can  tell,  now  that  all  minds 
are  excited,  our  enemies  working  hard  against  us,  and  daily 
increasing  in  number?  I  wish  the  hour  of  decision  were 
near  ;  this  uncertainty  is  hard.  One  way  or  the  other,  though 
it  were  a  struggle  for  life  !  —  only  something  decided  !  " 

"Johann,"  cried  his  wife,  "does  it  stand  thus?"  And 
mother  and  daughter  threw  their  arms  around  Springintgut, 
as  if  to  shelter  him. 
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u  No,  no!  words  are  not  coming  to  blows  yet.  I  only 
meant — I  mean  a  battle  of  words  and  opinions."  In  this 
way  he  tried  to  pacify  the  timid  women. 

"Johann,  thou  art  hiding  something  from  me!  Let  us 
flee,  Johann,  where  thou  wouldst,  only  let  us  remain  to- 
gether ! " 

"Mathilde!" 

"  With  thee  I  can  bear  everything,  even  the  ban  ;  without 
thee  I  cannot  live." 

He  kissed  her  tenderly,  and  tried  to  hide  his  own  emotion. 
Gently  unclasping  her  arms  from  his  neck,  he  cried,  — 

"A  burgomaster  of  Liineburg  flee,  and  a  burgomaster's 
wife  afraid  !  Come,  Christine,  let  us  laugh  at  the  chicken- 
hearted  mother!"  Mother  and  daughter  smiled  through 
their  tears,  and  looked  at  him  tenderly. 

uDost  see,  now,  that  we  must  remain  with  thee?"  asked 
Mistress  Mathilde.  u  Away  from  thee,  I  should  die  of 
anxiety." 

u  Yes,  remain  then,"  he  exclaimed,  cheerfully.  u  We  will 
all  keep  together,  let  come  what  may." 

"All!" 

One  arm  was  around  his  wife,  the  other  around  his  daugh- 
ter, and  thus  he  held  them  fast.  At  this  moment  his  two 
boys,  of  twelve  and  ten  years,  came  from  the  convent  school 
of  Heiligenthal. 

"  Why  do  ye  come  so  late?  "  asked  the  burgomaster. 

"We  were  shut  up  an  hour,"  answered  Barthold,  the 
older. 

"For  what?" 

"  We  had  a  fight." 

"Had  a  fight?" 

"  Yes,  father,"  said  Kurt,  the  younger,  excitedly.  "  We 
fought  them  well,  and  to-morrow  we  '11  do  it  again." 

"Oh,  ho!" 

"  Yes,  but  not  in  school ;  at  the  Lune  gate  we  play  coun 
cillors  and  guilds." 

"  Oh,  that  is  good,"  laughed  the  father  ;  "  ye  are,  of  course, 
councillors." 

"Of  course.     Barthold  is  burgomaster." 

"  Did  he  get  the  most  blows?" 

"  1  think  so,"  answered  Barthold  ;  "  but  to-morrow  it  will 
be  different." 

"Who  began  this  fine  game  —  the  councillors  or  guilds ?;' 
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"  The  guilds,  father,  the  guilds ! "  both  boys  called  out, 
simultaneously. 

"  Oh,  ho  !  but  for  what  reason?" 

u  They  made  us  angry,"  said  Barthold. 

"Yes,  they  provoked  us,"  repeated  Kurt;  "a  few  days 
ago  they  began  it." 

"  How  did  they  provoke  your  anger?  " 

Both  the  red-cheeked,  sturdy  boys,  who  looked  like  twins, 
only  that  Barthold  was  a  few  inches  taller  than  Kurt,  kept 
silence. 

"  Well,  out  with  it,"  urged  the  father. 

'*  Thomas  Dorgerloh  says  they  want  to  depose  thee,"  said 
Barthold,  timidly. 

"  Yes,  and  they  are  going  to  drive  us  out  of  town,  Martin 
Regenstorp  says,  and  then  we  would  be  whipped  again," 
sputtered  Kurt. 

"  And  ye  would  not  put  up  with  that?" 

"  No  ;  then  we  fought  them,  I  and  Hermann  Dassel. 

"  So  did  Moritz  Brombsen  and  I." 

"  And  Fricko  Vogelsang  called  us  names ;  called  us  sal 
younkers." 

"  Stephen  Garlop  thrashed  him  well  for  that.  To-da; 
was  the  hottest  battle,  and  we  fought  until  one  of  the  father* 
came  along." 

"  Oh,  to-morrow  afternoon  the  guild  boys  will  get  a  beat 
lug.     We  are  going  to  meet  them  at  the  Luue  gate,"  cried 
Kurt,  with  eager  eyes. 

"  Don't  ye  dare  do  it,"  said  Mistress  Mathilde  ;  "ye 
stay  at  home." 

"  Mother  !  we  must  be  there,''  cried  Barthold. 

"  Let  me  tell  ye  something,  boys,"  interrupted  the  father. 
"If  councillors  and  guilds  must  fight,  leave  the  fighting  to 
your  fathers.  If  ye  start  this  fine  game  again,  the  sheriff, 
whom  I  will  send  to  the  Lune  gate  to-morrow  afternoon,  will 
take  both  councillors  and  guilds  by  the  ears.  Do  ye  under- 
stand me  ?  " 

The  boys  sighed,  and  mournfully  looked  at  one  another. 

"Why 'didst  thou  blab?"  whispered  the  older  to  the 
younger. 

"  Do  ye  understand  me,  I  ask  ?  "  repeated  the  burgomaster 
and  taking  each  of  the  would-be  warriors  by  one  ear,  h( 
gently  knocked  their  heads  together  by  way  of  emphasis 
saying,  "Ye  —  shall  —  keep  —  the  —  peace  !  Now,  do  y 
understand  ?  " 
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11  Yes,  yes  !  "  cried  both  boys,  and  ran  away. 

4<  Such  a  trouble  these  youngsters  are  !  "  he  said,  jokingly, 
to  Christine,  and  kissed  her  rosy  mouth. 

"Seest  thou,  Johann,  this  is  the  prologue  of  the  play, — 
Councillors  and  Guilds  !  "  said  Mistress  Mathilde. 

He  smiled.  u  When  I  spoke  yesterday  to  the  salt  master, 
I  asked  him  what  his  wife  said.  "  Nothing,  he  answered ; 
4  as  long  as  she  sees  that  I  am  quiet,  she  is  so,  also.'  She 
knows  her  husband.  Thou  dost  not  like  him,  Mathilde;  yet 
I  am  convinced  if  thou  didst,  thou  wouldst  feel  better.  He 
is  truth  and  faithfulness  itself." 

•'But  I  am  more  faithful  to  thee  than  any  one,  Johann," 
she  said,  and  affectionately  pressed  his  hands. 

"  Do  not  worry,  my  love.  I  hope  we  shall  yet  see  happier 
days  together." 

The  bell  of  Sancta  Maria  began  to  ring,  and  a  shadow 
passed  over  the  burgomaster's  face. 

Daily  special  services  were  held  in  the  churches,  by  order 
of  the  dean  ;  a  mass  was  said,  a  short  sermon  followed,  and 
a  prayer  to  enlighten  the  burghers  and  council,  that  they 
might  bow  to  God's  will,  —  namely,  the  will  of  pope  and 
priest,  —  and  so  be  saved  from  eternal  perdition. 

These  services  were  mostly  attended  by  women,  who 
feared  they  might  not  last  long  should  the  ban  be  pro- 
nounced, and  all  church  services  suspended.  The  most  elo- 
quent preachers  had  been  sent  for,  and  their  exposition  of 
earthly  and  heavenly  punishments,  their  vivid  description  of 
eternal  damnation,  powerfully  affected  the  minds  of  their 
hearers.  Anxiety  lest  they  and  their  dear  ones  should  lose 
the  greatest  blessings  of  earth  and  heaven  weighed  heavily 
on  the  people's  hearts,  and  grew  more  and  more. 

The  efforts  of  the  wily  emissaries  of  the  church  began  to 
be  apparent.  In  their  house-to-house  visitation  they  found 
great  opportunities  for  influence.  The  men  did  not  look 
with  a  favorable  eye  upon  these  visitors,  but  the  women  were 
soon  won  over.  Things  which  could  not  well  be  said  from 
the  pulpit  could  be  said  privately,  and  formidable  threats  and 
friendly  entreaty  were  used  indifferently  by  the  priests  to 
serve  their  ends.  In  thtir  new  women  converts  they  gained 
important  allies,  and  the  clergy  did  not  hesitate  long  to 
employ  them  to  use  all  their  persuasion  and  influence  in 
their  behalf. 

Now  the  burgomaster's  prediction  was  already  being  veri- 
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fied,  —  that  the  wives  would  never  rest  until  the  men  shouk 
depose  the  council,  and  thus  avert  excommunication. 

The  principal  thing  was  to  ward  it  off  betimes.  Alas, 
poor  men  !  what  power  had  they  against  the  women  and  the 
priests  combined  ? 

"With  prayer  do  women  govern;  by  power  rules  the  man; 
Yet  woman  what  she  wishes  does ;  man  does  what  he  can." 

There  was  little  rest  for  the  men  of  Liineburg,  neither  by 
day  nor  night,  neither  at  meals  nor  at  work.  "  Depose  the 
council ! "  was  heard  in  eveiy  tone,  from  the  softest  to  the 
most  stormy  of  which  the  female  voice  is  capable. 

The  women  of  the  higher  class,  of  course,  thought  differ- 
ently ;  yet  there  were  even  some  among  these  whose  con- 
sciences troubled  them  with  apprehension  of  excommunication. 
Barbara  von  Erpensen,  for  one,  prayed  fervently  that  the 
saints  might  intercede,  and  ward  off  the  threatening  danger. 
She  and  the  superior  of  Lime  met  daily  for  long  conferences 
and  to  consider  various  plans. 

Mistress  Johanna  Henneberg  suffered  more  than  any  one. 
With  clear  perception,  she  saw  the  hatred  which  the  oppo- 
nents of  the  council  had  contrived  to  direct  against  her 
husband,  whose  indomitable  courage  had  so  far  postponed 
the  fate  of  the  councillors,  and  imparted  itself  to  them  and 
their  adherents,  whereas  without  it  their  doom  would  have 
been  sealed,  and  all  danger  of  excommunication  have  ceased. 
The  women  of  her  acquaintance,  who  flocked  to  her  house 
to  besiege  her  with  requests  to  influence  her  husband  in 
favor  of  the  church,  ended  by  reproaching  her  when  she 
proved  deaf  to  all  their  arguments.  The  tears  she  shed  no 
one  ever  saw.  Quiet  and  composed  in  appearance,  and 
bearing  a  cheerful  face  for  her  husband,  she  was  nevertheless 
far  from  happy.  Piously  educated,  and  with  a  true  humility 
for  everything  which  she  held  sacred,  the  ban  of  the  church 
seemed,  to  her  mind,  fraught  with  fearful  consequences  ;  and 
yet  very  sacred  to  her  were  the  faith  and  duty  she  owed  her 
husband,  whom  she  reverenced,  and  whose  fate  here  and 
hereafter  she  would  joyfully  share. 

In  the  body  of  workingmen  there  was  not  one  enlightened 
enough  to  be  indifferent  to  the  rules  and  government  of  the 
church,  which  these  simple,  rugged  artisans  naturally  identi- 
fied with  Christianity  itself  ;  and  who,  themselves  free  from 
fanaticism  or  pietism,  were,  through  their  moral  traits,  their 
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faithful  home  life,  and  their  spirit  of  friendly  brotherhood, 
building  the  solid  foundation  upon  which  the  fabric  of  the 
future  German  people,  so  patriotic  and  so  united,  was  to  be 
reared. 

The  great  part  of  the  clergy,  through  their  shameless  life, 
had  shaken  the  confidence  of  the  people.  Doubts  of  revela- 
tion, distrust  of  the  threats  of  future  punishment,  began  to 
rise,  and  the  ban  would  not  alone  have  been  sufficient  to 
determine  the  men  to  be  unfaithful  to  their  government ; 
something  else  added  to  the  artisans'  intolerance  towards  the 
council.  Stanch  as  the}7  were  to  the  old  customs  of  their 
crafts,  they  were  revolutionary  as  regards  the  town  govern- 
ment. Never  was  there  absolute  quiet;  either  one  or  the 
other  guild  came  forward  with  their  claims  and  grievances, 
and  unfailingly  tried  on  each  occasion  to  throw  down  the 
barriers  which  kept  them  out  of  the  council.  This  insurrec- 
tionary feeling,  countenanced  as  it  was  by  the  attitude  of  the 
pope,  ever  added  to  the  enemies  of  the  Liineburg  rulers. 
Ambition  also  had  a  great  deal  to  do  with  it.  Not  only  did 
the  weak  head  of  Daniel  harbor  the  thought  of  becoming 
councillor,  but  many  brave  and  honest  masters  had  the  same 
desire. 

As  for  the  women,  to  be  called  "  Mistress  Councillor,"  oh, 
that  would  be  something  indeed  !  Many  a  one  saw  herself 
already  arnvyed  in  embroidery  and  furs,  thinking  how  well 
she  could,  as  councillor's  lady,  afford  such  a  display. 

The  days  passed  lry  which  were  granted  to  the  citizens  for 
reflection.  Both  parties  were  more  and  more  at  variance, 
and  each  made  the  greatest  efforts  to  add  to  its  strength  at 
the  expense  of  the  other. 

Against  their  will,  those  who  favored  the  council  could  not 
help  seeing  that  its  enemies  increased,  while  its  friends  grew 
daily  less  in  number. 

The  last  day  before  the  expiration  of  the  reprieve  was  set 
aside  for  the  meetings  of  all  the  guilds,  with  the  exception 
of  that  of  the  goldsmiths',  which  already  had  come  to  a 
decision. 

After  these  conferences,  all  the  masters  were  to  meet  in 
the  great  hall  of  the  Kaland,  and  the  votes  for  and'against 
the  council  would  then  be  counted. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 


HARD  was  the  struggle  which  those  faithful  to  the  council 
had  to  maintain  with  their  wives.  Daniel  was  spared  this 
ordeal.  Of  course  he  had  to  suffer  enough  from  the  intense 
curiosity  of  his  wife,  who  tried  hard  to  discover  his  secret, 
but  he  remained  firm.  Close  questions  he  evaded  by  speak- 
ing of  a  great  coming  event  not  to  be  spoken  of.  To  scold- 
ing and  threats  he  was  inured,  and  to  gain  her  point  by 
flatteries  and  caresses  never  entered  Gesche's  head.  Neither 
would  these  have  succeeded. 

Mistress  Sporken,  who  thought  she  knew  her  Daniel 
heart,  and  could  govern  him  with  a  rod  of  iron,  was  furious 
that  nothing  availed  her  to  penetrate  to  this  mighty  secret  oi 
her  spouse.  At  the  same  time,  she  came  to  the  conelusioi 
that  it  must  be  something  of  real  concern,  and  a  dangerous 
affair  into  the  bargain. 

Timmo  acted  as  if  he  also  knew  nothing.     Gesche  tool 
her  revenge  by  keeping  them  on  short  commons,  and  of  this 
Timmo   soon   grew   tired,  and  concluded   to   conciliate  tl 
mistress  by  a  false  avowal. 

Again,  taking   advantage    of    Daniel's    absence,  Gesch< 
renewed   her   attacks   on  Timmo.     He   feigned  embarrass 
ment,  sighed,  frowned,  moved  uneasily  on  his  stool,  and  cast 
doleful  glances  at  his  mistress  and  at  Hans.     Gesche  under- 
stood these  signs  ;  they  must  be  preparatory  to  confession. 

"  Hans."  said  she,  "  go  to  Mistress  Lise  Langepape"  (wh< 
lived  in  the  opposite  quarter  of  the  town) ,  u  and  tell  her  that 
I  send  her  greeting,  and  wish  to  know  how  she  and  the  littl< 
one  are." 

Hans  looked  at  his  mistress,  and  his  eyes  clearly  said, 
u  What  lies  will  he  tell  thee  now?  "  but  obediently  trudged  off. 

"  Now,"  said  Gesche,  and  hitched  along  her  stool,  "  th< 
coast  is  clear  ;  out  with  it !  " 

44  Mistress,"  began  Timmo,  and  slowly  rubbed  his  head, 
"it's  a  ticklish  affair.  Really,  how  can  I  say  it?  By  nr 
soul,  how  can  I?" 
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"  Nonsense,  out  with  it !  "  said  Gesche,  encouragingly. 

"Yes,  mistress  ;  but  wilt  thou  swear  by  all  that  is  holy  —  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  }*es  ;  all,  everything,  only  go  on  !  " 

1 1  It  is  —  it  is  this  —  but  I  do  not  believe  they  will  succeed. 
I  really  do  not  believe  so  ;  I  mean  against  thee,  against  the 
wives  ;  but  the  legate  has  promised  them."  Timmo  stopped, 
sighed,  and  looked  with  sympathy  at  his  mistress. 

"By  heavens!  who?  what?  how  succeed?  what  has  he 
promised  ?  "  cried  Gesche. 

"Yes,  but  it  isn't  easy  to  tell  thee  such  things  to  thy 
face.  The  masters  —  some  of  them,  I  do  not  know  whether 
all  —  have  given  the  legate  their  word  of  honor  to  act 
against  the  council,  if  he  succeeds  in  getting  an  indulgence 
from  the  pope  to  —  mistress,  do  not  blame  me  for  it ;  I  am 
innocent ! " 

Gesche  stamped  her  foot.     "  To  what?" 

41  To  take  a  new  wife,  a  young  —  oh,  Lord,  mistress,  be 
patient !  " 

For  a  moment  she  was  still,  then  she  began  to  tremble, 
her  face  twitched,  and  she  plucked  convulsively  at  her  dress 
before  she  could  utter  a  sound.  Suddenly  she  broke  out 
into  a  shrill  laugh,  and  in  a  hoarse  voice  she  cried,  "  There- 
fore he  did  not  choose  to  tell  me ;  surely  that  concerns 
me  a  little.  A  new  wife  —  a  young  one  —  he  wants  to 
take.  Oh,  ves,  let  her  come  !  "  and  she  shook  her  clinched 
fists. 

"Oh,  mistress,  mistress!  keep  quiet;  so  far  nothing  has 
come  of  it." 

Here  there  may  have  been  the  suspicion  of  a  laugh  in 
Timmo's  voice,  for  Gesche  shot  a  furious  glance  at  him,  her 
broad  mouth  broadened  still  more,  and  grinding  her  teeth 
she  hissed  out,  — 

"Listen,  man  ;  thou  also  wilt  suffer  if  that  —  " 

"Mistress,"  cried  Timmo,  with  dignity,  "I  only  repeat 
what  I  have  heard,  and  if  master  has  chosen  a  pretty  young 
woman,  I  know  nothing  of  it." 

"I  would  advise  him  not,"  said  Gesche,  and  her  words 
sounded  like  heavy  wheels  upon  coarse  gravel. 

The  door  opened,  and  Daniel's  voice  was  heard.  "Step 
in,  dear  Mistress  Florentine  ;  step  in,  my  wife  is  probably 
not  at  home  !  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  she  is  !  "  echoed  from  the  window-seat ;  "  ask 
the  dear  maiden  in." 
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11  So,  so !  I  thought  thou  hadst  gone  out,  wifey,"  answered 
Daniel,  hesitating  to  enter  with  Florentine. 

"  No,  deary,  I  am  here  !  " 

The  knife  was  being  ground,  or  so  it  sounded.  Gesche 
sat  rolling  her  eyes,  like  an  animal  ready  to  spring. 

When  Timmo  heard  Daniel  utter  the  name  of  his  sweet- 
heart, and  perceived  the  pretty  maiden,  he  felt  ill  at  ease. 
What  did  she  want,  and  with  Daniel  just  at  this  moment? 
She  came  just  like  a  period  at  the  end  of  a  sentence,  a 
living  illustration  of  what  he  had  been  telling  his  mistress. 
He  did  not  like  this,  fearing  some  awkward  explanation. 
He  rose  from  his  stool,  not  knowing  what  to  say.  Flor- 
entine bade  Mistress  Sporken  good  day,  but  received  no 
response. 

"  The  maiden  wishes  me  to  take  her  measure  for  a  pair  of 
shoes,"  said  Daniel,  putting  a  small  parcel  on  the  table. 

"The  maiden  wishes  thee  to  take  her  measure,"  repeated 
Gesche,  with  feigned  politeness.  "Ah,  perhaps  her  wed- 
ding shoes ! " 

'•Wedding  shoes?  Oh,  no!"  smiled  Florentine;  "lam 
not  in  such  a  hurry." 

"  No?  I  should  think  so,  if  your  soft  face  is  dear  to  you," 
answered  Gesche,  caressing  her  finger-nails. 

'4  My  face  would  not  have  to  suffer,"  remarked  Florentine. 

Timmo  turned  towards  his  mistress,  looked  hard  at  her, 
and  made  the  sign  of  a  ring  on  his  breast. 

"Take  a  seat,  Mistress  Florentine,"  said  Daniel,  and 
reached  for  his  measure. 

Florentine  sat  down,  and  exhibited  a  dainty  foot.  Daniel 
pulled  off  the  shoe,  held  her  foot  tenderly  in  his  hand,  and 
regarded  it  with  a  gratified  smile.  "  Thou  hast  a  nice  little 
foot,  mistress,"  he  observed. 

k<  Why  should  I  not,  master?  *  Little  foot,  light  heart' ; 
that  suits  me  !  " 

Mistress  Sporken  and  Timmo  had  both  perceived  Daniel's 
caressing  hand  on  Florentine's  foot,  and  both  grew  jealous, 
Gesche  of  Florentine,  Timmo  of  Daniel. 

4 '  Can  it  be  ?  "  said  Daniel,  reading  the  measure .  i  ( Gesche , 
hast  thou  ever  seen  such  a  small  foot  ? " 

Gesche  fairly  trembled  with  anger.  Florentine  smiled, 
flattered,  and  stretched  out  her  foot  for  Timmo's  admiration. 
He  threw  a  tender  glance  at  it,  and  then  perceived  that 
Mistress  Gesche  was  almost  boiling  with  rage. 
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"And  the  ankle  —  bow  slender  !"  continued  Daniel,  still 
kneeling,  and  measuring  the  foot  over  the  instep  and  heel, 
holding  it  meanwhile  in  his  hand. 

Mistress  Sporken's  patience  had  come  to  an  end.  "  Shall 
I  help  thee,  Daniel?"  she  said. 

"Thank  thee,"  said  Daniel;  "I  can  do  it  alone.  Such  a 
foot  one  does  not  see  every  day." 

Gesche  was  ready  to  spring  at  him,  but  Timmo  stood  be- 
fore her  like  a  lion-tamer,  and  described  rings  continually  on 
his  chest. 

"  The  blood- worm  !  "  he  whispered,  tragically. 

At  last  Daniel  had  finished.  Florentine,  without  cer- 
emony, put  on  her  shoe.  Timmo  kept  his  eye  fixed  on 
Mistress  Gesche. 

Florentine  then  arose,  thanked  Daniel,  and  said,  "If  the 
shoes  are  nice,  my  mistress,  Walpurg  Gronhagen,  will  order 
a  pair  also." 

"  Oh  !  "  thought  Gesclie,  "  already  she  would  help  him  to 
customers." 

"I  shall  be  delighted,  thank  thee,"  said  Daniel;  "she 
shall  be  well  attended  to." 

"  We  will  think  of  thee  when  we  are  working  on  the 
shoes,"  whispered  Timmo  to  Florentine,  "and  I  will  try 
them  upon  thy  foot." 

"Or  I,"  said  Gesche. 

"  We  will  see  about  that,"  remarked  Daniel. 

The  pretty  maiden  went  her  way,  and  Daniel  accompanied 
her  to  the  door. 

Now  Gesche's  endurance  gave  way.  Jumping  up,  she 
cried  out,  — 

"  So  that  is  his  second  one,  whom  he  wishes  to  bring  into 
the  house.  Just  wait !  " 

"  Mistress,  be  calm  !  "  begged  Timmo. 

"  I  must  have  it  out,  or  I  shall  suffocate  !  " 

On  Daniel's  entrance,  she  went  close  to  him,  and  began, 
in  a  tone  which  augured  no  good, — 

"  I  know  all !  I  know  thy  secret ! " 

"  So  thou  knowest  it  ?  "  asked  Daniel,  looking  rather  sheep- 
ish. "From  Timmo?" 

"Yes,  from  Timmo." 

"  Mistress  !  "  interrupted  Timmo. 

"  Silence  ! " 

"What  sayest  thou  to  it  ?"  asked  Daniel,  in  a  lively  manner. 
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"What  do  I  say?" 

"  Dost  thou  not  like  it?" 

Gesche  was  speechless. 

"  Courage,  wife,  thou  shalt  see  !     I  will  succeed  yet." 

"  Dost  mean  so?     I  do  not  believe  it." 

"  Oh,  yes,  Gesche  !  Just  wait !  And  now  show  a  pleas- 
ant face  ;  it  is  also  an  honor  for  thee." 

"  An  honor  for  me  ;  hear  it,  ye  saints  !  "  she  cried. 

"  I  am  not  pleased  that  Timmo  told  thee.  I  meant  it  as  a 
surprise." 

U0h,  indeed,  a  surprise!  Daniel,  if  thou  achest  to  ride 
the  wooden  donkey  in  the  market-place,  say  so ;  the  blows 
are  all  ready  for  thee  now." 

"  But  Gesche,  this  to  me,  a  future  councillor !  " 

"A  future  what?" 

"  Councillor  ;  yes,  yes,  future  councillor  !" 

4 '  All  the  saints  help  us  ;  he  has  grown  stark  mad  !  "  cried 
she,  wringing  her  hands. 

"  I  thought  Timmo  told  thee  the  secret?" 

Timmo  did  not  wait  to  hear  more,  but  rushed  from  the 
room. 

Gesche  had  not  even  noticed  his  flight  in  her  absorption, 
and  she  retreated  a  few  steps  from  Daniel,  —  the  first  time 
in  her  whole  life  she  was  afraid  of  him  ;  but  seeing  him 
stand  thus  before  her,  so  meek  and  cowed,  the  thought 
flashed  through  her  brain  he  was  attempting  just  what 
Timmo  had  done  so  often. 

"  Thou  stupid  ass  !  think est  thou  I  believe  thy  nonsense? 
Thou  and  thy  worthy  boon  companion,  the  Darmstadter,  ye 
together  have  hatched  out  this  foolishness,  and  ye  two 
muttonheads  think  ye  can  fool  me,  Gesche  Sporken?  Ha, 
ha !  thy  becoming  a  councillor  is  as  likely  as  thy  taking 
another  wife,  which  he  talks  of." 

"  What  has  he  said?  I  take  another  wife,  when  I  have 
more  than  enough  with  one  !  "  cried  Daniel,  excitedly. 

"  Enough  with  one  ;  perhaps  one  is  too  much,  thou  faith- 
less fool !  "  Gesche  screamed. 

"  But,  Gesche,  I  am  so  satisfied  with  thee,  how  couldst 
thou  think  so  ill  of  me  ?  "  coaxed  Daniel. 

"Ye  are  capable  of  anything,  ye  two,"  she  continued. 
"  Thou  to  become  a  councillor  ;  what  a  monstrous  lie  !  But 
wait,  I  will  make  thee  do  penance  for  thy  councillorship !  " 

"  Dost  not  believe  me?" 
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"  No,  no,  no  ! " 

"  Well,  look  here;  why  should  I  have  bought  this  velvet 
collar?" 

"  Thou  buy  a  collar !  " 

"  I  wished  thee  to  sew  it  to  my  Sunday  doublet,  in  which 
to  go  to  the  Town  House." 

44  Daniel,  I  believe  thou  liest ! "  she  cried. 

"  Believe  what  thou  choosest ;  I  shall  be  councillor." 

"  Dost  believe  any  man  will  vote  for  thee?  Such  a  stupid 
is  n't  to  be  found  in  Liineburg  !  " 

"Oh,  yes,  plenty  !  "  answered  Daniel,  innocently  ;  "  many 
wish  to  elect  me." 

44  Fool  thee,  that  others  may  laugh  at  thee  ;  thou  wilt  be  a 
butt  all  thy  days." 

44  We  will  see.     Who  laughs  last,  laughs  best." 

"  Daniel,  if  thou  becomest  councillor,  I  give  thee  leave  to 
take  as  many  wives  as  a  Turk.  Art  thou  satisfied?" 

This  remark  led  him  to  reflect,  and  he  finally  asked  Gesche 
if  she  realty  thought  it  better  to  give  up  his  scheme. 

44  Shoemaker,  stick  to  thy  last!"  retorted  she,  and  left 
him. 

Daniel  was  at  a  loss,  and  in  his  embarrassment  he  began 
to  pull  his  nose.  At  last  he  wrapped  up  the  grass-green 
collar,  and  laying  his  hand  upon  it,  he  cried,  "I  will  be  a 
councillor ! " 

Timmo  did  not  return  at  noon,  but  toward  evening  he 
arrived,  after  Daniel  had  gone  out. 

44  Good  evening,  mistress,"  he  said,  quite  simply,  as  if 
nothing  had  happened.  She  did  not  return  his  greeting,  but 
acted  as  if  she  had  not  seen  him. 

44  Mistress,  dost  thou  know  whence  I  come?"  he  began, 
after  a  while. 

44  It  is  all  the  same  to  me,"  she  retorted,  shortly, 44  wherever 
thou  earnest  from." 

u  I  have  avenged  thee,  mistress,  and  beat  those  fellows 
well  who  told  me  that  the  master  was  going  to  take  another 
wife.  It  is  shameful  to  make  up  such  abominable  stories ; 
it's  the  very  devil,  is  it  not,  mistress?" 

<4  Yes,  the  devil,"  said  Gesche,  shortly. 

This  evening  it  was  very  quiet  in  the  lion's  den,  and 
presently  night  fell,  the  last  wherein  the  fate  of  the  town 
and  of  the  council  would  remain  undecided. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

THE  eventful  day  of  the  decision  arrived,  and  the  corpora- 
tions held  their  meetings,  while  all  Liineburg  was  astir. 
Before  the  guild-houses  stood  groups  of  women,  impatiently 
awaiting  the  result  of  the  sessions,  to  learn  whether  the  men 
had  voted  as  th( y  wished.  Each  one  bragged  of  her  power 
over  her  husband,  and  apparently  each  was  trying  to  .out- 
screech  the  other. 

In  the  guilds  there  was  not  harmony,  but  old  usages  were 
so  firmly  fixed  that  the  minority  always  yielded  to  the 
majority  without  discussion.  The  guild  masters  made  short 
addresses,  and  gave  opportunity  for  opposite  opinions  to  be 
expressed,  after  which  a  vote  was  taken,  and  then  each,  with 
his  four  supervisors  and  the  whole  body  of  journeymen,  all 
armed  with  swords,  betook  themselves  to  the  Kaland,  the 
women  accompanying  them,  and  freely  expressing  their  vari- 
ous opinions  in  a  lively  manner. 

The  Kaland  was  a  brotherhood  which  extended  through 
many  North  German  towns,  and  was  composed  of  clergy, 
laymen,  and  men  and  women  of  all  ranks.  It  owned  a 
house  with  a  large  hall,  near  the  Altenbriicker  gate,  between 
the  Verden  Hof  and  the  convent  of  St  Johannes. 

Before  the  house  the  masters  of  the  guilds  gathered 
slowly,  asking  each  new-comer  the  result  of  his  guild's  vote. 
At  first  the  adherents  of  the  council  jeered  at  their  oppo- 
nents, but  as  more  guilds  arrived,  and  their  decision  became 
known,  the  less  confident  became  the  jeerers,  and  the  more 
they  were  made  aware  of  their  inferiority  in  power  and  num- 
bers. % 

But  as  Gotthard  Henneberg,  at  the  head  of  his  master 
coopers,  arrived,  silence  prevailed,  for  all  who  knew  his  posi- 
tion and  influence  well  knew  that  he  would  carry  all  his 
fellow-coopers  with  him. 

Dalenborg  and  Sengstake,  who  with  Schuppe  stood  near 
the  door  of  the  Kaland,  received  him  with  a  contemptuous 
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smile.  Master  Gotthard  stopped,  regarded  them  with  a 
look  of  scorn,  and  said,  "For  ye  two  will  come  a  day  of 
reckoning." 

"  Don't  forget  it,  master,  —  salt  master,"  sneered  Dalen- 
borg. 

The  multitude  before  the  Kaland  had  swelled  to  thousands, 
and  the  more  certain  became  the  result  of  the  decision,  the 
more  excited  the  crowd  grew.  The  deposition  of  the 
supreme  council  no  one  living  had  ever  witnessed.  What 
would  the  vanquished  councillors  do?  How  would  their 
opponents  act?  These  questions  were  loudly  discussed,  and 
opinions  and  wishes  differed  so  widely  that  to  impart  them 
required  more  power  of  lungs  than  of  intellect. 

It  seemed  as  if  they  thought  they  could  not  spend  the 
time  more  agreeably  than  by  quarrelling  over  the  spoils, 
even  before  the  deposition  was  decided  upon,  much  less 
carried  through.  The  excitement  increased  to  an  almost 
ungovernable  pitch,  so  that  the  opponents  of  the  council 
were  almost  ready  to  storm  the  Town  House,  without  waiting 
for  the  assistance  of  the  guild  masters. 

It  was  much  quieter  within  the  Kaland  than  outside  on  the 
square.  It  was  necessary  here,  also,  to  wait  till  the  masters 
and  principal  men  of  the  assembled  guilds  had  come  to 
some  agreement,  and  it  had  been  already  decided  that  the 
head  of  the  brewers'  guild  should  lead  the  meeting. 

Burchard  Rokswale  was  more  stirred  than  the  others.  If 
all  went  rightly,  he  would  undoubtedly  be  councillor  ;  indeed, 
his  aspirations  and  hopes  soared  higher.  The  brewers'  guild 
stood  before  any  other  in  Liineburg,  and  in  other  cities  the 
brewers  had  always  been  among  the  first  artisans  to  become 
councillors.  Who  could  contest  with  him  the  chief  offices  in 
the  government,  which  would  now  be  composed  mostly  of 
handicraftsmen,  unless  it  were  Gotthard  Henneberg?  "The 
latter  was  on  the  best  of  terms  with  him,  though  Rokswale 
envied  the  cooper  his  influence  with  the  people,  and  was  not 
sorry  to  see  him  on  the  losing  side,  so  that  he  could  not  be  a 
candidate  for  the  burgomastership.  For  this  reason  he  could 
well  afford  to  be  most  courteous  to  his  rival,  and  indeed  to 
all  the  masters,  without  compromising  himself. 

Only  one  guild  had  still  to  make  its  appearance,  —  the 
tanners'.  Those  who  were  waiting  agreed  that  the  contest 
must  have  been  a  hot  one  in  the  Kaland,  and  as  the  tanners 
were  sworn  foes  of  the  shoemakers,  they  would  surely  vote 
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for  the  council.  And  so  it  was.  When  Peter  Flachs,  with 
his  four  masters,  arrived,  he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  stand 
with  Henneberg  on  the  side  of  the  council. 

Rokswale  took  the  speaker's  chair  of  the  Kaland  brother- 
hood. On  this  occasion  he  could  not  altogether  conceal  his 
agitation,  —  the  result  of  his  personal  ambition,  combined 
with  the  sense  of  the  importance  of  this  sitting,  and  its  pos- 
sible consequences.  He  tried  to  acquit  himself  of  his  task 
as  quickly  as  possible,  but  his  speech  was  not  so  fluent  as  on 
former  occasions,  as  he  addressed  them  as  follows  :  — 

''Honored  masters,  dear  brethren  and  friends!  Let  us 
make  no  long  speeches,  but  proceed  to  our  business,  inasmuch 
as  we  know  the  cause  which  has  brought  us  together  ;  that  is, 
to  vote  whether  it  becomes  us  to  defy  the  command  of  the 
Holy  Father  and  to  bring  the  ban  of  excommunication  upon 
our  good  town,  or  to  comply  with  the  exhortation  of  the  legate 
and  depose  our  council.  Every  one  of  us  has  made  up  his 
mind,  and  it  only  remains  to  count  the  votes  and  to  announce 
the  result.  Therefore,  dear  brethren,  I  beg  ye  who  are  for 
the  council  to  come  to  my  right,  and  those  who  are  against 
it  to  my  left  hand. 

The  division  was  quickly  made,  as  was  to  be  expected. 
The  majority  stood  on  the  left,  whereas  the  minority  gath- 
ered around  Gotthard  Henneberg  like  a  forlorn  hope  around 
its  leader. 

The  guild  masters  and  all  the  masters  were  honorable 
men,  brought  up  from  childhood  in  the  usages  of  the  crafts, 
and  though  their  manners  were  no  gentler  than  those  of  their 
rough  journeymen,  they  were  upright;  and  though  jealous 
and  directly  opposed  to  one  another  in  this  hard  contest,  yet 
no  angry  words  were  uttered  on  either  side,  but  with  set 
faces  they  looked  to  see  who  stood  on  the  right  and  who  on 
the  left.  The  final  result  of  the  count  was,  that  of  the 
thirty-six  guilds  of  Liineburg,  ten  only  were  for  the  council, 
while  the  rest  were  all  against  it. 

"Dear  brethren,  ye  see  how  matters  stand,"  said  Roks- 
wale to  the  minority.  "Ye  see  we  are  much  stronger,  even 
counting  against  us  some  substantial  burghers,  and  perhaps 
the  men  of  the  salt-works.  Ye  cannot  even  then  oppose  us 
successfully.  I  ask  ye,  will  ye  not  join  us,  and  make  com- 
mon cause  for  concord  and  harmony  ?  " 

He  knew  well  enough  that  this  was  impossible,  but  he 
wished  to  give  the  impression  that  he  hoped  Henneberg  and 
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his  adherents  might  come  over  to  his  side.  The  cooper 
answered  at  once,  with  disdain,  — 

"  We  to  join  ye  !  Hah  !  a  fine  offer,  Rokswale  !  See  ye 
not  how  it  will  end?  Your  unfaith  toward  the  council,  and 
all  its  consequences,  ye  have  to  answer  for  to  God  and  your 
consciences.  We  must  retire  to  our  houses,  and  if  ye  attack 
us,  we  must  then  appeal  to  force." 

44  Ye  will  not  need  to  go  so  far  as  that,  Henneberg,"  cried 
Rokswale,  hiding  his  anger.  "  What !  are  ye  not  friends? 
Shall  we  not  pledge  ourselves  to  our  brethren  here  not  to 
use  force  ?  " 

44  Yes,  yes  !  "  answered  the  crowd,  sulkily  ;  4<  if  they  will 
keep  the  peace,  we  will  do  so,  also." 

44  So  be  it!"  said  Master  Gotthard.  "  We  will  trust  to 
your  word,  and  now  peace  to  ye.  Come,  brethren  !  "  he 
called  to  his  adherents,  "  we  have  nothing  more  to  do  here." 

44  Hold,  Henneberg!"  called  out  Dorgerloh,  *'  we  are 
about  choosing  a  new  council,  and  thou  shouldst  have  a  seat 
in  it.  Even  we  would  wish  thee  to  sit  with  us.  Wilt  thou 
do  so?" 

Master  Gotthard  was  silent ;  then  his  face  flushed,  and 
controlling  himself  with  an  effort,  he  said,  4t  I  will  take  it 
for  granted  thou  art  in  earnest,  and  that  this  is  not  a  poor 
jest,  and  so  give  thee  an  answer  in  seriousness,  which  is, 
that  I  have  already  refused  to  enter  the  legal  and  legiti- 
mate council,  and  all  the  more  do  I  refuse  now.  There 
can  be  no  place  for  me  with  disloyal  usurpers." 

Bitter  words  and  threatening  looks  were  now  directed 
towards  the  cooper,  and  Rokswale  answered,  — 

"  Henneberg,  is  this  the  way  to  the  peace  which  thou  hast 
agreed  to?  We  are  no  disloyal  men.  Take  back  thy  word, 
and  go  in  peace  !  " 

44 1  take  nothing  back,"  answered  Gotthard.  44I  differ 
from  ye  as  day  from  night,  and  one  thing  I  would  say 
plainly :  beware  of  tampering  with  the  rights,  property,  and 
freedom  of  this  town,  which  I  would  willingly  give  my 
life  to  defend,  and  for  which  yours  is  not  too  precious 
to  be  lost." 

4'  Whom  do  ye  suspect?  what  mean  you?  "  cried  his  oppo- 
nents, angrily,  as  one  man. 

4 'None  of  ye,  as  ye  know;  but  outside  stand  those  who 
are  watching  for  power,  as  an  animal  for  its  prey.  They 
are  as  crafty  as  ye  are  honest  and  misguided.  Rokswale, 
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Dorgerloh,  and  all  of  ye,  remember  that  one  day  ye  must 
account  for  all  ye  do  now,  or  cause  to  be  done  !  " 

"Keep  thy  admonitions  to  thyself;  we  are  no  prentice 
boys,"  was  the  retort. 

"  Go  thy  ways,  and  wait  until  thy  advice  is  asked,"  cried 
those  on  the  left. 

"We  can  find  our  way  without  thee,"  came  back  the 
retort  from  the  party  of  the  right.  Sharper  words  followed, 
and  threats,  and  the  antagonists  grew  more  and  more  heated. 
In  vain  Hans  Laffert  tried  to  pacify  them,  and  lifting  his 
hands,  begged  them  to  separate  in  peace.  But  his  voice  was 
overpowered  in  the  din  and  uproar.  Then  Master  Gotthard 
called  out,  "Come,  my  brethren,  they  a  e  courting  trouble  !  " 
And  Henneberg,  at  the  head  of  his  fifty  faithful  men,  de- 
parted, while  their  opponents  looked  after  them,  some  with 
threatening  looks,  others  in  deep  silence,  until  the  door  had 
closed  behind  them. 

When  Master  Gotthard's  tall  figure  appeared  on  the  steps 
of  the  Kaland,  silence  also  fell  on  the  crowd  outside,  but 
was  soon  followed  by  an  uproar  on  the  part  of  the  enemies 
of  the  council,  incited  by  Dalenborg  and  his  friends.  De- 
cision had  been  given  ;  the  council  was,  then,  defeated.  But 
where  were  the  victors,  were  they  already  electing  a  new 
council?  Quiet  returned;  the  curious,  impatient  throng 
eagerly  watched  the  door  of  the  Kaland,  hoping  presently  to 
see  the  new  councillors  step  forth.  Some  of  the  masters  of 
the  loyal  guilds  approached  Henneberg,  asking  what  they 
should  do.  "  Shall  we  ring  the  bells  ?  " 

"No,"  he  answered;  "I  promised  that  we  would  keep 
the  peace.  Let  us  go  home,  and  let  them  do  what  they  like  ; 
our  day  is  coming  !  " 

With  firm  steps  he  went  from  the  market-place,  but  with 
only  a  few  of  his  followers,  the  greater  part  being  anxious 
to  see  what  was  to  follow. 

From  the  adjoining  building  in  the  Verden  Hof  another 
anxious  crowd  regarded  with  satisfaction  the  retreat  of  their 
opponents.  These  were  the  prelates,  among  them  the  supe- 
riors of  Lime  and  St.  Nikolai,  and  others,  impressing  the 
dean  of  Halberstadt  with  a  due  sense  of  their  assiduous 
efforts.  It  was  due  to  them  that  the  bulk  of  the  citizens, 
especially  the  women,  had  given  them  this  success.  As  a 
reward,  they  wished  the  pope's  ambassador  to  procure  for 
them  more*  influence  and  benefits  for  their  convents  and 
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churches,  the  superior  of  Lime  having,  moreover,  his  own 
secret  scheme  for  his  aggrandizement.  Meanwhile  the  coun- 
cil received  information  as  to  its  affairs.  From  time  to 
time  trustworthy  messengers  found  their  way,  by  a  private 
door,  into  the  Town  House,  where  its  members  were  assem- 
bled. 

After  the  departure  of  the  loyal  guilds,  one  hundred  and 
thirty  masters  of  the  other  party  remained  in  the  hall  of  the 
Kaland,  and  Rokswale  now  felt  sure  of  success. 

He  was  mistaken,  though  his  proposal  to  elect  a  new 
council  at  once,  and  have  it  assemble  in  the  Town  House, 
found  ready  assent,  as  well  as  that  of  Hesterwegen,  that 
the  men  to  whose  efforts  their  triumph  was  due  should  take 
a  leading  part  in  the  election  ;  namely,  Dalenborg,  Ulrich 
Schupper,  and  Heinrich  Sengstake. 

This  was  distasteful  to  Rokswale,  yet  he  could  not  prevent 
the  execution  of  this  proposition,  and  his  suggestion  that 
only  the  masters  should  take  part  was  unnoticed.  A  suspi- 
cion had  gained  ground  that  Rokswale  aimed  at  the  highest 
place,  and  as  this  had  been  noised  about  among  the  masters, 
every  one  of  whom  was  jealous  of  the  others,  the  cry  arose, 
"  Let  us  have  Dalenborg  for  burgomaster  !  "  Schupper's  and 
Sengstake's  names  were  also  heard,  but  not  from  so  many 
voices. 

They  were,  therefore,  called  into  the  hall,  and  received 
with  applause.  This  it  was  for  which  they  had  been  hoping 
and  waiting :  to  be  called  for  by  the  guilds  which  practi- 
cally governed  the  town !  Now  might  they  begin  to  reap 
that  they  had  sown. 

Roks wale's  hopes  had  suddenly  burst  like  a  soap-bubble, 
and  with  bitterness  in  his  heart,  he  yet  assumed  a  cheerful 
air,  and  with  forced  politeness  invited  Dalenborg  to  take  his 
place  and  preside  over  the  choice  of  councillors,  which 
Dalenborg  did  with  alacrity.  He,  as  well  as  Schupper, 
thanked  the  masters  effusively  for  their  confidence,  and 
promised,  on  behalf  of  the  new  government,  to  do  great 
things  for  them. 

As  Schnpper  had  been  a  member  of  the  council  previ- 
ously, he  was  quickly  elected  second  burgomaster.  Then 
Dalenborg  proposed  Sengstake  and  Johann  Niebuhr  for 
councillors,  as  being  good  men  of  business,  much  needed 
in  such  times  as  these,  and  the  latter  were  chosen  in  as  short 
time  as  their  predecessors.  The  assembly  next  chose  for 
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councillors  the  masters  of  the  principal  guilds,  Rokswale  of 
the  brewers',  Dorgerloh  of  the  bakers',  Hesterwegen  of  the 
shoemakers',  Vogelsang  of  the  tailors',  and  Regenstorp  of 
the  butchers'.  A  voice  from  the  crowd  cried  out,  "  And 
Daniel  Sporken ! " 

"Yes,  certainly,  Daniel  of  the  lion's  den,"  a  dozen  voices 
repeated,  but  only  a  chorus  of  laughter  followed.  To  govern 
as  they  wished,  the  crafty  leaders  saw  that  they  now  had 
enough  artisans  to  fill  chairs,  and  they  needed  another  class 
of  men  wherewith  to  hold  the  former  in  check.  Therefore 
Dalenborg  expressed  a  wish  —  which  came  from  him  like  an 
order  —  that  the  five  other  chairs  should  be  filled  by  good 
men  among  the  salt  masters,  inasmuch  as  the  affairs  of  the 
salt-works  would  be  the  first  care  of  the  new  council.  The 
masters  would  have  preferred  more  artisans,  but  jealousy 
stood  in  the  way  of  their  naming  any  such,  and  therefore 
five  salt  masters  were  elected  without  much  reflection. 

They  were  honest  enough  men,  but  of  small  ability,  an 
the  burgomasters,  as  well  as  the  new  councillors,  were  sure 
of    their  pliability,  the   only  question   being  under  who 
influence  they  would  probably  fall.     A  messenger  was  now 
sent  to  salt  master  Gildehaus,  and  to  the  other  four,  who 
had  been  already  secretly  notified,  to  appear  in  the  Kaland. 
In  this  way  the  new  council  was  elected  before  the  old  one 
was  dissolved,  while  among  the  members  of  the  former  there 
was  not  half  the  confidence  that  existed  among  the  old  coun- 
cillors.    The  proposition  of  one  master,  that  in  case  of  mat- 
ters of  great  moment  a  committee  of  sixty  burghers  should 
assist  the  council,  already  bore  witness  to  this  want  of  confi- 
dence among  the  members  of  the  new  council.     It  met  with 
much  approval  outside  their  body,  but  of  course   was   n 
favored  within  it.     The  new  councillors,  however,  could  no 
absolutely  oppose  it  without  implying  that  their  official  acts 
could  not  bear  the  light ;  and  this  new  dignity,  which  gav 
the  burghers  a  share  of  influence  in  the  council,  comfor 
those  who  had  hoped  to  be  elected  to  it.     Accordingly  th 
sixty  burghers  were  chosen,  under  the  name  of  "The  Sixty." 
After  the  five  salt  masters   had  been  installed,  Dalenborg 
made  an  address,  saying,  — 

"Honored  sirs  and  friends!  now  that  we  have  proceeded 
so  far,  we  can  present  to  the  assembled  citizens  our  new 
government,  chosen  unanimously  by  all  the  best  and  most 
influential  men  of  our  city.  We  will  therefore  proceed  to 
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the  Town  House,  and  demand  that  the  old  council  shall 
resign.  I  expect  of  ye  that  ye  will  stand  by  me  and  execute 
any  orders  which  I  may  give  for  the  well-being  and  security 
of  this  town.  Ye  have  sworn  not  to  use  force  against  our 
opponents  if  they  keep  the  peace,  but  if  we  wish  peace  we 
must  do  our  duty  in  our  new  office,  whatever  comes  of  it. 
Can  I  depend  on  ye  all  ?  " 

44  Yes,  yes  !  "  they  cried. 

44  Well,  then,  follow  me  !" 

Accordingly,  with  Schupper,  and  Sengstake,  and  the  new 
councillors,  and  the  guild  masters  following,  he  proceeded  to 
the  square  before  the  Kaland. 

There  they  were  received  with  boisterous  demonstrations, 
which  drowned  dissentient  voices,  and  Dalenborg  thus  spoke 
to  the  crowd, — 

w4  Citizens  and  friends,  here  is  your  new  council,  created 
by  the  will  of  the  largest  and  best  part  of  our  people.  We 
swear  to  protect  our  good  town  from  all  danger  and  disaster. 
We  will  do  all  we  can  for  the  crafts  and  craftsmen,  to 
improve  the  condition  of  the  poor,  and  to  pardon  all  offences 
against  the  old  government,  whether  done  in  secret  or 
openly,  and  in  general  we  will  do  all  that  you  can  in  reason 
require  or  expect  of  us.  Burghers  and  friends,  lend  us  your 
aid,  give  us  your  confidence,  to  possess  and  justify  which  we 
will  spare  neither  time,  nor  thought,  nor  labor.  Brothers, 
the  hour  of  our  freedom  has  come.  Let  us  use  it  as  we  have 
the  right  and  power  to  do.  Let  us  go  now  to  the  Town 
House ! " 

4t  To  the  Town  House !  to  the  Town  House ! "  echoed 
thousands  of  voices,  and  with  the  same  joyful  demonstra- 
tions they  had  hailed  the  old  council,  two  weeks  since,  they 
now  greeted  the  new  one.  The  crowd  pushed  through  the 
Sande  toward  the  market-place,  allowing  the  procession  of 
the  new  councillors  and  the  guilds  to  pass  through  it. 
Among  the  masters  were  many  who  felt  deeply  disappointed, 
but  none  more  so  than  Daniel  Sporken.  The  new  council 
was  completed  without  him  !  He  who,  as  Sengstake's  friend, 
knew  all  that  a  councillor  should  know.  It  was  shameful ! 

Tired  of  the  whole  business,  he  was  about  to  go  home,  to 
be  comforted  —  or  laughed  at  —  by  his  wife,  when  a  master 
seeing  him,  called  out,  "  Daniel,  we  could  not  elect  thee ; 
everybody  knows  thou  art  too  hot-headed  and  daring,  and  in 
speaking,  nobody  could  come  near  thee  !  "  The  by-standers 
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burst  out  laughing,  and  Daniel,  chagrined,  and  without  a 
word  to  say  for  himself,  slunk  away  to  his  den. 

In  the  market-place  a  number  of  masters  and  journeymen, 
all  armed,  as  if  by  preconcerted  agreement,  thronged  "about 
the  burgomaster,  surrounding  him  like  a  body  guard,  and 
forced  themselves  with  him  into  the  Town  House.  As  many 
as  could  followed  after,  filled  the  steps,  passages,  and  halls, 
and  many  pressed  into  the  great  audience  chamber,  where 
sat  the  assembled  council. 

A  deep  and  embarrassing  silence  fell  upon  the  crowd,  as 
the  hostile  burghers  stood  face  to  face  with  the  men  whom 
they  had  been  accustomed  for  long  years  to  honor  and  obey, 
and  whom  they  would  now  overthrow  with  bold  defiance  and 
force.  Many  an  honest  artisan's  heart  beat  loudly,  and  he 
cast  down  his  eyes  to  avoid  the  severe  glance  of  the  burgo- 
master, the  sadness  of  the  true-hearted  Viskule,  or  the  mild 
reproach  in  the  face  of  Mildehovet.  The  burgomaster  leaned 
back  in  his  chair  with  folded  arms,  and  a  disdainful  expres- 
sion about  his  mouth,  as  he  reviewed  the  threatening  host. 
Tobing  held  his  sword  between  his  knees,  and  grasped  the 
hilt  with  both  hands.  All  sat  on  one  side  of  a  long  table, 
which  had  been  brought  forward  to  keep  off  the  multitude. 

The  painful  silence  did  not  last  long. 

Dalenborg  stepped  forth,  and  casting  a  look  of  hatred  at 
Springintgut,  he  began,  — 

"  According  to  the  will  of  the  city,  ye  who  have  brought 
the  town  to  calamity  and  ruin  are  removed  from  office.  Here 
stand  the  burgomaster  and  council  of  Luneburg." 

"  Let  us  behold  you  nearer,  ye  who  call  yourselves  burgo- 
master and  council  of  Luneburg ! "  answered  Springintgut. 
4 'They  have  made  thee  burgomaster,  Dalenborg,  —  and 
Ulrich  Schupper?  And  the  honorable  Master  Sengstake, 
also,  is  not  forgotten.  I  wish  the  Commonwealth  prosperity 
in  its  wise  choice.  Are  ye  not  ashamed  of  }Tourselves,  burgh- 
ers of  Liineburg?"  cried  he,  glowing  with  anger,  as  he  rose 
from  his  chair.  "  Are  ye  lost  to  honor,  nnd  have  ye  no 
longer  any  conscience,  or  have  }7e  all  gone  mad  together,  that 
ye  abandon  your  city  to  these  miserable  traitors  ?  " 

'•  Be  sparing  of  thy  big  words,  otherwise  thou  must  value 
thy  neck  but  lightly,"  threatened  Dalenborg.  "  We  have  now 
the  power,  and  can  do  with  thee  what  we  will." 

'k  Ye  have  stolen  the  power,  and  gloiy  therein,"  replied 
Springintgut.  "  Like  culprits  ye  appear  before  me 
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mighty  masters,  with  perjury  on  your  souls.    Look  me  in  the 
face,  if  ye  dare,  heroes  of  the  apron  !  " 

Loud  murmurs,  mingled  with  abuse,  were  the  auswer.  They 
glared  angrily  at  Springintgut,  and  some  would  even  have 
fallen  upon  him,  had  they  not  been  held  back  by  the  others. 

"  What  the  Holy  Father  commands,  cannot  be  perjury," 
said  Schupper  ;  "  ye  would  bring  the  ban  upon  us  —  " 

Dalenborg  interrupted  him,  exclaiming  to  the  councillors, 
4 '  Out  of  thy  seats,  or  we  will  throw  3*011  out !  We  have  the 
government  now,  and  ye  must  obey  us." 

"Obey  you?"  cried  Springintgut;  "ye  cannot  believe 
that.  But  take  the  government,  and  try  your  fate  with  the 
lions  of  Liineburg  !  "  and  he  seized  the  great  seal  of  the  city, 
that  lay  before  him,  and  struck  the  table  with  it,  as  if  he 
were  setting  the  seal  to  his  own  abdication,  and  the  ruin  of 
Liineburg. 

u  And  the  keys?"  demanded  Dalenborg. 

"  Seek  for  them,  if  thou  wouldst  have  them,"  said  Spring- 
in  tgut. 

44  Where  is  the  salt  master?"  inquired  Viskule. 

'4  The  salt  master  raises  not  a  finger  for  you,"  Dalenborg 
replied. 

"  Then  surely  he  must  be  dead." 

44  Nay,  he  sits  free  and  undisturbed  in  his  house." 

u  In  his  house?  Then  let  us  also  go  home,  dear  friends, 
and  there  bide  our  time,"  said  Springintgut  to  his  associates 
of  the  old  council,  preparing  to  depart. 

44  Stay  !  thou  goest  not  home  !  Into  '  the  stone  wine-cask  ' 
goest  thou,  Johann  Springintgut,"  cried  Dalenborg,  and 
added,  mockingly,  u  Thou  knowest  the  dark  chamber  ;  greet 
it  from  me  !  " 

Springintgut  turned  pale,  and  an  icy  chill  stole  over  him. 
But  Dalenborg  continued,  with  raised  voice,  "To  the  tower, 
with  all  of  you  who  sit  here  !  There  bide  your  time  till  we, 
the  council,  decide  upon  your  fate.  Friends,"  —  and  he 
turned  to  the  masters  and  journeymen  standing  near,  —  4'  ye 
know  already  what  I  have  determined.  Away  with  them  !  " 

"By  this  good  sword,"  cried  Tobing,  starting  up,  44  ye 
shall  never  take  me  alive  !  " 

In  a  flash  all  swords  were  unsheathed,  and  Dalenborg 
exclaimed,  *•  If  thou  demandest  bloodshed,  Master  Tobing, 
let  thine  be  the  first  to  be  spilt,  that  we  may  see  how  blue  it 
is.  Seize  him,  or  strike  him  down  !  " 
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But  Rokswale  rushed  forward,  followed  by  Dorgerloh  and 
Regenstorp.  They  spread  out  their  arms  to  keep  back  those 
who  were  pressing  forward,  and  Rokswale  cried,  with  a  loud 
voice,  "Peace,  brothers!  no  blood  must  be  shed!"  And 
then,  turning  to  the  councillor,  "  Thou  knowest  well,  Master 
Tobing,  that  resistance  is  useless.  Submit,  and  no  harm 
shall  come  to  you.  We  must  keep  you  in  durance  for  a 
time,  in  order  that  peace  may  be  restored  to  the  city,  but  we 
will  have  no  fighting." 

u  Miserable  wretches,  cowards !"  cried  Tobing. 

Again  the  more  sensible  guild  masters  had.  difficulty  in 
preventing  their  insulted  companions  from  resorting  to  vio- 
lence. They  called  and  shouted  confusedly,  and  could  hardly 
wait  to  see  the  deposed  councillors  made  prisoners.  The 
latter  gathered  about  Tobing,  sword  in  hand,  to  defend  their 
lives,  but  this  excited  their  adversaries  still  more,  till  Spring- 
intgut  advanced,  with  sword  lowered,  and  spoke,  — 

'*  Spare  your  cries  ;  here  am  I !  Make  an  end  of  this,  and 
proceed  against  us,  as  ye  have  the  power.  I  only  desire  jus- 
tice ;  grace  will  I  never  ask  of  you ! "  And  then  to  the 
councillors,  "We  have  done  our  duty,  friends,  and  yield 
only  to  the  force  of  sedition  and  treachery.  I  close  the  last 
session  of  the  lawful  council  of  Luneburg.  And  so,"  he 
continued,  throwing  down  his  sword,  —  "  so  I  cast  away  the 
office  which  I  have  filled  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge  and 
power.  God  protect  the  city,  and  give  us  peace  in  our  day  !  " 

The  councillors,  having  resigned  themselves  to  their  fate, 
were  disarmed,  and  each,  surrounded  by  half  a  dozen  arti- 
sans, joined  by  more  outside,  were  escorted  to  their  appointed 
prisons,  Springintgut  to  "the  stone  wine-cask"  under  the 
Town  House,  Tobing  to  the  fortress  near  the  salt-works, 
Viskule  being  consigned  to  the  Blue  Tower  on  the  salt  gate 
wall,  and  the  rest  to  other  places  of  confinement. 

As  they  passed  through  the  city  on  their  ignominious  way, 
many  asked  themselves  the  same  question  that  Viskule  asked 
in  the  Town  House,  "  Where  is  the  salt  master?  " 

The  newly  elected  councillors  seated  themselves  in  the 
vacant  seats  in  the  council-room,  and  Burgomaster  Dalen- 
borg  said,  "  I  open  the  session  !  " 

Thereupon  the  hall  was  emptied,  and  the  victors  sat  for 
the  first  time  in  council. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

WHEN  Gotthard  Henneberg,  on  his  way  home  from  the 
Kaland,  came  to  Red  Cock  Street,  he  saw  his  wife  and 
daughter  standing  before  the  house  door,  gazing  down  the 
street,  and  watching  anxiously  for  him.  When  he  reached 
them,  they  embraced  him  joyfully,  thankful  that  he  had 
returned  safe  and  sound  from  the  dangers  which  they  feared. 
They  besought  him  to  tell  them  the  result  of  the  meeting, 
and  name  the  guilds  that  had  been  loyal  to  the  council.  He 
knew  nothing  of  what  had  transpired  after  he  left  the  Kaland, 
but  warned  them  to  be  prepared  for  the  most  foolish  and 
culpable  actions  that  an  excited  multitude  is  capable  of,  led 
by  vain  feather-heads,  or  still  worse,  by  men  inspired  with 
hate  and  avarice.  "I  feared,"  he  concluded,  "I  should 
give  way  to  my  indignation,  and  strike  out  right  and  left ; 
otherwise  I  would  have  gone  with  them,  to  witness  their  ex- 
travagant and  disgraceful  deeds." 

"Go  not,  Gotthard;  bide  with  us,"  pleaded  Johanna. 
"  When  Gilbert  and  the  others  come,  thou  wilt  learn  all." 

"Nay,  nay,  I  will  not  go,"  he  answered,  and  paced  up  and 
down  the  room  for  some  time,  without  speaking,  but  looking 
at  his  sword  meanwhile,  which  he  had  placed  near  the  door; 
it  seemed  to  have  an  irresistible  attraction,  and  almost  to 
beckon  him. 

"  Johanna  !  "  he  cried,  at  last,  "  let  me  go  !  I  cannot  rest ! 
I  think  I  hear  my  name  called  from  the  market-place,  the 
tolling  of  a  bell  in  mine  ears  ;  the  traitors  may  be  storming 
the  Town  House,  and  to  think  I  am  not  there  !  I  believe  we 
could  resist  them ;  they  are  divided  among  themselves  — " 
And  he  seized  the  sword. 

But  Johanna  fell  into  his  arms.  "  Gotthard,  not  to-day  ! 
not  now  !  "  she  implored  ;  u  they  are  enraged,  and  thou  thy- 
self hast  no  longer  thy  usual  composure,  and  wouldst  do 
what  thou  wouldst  later  regret." 

"  Father,  I  will  go,  and  hear  and  see  how  matters  stand, 
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and  bring  thee  back  intelligence  thereof,  but  thou  abide  with 
mother  ;  go  not  into  the  midst  of  their  fury  !  "  said  Ilsabe. 

"  Consider  the  councillors,"  replied  the  master.  "  I  cannot 
leave  them  in  the  lurch !  Their  lives  are  peradventure  in 
danger ;  I  can  at  least  defend  them."  And  again  he  took 
up  the  sword. 

u  Gotthard ! "  and  Johanna  laid  her  hand  upon  his 
shoulder,  "  I  suffered  unspeakable  distress  when  it  was  said 
that  the  church's  ban  was  to  be  laid  upon  us,  but  thou 
heardst  no  sound  of  complaint  from  me.  I  wept  in  silence, 
and  prayed  for  our  souls'  salvation,  but  with  no  word  of 
mine  did  I  strive  to  hinder  or  influence  thee,  though  I  well- 
nigh  despaired.  Now  that  has  passed.  The  ban  has  been 
withheld,  God  be  praised !  but  hear  my  petition,  let  us  not 
have  bloodshed.  If  thou  goest  forth  now,  and  drawest  thy 
sword,  blood  will  flow  on  both  sides,  and  there  will  be  no 
end ! " 

"  Johanna,"  answered  Gotthard,  "  if  I  were  sitting  in  the 
council  now,  in  the  old  council,  as  Viskule  would  have  had 
me,  and  as  thou  also  wishedst,  and  I  with  the  others  were  in 
dire  need,  and  my  friends  left  me  in  the  lurch  —  " 

'•Thou  hast  proclaimed  thyself  for  peace,  father,"  said 
Ilsabe,  boldly. 

"  In  sooth,  I  have  done  so,"  cried  the  master,  thrusting 
his  sword  into  a  corner.  "  It  is  true,  and  I  now  sorely  regret 
it."  He  threw  himself  into  his  arm-chair,  and  sat  there, 
brooding  darkly  over  the  future.  Johanna  sat  beside  him, 
clasping  his  hand,  while  Ilsabe  stroked  the  golden  hair,  now 
becoming  silvery,  which  was  cut  short  across  the  brow,  but 
hung  down  at  the  sides  and  back  in  flowing  locks. 

"  Regret  it  not,  Gotthard,  that  thou  hast  upheld  peace," 
said  Johanna,  as  she  saw  how  his  mind  was  disturbed  ;  "it 
was  prudent  and  wise.  Many  of  thine  opponents  have  their 
heads  turned  by  novelty,  and  befooled  by  false  hopes ;  but 
they  will  become  sober,  will  awake  as  from  a  drunken  sleep, 
and  if  they  see  their  town  betrayed  and  sold  by  caitiffs,  they 
will  flock  to  thee  as  their  leader,  and  then,  Gotthard,  then  I 
will  not  hold  thee  back,  if  thou  tightest  for  right  and  freedom  ; 
but  to-day  it  would  be  merely  a  brawl  brought  on  in  blind 
rage  and  thirst  for  vengeance,  nothing  more." 

Gotthard  looked  at  Irs  wife  and  said,  u  Wilt  thou  bear  the 
ban,  also,  for  the  sake  of  the  rights  and  freedom  of  our  city?" 
I  would  fear  it  not,"  she  answered.  u  When  the  guilds 
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are  all  united,  and  rise  up  against  the  misuse  of  power,  they 
will  form  another  council  composed  of  the  wisest  and  best 
men  of  the  town,  who  will  come  to  an  amicable  agreement 
with  the  church,  without  pledging  honor,  freedom,  or  privi- 
leges. They  will  call  upon  thee,  Gotthard,  and  thou  wilt 
restore  to  us  again  joy  and  peace." 

"Whence  comes  this  persuasion,  Johanna?"  asked  the 
master,  with  surprise. 

"  Since  thy  conversation  with  Viskule  here,  when  he  sum- 
moned thee  to  become  a  councillor,  and  thou  spokest  of  a 
work  which  awaited  thee,  I  have  reflected  upon  it,  and  in  the 
sleepless  nights  of  the  last  weeks  have  thought  it  all  out. 
Dost  thou  not  think  I  am  right?" 

"  Yea,  dear  wife  ;  indeed  I  think  thou  art,"  said  Gotthard, 
pressing  her  hand. 

He  appeared  more  composed,  and  bowed  his  head  in 
thought.  Suddenly  Ilsabe  cried  out,  at  the  window,  "  Gil- 
bert !  he  bleeds  !  "  and  rushed  to  meet  her  brother. 

He  entered,  with  a  face  covered  with  blood.  "  It  is  noth- 
ing," said  he  ;  "give  me  a  cloth  and  some  water." 

The  master  sprang  up.  "  "Blood!"  cried  he.  "Gilbert, 
has  it  begun  ?  Bring  me  mv  armor  !  " 

"  It  is  nothing,  father,"  said  Gilbert ;  "  it  is  all  over." 

"What  is  over?"  asked  the  master. 

"  We  tried  to  release  the  councillor,  Master  Viskule." 

"  Release  him  !     Is  he  imprisoned?  " 

"  Yea  ;  they  are  all  in  the  towers." 

"The  councillors?" 

"  Yea;  all  of  them." 

1 '  My  armor !  Death  and  destruction  !  My  armor,  Ilsabe  ! 
This  is  a  violation  of  the  peace  !  I  must  be  gone  !  This  can- 
not be  the  will  of  the  citizens,"  cried  the  master,  almost 
frantically,  while  he  bound  on  his  sword  with  trembling 
hands. 

"Bide  with  us,  father  !  "  said  Gilbert ;  "  they  have  done  it 
all,  all  without  resistance.  Thou  canst  right  nothing  ;  it  is 
altogether  impossible  ;  rely  upon  that,  otherwise  I  would  not 
be  here.  The  little  wound  is  not  worth  thought !  " 

Arnold  and  Jacob  now  came  in  with  Lutke,  and  confirmed 
the  account  that  the  councillors  had  all  been  carried  off  to 
prison,  amid  the  contumely  of  the  multitude,  but  that  all  was 
now  quiet  in  the  town,  and  that  the  people  had  gradually 
dispersed. 
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"  Oh !  the  traitors  !  the  cowards  !  "  ejaculated  the  master ; 
"  and  I  sit  here  with  my  hands  bound,  and  my  heart  full  of 
grief  and  shame  at  such  baseness  !  If  I  only  had  Schutten- 
helm  and  Schnewerding  and  a  dozen  others,  with  their  jour- 
neymen !  Let  me  go  !  1  will  gather  them  together,  and  we 
will  storm  the  prisons  !  " 

But  Johanna  hung  about  his  neck,  crying,  "  "We  cannot 
let  thee  go  ;  thou  wouldst  surely  perish,  and  we  should  never 
see  thee  again."  Ilsabe  clung  to  his  arm  with  true  Henne- 
berg  strength,  while  Gilbert  stood  in  front  of  his  father,  and 
Arnold  guarded  the  door,  and  Jacob  and  Lutke  sought  to 
unbuckle  the  master's  sword. 

In  this  manner  his  beloved  ones  wrestled  with  the  large- 
hearted  man,  and  with  difficulty  held  him  back.  He  was  in 
a  state  of  terrible  agitation. 

Gilbert  had  received  a  slight  wound  upon  the  cheek.  While 
the  mother  washed  it,  he  related  to  them  what  he  had  seen 
and  heard.  As  they  were  leading  Master  Heinrich  Viskule 
to  prison,  Gilbert  had  made  signs  to  the  coopers  and  sailors 
who  were  standing  near,  and  they  had  followed  the  men  who 
guarded  him,  to  attempt  his  release.  On  the  open  space 
before  the  Blue  Tower  they  attacked  his  guard,  and  blood- 
shed followed.  Baldwin,  also,  had  seen  his  father  pass, 
from  Brombsen's  corner  house  on  the  market-place,  and  had 
accompanied  him.  Master  Viskule  had  commanded  the  com- 
batants to  separate  ;  but  the  struggle  had  been  hot  for  a 
time,  and  he  could  perchance  have  escaped  if  he  had  chosen. 
Then  his  guard  had  been  re-enforced,  and  his  friends  were 
obliged  to  withdraw,  while  he  was  committed  to  prison. 
They  had  given  and  received  many  good  thrusts,  and  Bald- 
win—  Gilbert  stopped,  seeing  Ilsabe's  anxious  face. 

"  And  Baldwin?"  cried  she,  forgetting  everything. 

"  He  fared  worse  than  I,"  said  Gilbert ;  "  he  was  stabbed 
in  the  arm,  but  the  wound  isn't  dangerous." 

A  stab  in  the  arm  !  Ilsabe  stayed  to  hear  no  more,  but 
rushed  away  without  thought  or  hesitation. 

"  Ilsabe  !  "  the  mother  called  out,  but  the  house  door  closed 
heavily  behind  her.  She  had  gone. 

41  Let  her  go,  mother,"  said  Gilbert.  "  She  can  helpHilde- 
gund  ;  there  is  no  reliance  to  be  placed  upon  Barbara." 

Certainly  no  reliance  was  to  be  placed  upon  Barbara.  She 
had  locked  herself  in  her  chamber,  and  would  see  no  one, 
and  she  was  heard  moving  about,  as  if  she  were  preparing  to 
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depart.  They  all  seemed  to  have  lost  their  heads  in  the  Vis- 
kule  mansion.  The  old  master  imprisoned,  the  young  master 
wounded  !  What  would  happen  next  ? 

Baldwin  reached  home  later  than  Gilbert,  for  he  was 
obliged  to  thread  his  way  carefully  through  by-ways,  as  in  the 
crowded  streets  he  ran  the  risk  of  being  arrested  as  a  dis- 
turber of  the  peace. 

Up  the  steps  flew  Ilsabe,  and  into  the  living-room.  There 
she  found  Hildegund,  with  Martin,  the  old  servant  of  the 
councillor,  who  was  occupied  in  cutting  Baldwin's  sleeve, 
while  the  tears  ran  down  his  furrowed  cheeks.  Baldwin  was 
pale,  but  at  Ilsabe's  entrance  his  face  brightened,  and  he 
exclaimed,  "O  Ilsabe,  thou  comest !  Thou  makest  me 
better  already." 

When  Ilsabe  saw  him  again,  for  the  first  time  after  their 
meeting  in  the  banquet  hall,  she  hesitated  a  moment  as  if 
she  would  have  fled,  but  love  quickly  conquered,  and  she 
approached  Baldwin  in  order  to  examine  his  wound.  Hilde- 
gund also  was  comforted  to  have  her  friend  at  her  side. 

"  Bring  some  water,  Martin  !  "  commanded  Ilsabe  ;  "  and  a 
sponge  and  some  linen.  We  will  take  care  of  the  rest." 

Martin  hastened,  as  fast  as  his  old  legs  would  permit,  and 
the  two  maidens  carefully  uncovered  Baldwin's  arm.  He 
had  received  a  cu'  from  a  halberd  in  the  right  arm,  not  far 
from  the  shoulder.  The  weapon  had  not  penetrated  deeply, 
but  sideways,  tearing  the  flesh.  Ilsabe  sponged  the  wound 
tenderly,  while  Hildegund  tore  the  linen  into  strips. 

"  Hast  thou  no  plaster  in  the  house?"  asked  Ilsabe. 

"I  have  some,  mistress,"  answered  Martin,  and  went  to 
fetch  it. 

Baldwin  experienced  great  comfort  from  Ilsabe's  soft 
touch.  He  leaned  back  in  the  easy-chair,  without  moving 
his  ej'es  from  her  for  a  moment,  and  welcomed  his  injury  as 
the  occasion  of  her  ministrations.  He  did  not  think  to  ask 
how  Ilsabe  came  to  be  here,  but  felt  with  what  care  and 
firmness  she  did  all  that  was  necessary.  One  could  readily 
see  how  happy  she  was  to  help  him. 

"  Dear  interloper,  thou  art  meddling  with  the  chirurgeon's 
art,  but  thou  dost  understand  it  a  thousand  times  better  than 
he.  I  believe  in  thy  hands  any  wound  would  heal.  Rather 
would  I  have  thee  tend  it  than  any  one  else  in  the  world." 

She  looked  up  joyfully  ;  his  words  and  tone  were  as  balsam 
for  the  wounds  which  he  himself  had  inflicted  upon  her. 
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u  Wilt  tbou  be  my  leech,  Ilsabe?  "  he  continued.  "  I  will 
submit  to  thee  in  all  things.  But  thou  must  visit  thy  patient 
often ;  thy  presence  carries  healing  with  it  to  my  — " 
"  Heart,  also,"  he  would  have  added,  but  the  sentence  re- 
mained unfinished. 

Ilsabe  understood  him,  nevertheless,  and  bent  her  head 
that  he  might  not  see  her  blushes,  and  the  light  in  her  eyes. 
She  sought  to  compose  herself,  but  could  only  stammer, 
"  Yea,  Baldwin,  I  will  be  thy  leech." 

His  arm  was  now  bound  up,  and  save  for  the  burning  of 
his  wound,  he  was  comparatively  comfortable. 

"  How  fares  it  with  Gilbert?  "  he  asked. 

"Gilbert?  Is  Gilbert  also  wounded ?"  asked  Hildegund, 
alarmed. 

"It  is  not  bad,"  Ilsabe  assured  her.  "  He  has  a  slight  cut 
on  the  face,  which  does  not  signify.  My  mother  has  plas- 
tered the  wound." 

It  was  now  Hildegund's  turn  to  hasten  to  Gilbert's  side. 
She  was  about  to  depart,  when  she  bethought  herself  that 
there  was  a  mother  in  the  Hennebergs'  home,  and  that  she 
could  not  offer  her  assistance  without  betra}Ting  herself. 

u  Truly,  does  it  not  signify?"  she  asked  again. 

44  Truly  not,"  Ilsabe  repeated.  "I  think  Gilbert  will  soon 
come  himself." 

This  quieted  Hildegund,  but  her  sorrow  and  anxiety  for 
her  imprisoned  father  returned  with  redoubled  force. 

"  If  I  might  only  go  to  him  !  "  she  lamented,  "  and  could 
see  that  he  did  not  suffer  for  lack  of  the  necessaries  of  life." 

"  In  the  Blue  Tower  one  cannot  sleep  upon  a  bed  of  rose- 
leaves,  and  neither  can  any  visit  him,"  answered  Baldwin, 
sadly.  "  But  thou  needest  not  distress  thyself  greatly  ;  they 
will  do  him  no  injury,  for  our  father  is  beloved  by  the  whole 
community  as  no  other  councillor  is,  save  Marquard  Milde- 
hovet.  Surely,  they  will  soon  be  set  free  ;  perchance  to-mor- 
row ;  but  we  are  powerless  to  hasten  it." 

Ilsabe  was  describing  to  them  what  a  fiery  indignation  had 
seized  her  father  at  the  tidings  of  the  councillor's  imprison- 
ment, when  Gilbert  appeared  with  his  swollen  and  plastered 
face.  Baldwin  could  not  refrain  from  smiling,  when  he  saw 
his  friend's  countenance. 

"Do  not  smile,"  said  Gilbert;  "otherwise  I  shall  try  to 
smile  likewise,  and  that  is  what  I  am  not  able  to  do." 

"  Does  it  pain  thee?"  asked  Hildegund,  sympathizingly. 
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u  Nay  ;  very  little,"  replied  Gilbert. 

"I  wonder  much  whether  they  will  not  seize  us,"  said 
Baldwin,  "  by  reason  of  our  attempt  to  release  my  father." 

Both  Hildegund  and  Ilsabe  cried  out,  and  looked  at  Gil- 
bert and  Baldwin  with  the  greatest  anxiety. 

"Have  no  fears  on  that  score,"  Gilbert  replied;  "  they 
have  more  weighty  matters  to  attend  to." 

4 'If  ye  need  our  help  otherwise  than  in  binding  up 
wounds,  say  the  word,  and  we  are  ready  for  anything," 
exclaimed  Ilsabe.  "  I  can  shoot  with  the  cross-bow.'" 

"  And  I  can  ride  like  the  wind,"  said  Hildegund,  "if  it  is 
required  to  send  a  message  speedily." 

"And  if  needs  be,  I  can  wear  a  small  coat  of  armor," 
added  Ilsabe,  straightening  herself,  and  her  eyes  beaming 
with  courage  and  resolution,  —  the  very  picture  of  a  youthful 
heroine. 

Gilbert  sprang  up  and  embraced  his  sister,  and  Hildegund 
and  Baldwin  almost  envied  them  their  filial  affection. 

So  light-hearted  youth,  glowing  with  love  and  hope,  forgets 
even  the  most  pressing  troubles,  which  seem  to  encompass  it 
on  every  side. 

Both  the  Hennebergs  now  prepared  to  go,  and  Ilsabe  said 
to  Baldwin,  — 

"Keep  quiet,  Baldwin,  and  move  thy  wounded  arm  as 
little  as  possible.  Thou  hast  promised  to  obey  me." 

"Yea,  but  come  to-morrow  again,  Ilsabe,"  he  begged. 
And  Gilbert  said,  — 

"  Hildegund,  if  anything  unusual  should  befall,  send  for 
me  at  once." 

"  Surely  I  will,"  answered  she  ;  "  but  thou  needst  not  wait 
to  be  called.  Farewell  till  to-morrow,  Gilbert." 

"Dost  thou  truly  wish  me  to  come,  Hildegund?" 

"  I  wish  it,  Gilbert." 

"  Now  if  thou  dost  not  come,  Gilbert  —  "  laughed  Baldwin. 

"  It  will  be  because  I  am  in  prison,"  replied  he. 

The  Hennebergs  finally  took  their  leave.  Baldwin  looked 
at  Hildegund,  when  they  were  left  alone  together,  and  smiled 
significantly,  whereat  she  reddened. 

"  Come  hither,"  said  he.  She  went  to  him,  and  bending 
dowh,  pressed  a  kiss  upon  her  brother's  lips. 

"  That  is  from  Ilsabe,"  she  whispered,  roguishly,  for  the 
latter  had  kissed  her  at  parting. 

"  Many  thanks  !  "  laughed  Baldwin. 
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"Ah,  if  only  father  were  with  us  !  "  sighed  she,  as  she  left 
the  room. 

Gilbert  and  Ilsabe,  on  returning  home,  found  their  father 
still  in  a  very  disturbed  condition.  He  rejected  consolation, 
and  thought  only  of  some  metins  of  undoing  what  had  taken 
place,  and  of  averting  worse  misfortunes  in  the  future,  which 
he  anticipated  with  dread.  His  family  left  him  in  peace,  for 
they  knew  at  such  times  he  needed  to  be  alone,  and  through- 
out the  house  there  reigned  a  deep  silence. 

Toward  evening  an  officer  came  to  Master  Gotthard,  and 
brought  him  a  written  order,  signed  by  Burgomaster  Dalen- 
borg,  informing  him  that  he  was  a  prisoner  in  his  own  house, 
which  he  must  on  no  account  leave,  until  he  should  be 
released.  Master  Gotthard  surveyed  the  messenger.  "A 
prisoner !"  he  laughed;  "this  must  be  a  mistake.  I  shall 
go  when  and  where  it  pleaseth  me,  and  whoever  standeth  in 
my  pathway  does  so  at  his  peril."  He  tore  the  missive,  and 
gave  back  to  the  man  the  fragments.  "  There,  take  those  to 
Master  Dalenborg,  and  say  to  him,  word  for  word,  what  I 
have  told  thee." 

"  Bear  no  grudge  against  me,  master  ;  I  have  no  voice  in 
the  matter,"  replied  the  man.  "  I  must  obey  orders." 

"  Must  thou  ?  "  said  the  master  ;  "  well,  I  must  not." 

Thus  ended  a  day  extraordinary  in  the  annals  of  Lu'ne- 
burg.  How  much  had  it  brought  to  the  inhabitants  of  the 
proud  Hanse  town !  It  had  shown  them  the  power  of  the 
pope,  who  from  afar  had  changed  the  whole  course  of  their 
lives,  had  procured  for  the  prelates  a  great  triumph,  and  had 
assisted  a  few  malcontents  to  break  down  the  old  established 
order  of  things,  and  to  carry  out  their  own  crafty  schemes. 

But  all  the  fruits  which  this  day's  sun  helped  to  ripen  on 
the  tree  of  time  were  not  yet  harvested  ;  a  storm-wind  must 
first  come,  and  shake  them  from  its  shadowy  branches. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

ON  the  following  morning  the  old  town  of  Liineburg 
looked  precisely  as  it  had  three  days  or  three  months  before. 
The  towers  soared  into  the  air  as  ever,  untroubled  by  the 
thought  of  the  new  inmates  confined  within  their  massive 
walls ;  the  Town  House  stood  in  the  same  place  where  it  had 
stood  for  a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  and  appeared  not  to 
notice  that  it  had  changed  masters,  having  already  seen  so 
many  come  and  go,  nor  that  it  now  offered  its  last  head 
magistrate  no  better  accommodation  than  a  small,  dark 
recess  in  the  midst  of  its  huge  stone  body.  At  every  hour 
the  chimes  rang  out  the  old  tune,  as  they  had  rung  yesterday, 
through  all  the  tumult  and  alarm,  and  the  goddess  Luna  at 
the  fountain  smiled  as  beautifully  in  bronze  as  heretofore. 
Neither  did  the  aspiring  gables  with  their  swinging  weather- 
cocks disclose  to  the  floating  clouds  overhead  that  beneath 
them  hands  were  pressed  together  in  glee  or  folded  in  pas- 
sive despair. 

In  the  "Golden  Egg"  life  flowed  on  in  its  wonted  chan- 
nels, and  master  and  journeymen  resumed  the  work  which 
had  been  neglected  yesterday. 

Gotthard  Henneberg  was  quiet ;  he  had  resolved  over 
night  to  let  things  take  their  course,  and  shape  his  conduct 
according  to  the  turn  affairs  should  take.  The  greater 
trouble  concerning  the  common  weal  had  swallowed  up  his 
personal  grief  at  his  eldest  son's  share  in  the  conspiracy. 

Since  that  time  Arnold  had  done  his  duty  faithfully,  and 
had  been  most  dutiful  in  his  behavior  toward  his  father. 
The  master  saw  that  he  strove  to  atone  for  his  errors,  and 
once  more  began  to  open  his  heart  to  him,  speaking  a  few 
friendly  words  now  and  again,  thereby  gladdening  Johanna, 
who  had  been  doing  her  utmost  to  restore  peace  between 
father  and  son. 

Gilbert,  although  he  could  not  be  Gotthard's  journeyman, 
was  accustomed  to  perform  all  sorts  of  services  in  the  work- 
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shop,  which  were  of  no  small  assistance.  He  ground  the 
hatchets,  knives,  and  augers,  held  the  notching  and  riveting 
tools  in  place,  and  helped  his  father  describe  the  larger 
circles. 

As  he  sat,  this  morning,  alone  with  Ilsabe  at  the  early 
meal,  which  was  eaten  after  some  hours  of  work,  he-  said  to 
his  sister,  "  When  shall  we  set  forth?  " 

"  Why,  Gilbert!  what  art  thou  thinking  of?"  laughed 
Ilsabe,  "  they  are  barely  out  of  bed." 

' 4  The  laggards  !  "  he  grumbled  ;  ' '  but  thou  must  see  to 
thy  patient." 

"  And  thou  to  thy  well  beloved;  is  it  not  so,  Gilbert? 
But,  patience  !  An  hour  before  noon  we  will  set  out." 

"  No  earlier  than  that? " 

"  Nay,  brother  ;  no  earlier." 

"  Thy  poor  patient !     Belike  he  hath  fever." 

"  Nay,  he  hath  not  fever." 

Gilbert  sighed,  and  was  silent ;  after  a  time  he  broke  out, 
"  Come  up  with  me  to  our  father's  armory.  I  would  fain  see 
thee  in  a  coat  of  mail,  and  if  none  will  fit  thee,  I  will  carry 
one  to  Master  Schnewerding,  and  order  him  to  shape  it  to 
thy  size." 

44 1  am  willing!"  she  laughed,  and  followed  him  to  the 
armory. 

"  Heavens  !  "  cried  Gilbert,  as  they  entered  the  chamber  ; 
"is  my  father  going  to  equip  an  army,  that  he  needeth  so 
many  weapons  ?  The  store  has  much  increased  in  the  last 
:  years." 

All  armor  pleaseth  him,"  Ilsabe  answered;    "it  is  his 
only  extravagance." 

"  I  can  well  enter  into  his  feelings,  for  to  me  it  brings  de- 
light also.  Behold  !  Five  suits  !  Sufficient  for  father  and 
his  four  children  ;  thou  seest  one  for  thee  likewise.  Come 
hither  !  I  think  this  one  will  come  nigh  to  fitting  thee." 

He  buckled  the  armor  on  his  sister,  greatly  to  her  satis- 
faction. 

"  Not  so  tight !  "  she  exclaimed,  presently.  "  I  can  scarcely 
breathe." 

"  I  can  believe  it,"  laughed  he.  "But,  by  Jove!  thou 
lookest  grand,  with  thy  yellow  braids.  Nay,  thou  iieedst 
not  blush ;  I  am  thy  brother." 

She  looked  at  herself,  bent  over,  and  then  straightened  her- 
self up  again  and  stretched  out  her  arms. 
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"  An  iron  bodice  is  somewhat  inconvenient,"  she  said. 

"  One  soon  becomes  used  to  it,"  replied  Gilbert.  "  Now  be 
on  thy  guard,  and  I  will  give  thee  a  thrust,  if  thou  canst  bear 
it." 

"  Gently  ;  prithee,  thou  hast  the  strength  of  a  bear ! " 

"  Nay,  never  fear  !  "  He  seized  a  halberd,  and  struck  her 
with  it  somewhat  roughly,  upon  the  coat  of  mail. 

"  Ah  !  "  she  cried,  "  that  jarreth  me  !  " 

"  If  thou  wouldst  fight,  thou  must  not  heed  thumps. 
Guard  thyself  once  more  !  "  This  time  she  did  better. 

"  Now,"  said  her  brother,  "  put  on  this  helmet,  and  take  this 
short-sword  in  thy  hand.  We  will  fight  together.  Fear  not 
to  strike  out  boldly,  for  thou  canst  not  hit  me.  But  how 
fine  thou  art !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Hast  thou  a  mirror?  Stay  ; 
look  at  thyself  in  this  armor !  The  father  keeus  it  so  pol- 
ished I  must  ask  him  to  take  me  as  armorer  ;  that  will  give  me 
sufficient  occupation."  They  stepped  to  the  window,  and  he 
held  up  the  shining  armor,  in  which  she  laughingly  beheld 
her  martial  figure. 

"What  meaneth  this  masquerade?"  suddenly  inquired 
their  mother.  The  armory  lay  directly  over  the  kitchen, 
and  Mistress  Johanna  had  heard  the  footsteps  overhead,  and 
feared  that  Gotthard  was  arming  himself.  She  had  come 
up,  therefore,  and  found  her  daughter  instead,  in  battle 
array. 

"Mother,"  she  explained,  "Gilbert  is  teaching  me  to 
fight,  so  that  I  can  help  him,  if  need  be." 

"  Ye  are  both  a  little  crazed,  I  think,"  answered  the 
mother,  laughing. 

"Look  at  her,  mother;  is  she  not  magnificent?"  said 
Gilbert. 

"Come,  now,"  their  mother  replied,  "Baldwin  has  sent 
for  you." 

"  Baldwin?"  they  cried  out  simultaneously. 

"  Yea  ;  I  knew  not  where  ye  were,  and  thought  ye  must 
have  gone  to  him.  Only  think  !  Late  last  evening  Mistress 
Barbara  went  to  the  Convent  of  Liine,  and  took  Hildegund 
with  her." 

"  That  is  not  possible,"  exclaimed  Gilbert,  terrified. 
"  Hildegund  in  the  convent !  "  and  he  rushed  down  the 
stairs. 

Ilsabe  was  about  to  follow  him,  when  her  mother  called  to 
her,  "  Ilsabe,  whither  goest  thou  ?  In  armor !  " 
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"Quick,  mother!  Help  me  out  of  these  things!"  she 
cried. 

The  mother  had  trouble  to  loosen  the  buckles  quickly 
enough  to  suit  her  impatient  daughter,  the  not  very  pliable 
leather  straps  having  been  easily  fastened  by  Gilbert's 
strong  fingers,  but  not  yielding  readily  to  a  woman's  hand. 
Consequently  it  was  some  time  after  Gilbert  had  reached 
the  Viskule  mansion  that  Ilsabe  arrived,  and  Baldwin  was 
entreated  to  repeat  the  story  from  the  beginning,  which  he 
had  only  half  told  Gilbert. 

The  evening  before,  the  superior  of  Liine  had  come  and 
besought  Barbara  and  Hildegund  to  take  refuge  in  the  con- 
vent for  a  time.  The  families  of  the  imprisoned  councillors, 
so  he  said,  were  by  no  means  secure  in  their  homes  from 
assault  and  outrage  on  the  part  of  the  excited  multitude. 
Therefore,  the  superior  was  anxious  to  protect  his  friend 
Barbara  and  her  niece,  and  in  the  holy  peace  of  the  cloister 
they  would  be  safe  from  all  violence  ;  they  need  only  remain 
till  the  disturbances  in  the  city  had  subsided.  Barbara  had 
been  willing  enough  to  follow  the  superior,  but  Hildegund 
had  resisted  him  with  distrust,  until  finally,  alarmed  at  the 
representations  of  the  superior  and  moved  by  Barbara's 
urgency,  she  had  reluctantly  consented,  and  after  bidding 
Baldwin  farewell  had  taken  her  departure. 

"  And  thou  hast  suffered  her  to  go?"  asked  Gilbert,  re- 
proachfully. 

"  What  could  I  do?"  replied  Baldwin.  "  I  lay  in  bed, 
and  had  not  the  spirit  to  interfere,  and  she  will  be  well 
guarded  there,  at  all  events." 

"  Well  guarded  !  "  repeated  Gilbert,  despairingly. 

"But,    Baldwin,"  said  Ilsabe,  "thou  would  st  not 
Hildegund  become  a  nun  ?  " 

"  Hildegund  a  nun  !  "  and  he  laughed  aloud.  "  Who  ev< 
thought  of  such  a  thing  ?  Barbara  may  become  a  saint,  fc 
aught  I  care,  but  Hildegund  will  never  take  the  veil ;  I  kno> 
better  than  that,  and  I  think  that  thou  knowest  it  quite 
well  as  I  do." 

' '  But  are  you  not  aware  of  the  efforts  Cousin  Barbara  ai 
the  superior  have  used,  for  some  time,  to  induce  her  to  tal 
the  veil?" 

"  I  never  heard  a  word  of  it,"  Baldwin  replied. 

"  But  so  it  is,"  Ilsabe  assured  him ;  "  she  hath  told  us 
it  with  many  tears." 
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"We  can  do  nothing  now,"  answered  Baldwin;  "but 
wait  till  my  father  returns,  then  we  will  claim  her ;  they  dare 
not  refuse  him  his  daughter." 

"  An  abduction,  a  damnably  devised  abduction  ! "  muttered 
Gilbert. 

"  How  doth  thine  arm  feel?  "  asked  Ilsabe. 

"Right  comfortable,"  answered  Baldwin;  "it  will  be 
whole  again  in  two  or  three  days." 

"  But  who  will  care  for  thee,  in  the  mean  time,  to  see  that 
thou  lackest  nothing,  and  art  tended  properly  ?  " 

"  Thou,  Ilsabe  ;  thou  wilt !  "  laughed  Baldwin. 

"I?"  she  answered,  with  embarrassment,  and  yet  over- 
joyed that  he  desired  it. 

"  Why  not?  Try  for  once  what  it  is  to  be  mistress  of  the 
Viskule  mansion.  I  will  deliver  to  thee  the  keys  ;  thou  canst 
care  for  the  kitchen  and  cellar,  and  rule  over  the  menials,  and 
we  can  invite  Gilbert  to  be  our  guest.  What  sayest  thou?  " 

"  My  mother  would  never  suffer  it,"  she  replied,  with 
downcast  eyes. 

"At  least,  leave  Gilbert  here  to  bear  me  company,  and 
to  have  an  oversight  of  affairs  till  I  am  my  self 'again  ;  and 
thou  wilt  come  often  and  visit  thy  brother,  wilt  thou  not?" 

She  clasped  his  proffered  hand  with  comforting  assurances, 
while  Gilbert  was  utterly  oblivious  of  what  went  on  around 
him.  He  sat,  his  head  buried  in  his  hand,  brooding  sorrow- 
fully. How  he  rejoiced  in  the  thought  of  seeing  Hilde- 
gund  again  to-day,  and  instead  she  had  been  kidnapped,  and 
was  altogether  out  of  his  reach  in  the  convent,  where  she 
was  beset  by  dangers  not  less  than  in  the  town,  for  it  was 
far  from  a  safe  refuge  for  youth  and  innocence.  An  un- 
speakable fear  overpowered  him,  that  she  would  be  prevailed 
upon  by  falsehood  and  deceit  to  take  the  veil,  or  forced  to 
do  so  by  God  knows  what  disgraceful  means.  He  felt  sure 
of  her  love,  and  had  begun  to  cherish  the  hope  of  one  day 
possessing  her ;  but  now,  in  the  convent,  was  she  not  for- 
ever lost  to  him  ? 

Ilsabe  roused  him  out  of  his  sad  reveries. 

"Art  thou  going  with  me,  or  wilt  remain  here?"  she 
asked. 

"  I  will  go  with  thee,"  he  answered. 

"  But  thou  wilt  return,  Gilbert,  and  help  me  here  till 
father  is  released  from  prison,  wilt  thou  not?"  asked 
Baldwin. 
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44  Yea,  I  will  return,"  he  answered,  absently. 

"And  thou  also,  Ilsabe?"  She  nodded  affectionately  to 
him,  and  left  the  house  with  her  brother. 

Day  after  day  passed,  and  still  Master  Viskule  did  not 
come  back  ;  but  Gilbert  was  better  than  his  word,  and  early 
and  late  was  with  Baldwin,  initiating  himself  into  the  intri- 
cacies of  the  business,  and  with  his  aptitude  and  activity 
becoming  very  useful  to  his  friend. 

In  the  families  of  the  imprisoned  councillors  deep  sadne 
and  anxiety  reigned,  for  the  vindictive  leaders  of  the  ne 
council  showed  no  signs  of  relenting,  and  allowed  no  co 
munication  whatever  with  the  prisoners ;  indeed,  no  o 
even  knew  if  they  were  alive,  save  only  their  taci 
keepers. 

Meanwhile  secret  negotiations  had  been  carried  on  betwee 
the  three  heads  of  the  council  and  the  papal  legate,  which 
resulted  in  an  important  abatement  of  the  tax  on  the  owners 
of  the  salt-works,  and  in  the  annulling  of  the  city  debt.  In 
this  way  one  hand  washed  the  other,  and  as  each  party, 
through  mutual  claims  and  concessions,  had  obtained  from 
the  other  as  much  as  it  deemed  possible,  the  three  sought  to 
bring  the  matter  to  speedy  termination.  The  burgomaster 
wished  to  rid  himself  as  soon  as  might  be  of  the  legate's 
presence,  in  order  to  be  free  from  the  irksome  supervision  of 
so  powerful  a  dignitary,  and  to  be  able  to  act  his  own  plea 
ure.  The  legate  lodged  at  the  Verden  Hof  at  the  cost  of  t 
city,  and  was  made  very  comfortable.  On  the  broad  hear 
of  the  council's  kitchen  were  prepared  daily  the  most  savo: 
dishes  for  the  dainty  prelates  from  Halbertstadt,  and  on  th 
spits  in  the  huge  chimney  turned  the  juiciest  roasts.  01 
Ambrosius,  the  cellarer,  grumbled  loudly  when  he  was  cor 
manded  to  send  a  cask  of  wine  to  the  Verden  Hof,  for  tl 
dean  and  chaplains  were  not  only  joined  in  their  festivities 
by  the  noble  Ernst  von  Boltessen,  a  man  given  to  deep 
potations,  but  also  by  the  abbots,  priors,  and  superiors  of 
the  convents  and  churches  of  Liineburg,  who  were  fre- 
quently the  legate's  guests ;  and  the  mounted  followers  of 
the  knight,  who  were  not  overfed  at  Hasenburg,  ate  like 
hungry  wolves,  and  poured  incredible  quantities  of  beer 
down  their  thirsty  throats.  Their  horses  meanwhile  stood 
in  the  council  stable,  up  to  their  bellies  in  fresh  straw,  wi" 
their  noses  buried  in  a  crib  of  oats. 

So  uo  regret  was  expressed  when  the  legate  prepared 


THE  SALT  MASTER    OF  LUNEBURG.  261 

depart.  He  received,  as  was  the  custom  when  princes  or 
their  representatives  visited  the  city,  a  great  silver  cup  filled 
with  rose-nobles ;  the  knight  was  presented  with  a  cask  of 
wine,  as  a  token  of  friendliness,  and  the  chaplain  and 
mounted  attendants  did  not  go  away  empty.  Escorted  by 
the  council  and  ecclesiastics,  they  all  rode  forth  out  of  the 
gate  one  morning,  and  Sengstake  made  the  sign  of  the  cross 
behind  them. 

Very  few  full  sessions  were  held  by  the  new  council  in 
the  early  days  of  its  administration,  but  its  three  heads, 
Dalenborg,  Schupper,  and  Sengstake,  decided  everything 
among  themselves.  The  remaining  members  were  men  of 
straw,  ignorant  of  affairs,  and  innocent  of  the  intrigues  of 
their  leaders  ;  and  the  recently  appointed  committee  of  sixty 
was  not  regarded  at  all.  But  already  some  of  the  guilds 
began  to  be  impatient.  They  had  elected  the  council,  and 
they  wished  the  council,  in  return,  to  do  somewhat  for  them. 
The  five  guild  masters  who  were  councillors  were  impor- 
tuned to  say  why  laws  were  not  enacted  for  the  advantage 
of  their  constituents,  and  to  remember  their  brave  words  in 
the  beer-cellar  on  Rogation  Sunday.  Under  these  circum- 
stances it  was  difficult  to  know  what  reply  to  make,  as  they 
were  not  willing  to  confess  that,  as  yet,  they  had  had  no 
voice  in  the  new  government.  They  sought  to  cover  their 
embarrassment  by  declaring  that  they  were  bound  to  secrecy 
as  councillors,  and  also  by  feigning  to  be  greatly  occupied 
by  pressing  concerns.  The  artisans  shook  their  heads  stub- 
bornly, and  were  discontented  with  their  rulers,  whose  places 
they  moreover  coveted  ;  and  the  latter  were  indignant  with 
the  burgomaster,  by  whom  they  were  pushed  aside,  without 
being  consulted  as  to  their  wishes  or  opinions.  However, 
cajoled  by  their  leader,  they  tried  to  believe  his  assurances, 
that  he  only  wished  to  spare  them  troublesome  and  tedious 
preliminary  discussions,  and  that  in  good  time  everything 
should  be  submitted  to  the  assembled  council,  for  its  final 
decision.  But  when  they  heard  the  abuse  of  malcontents  in 
the  beer-cellar,  they  rejoiced  over  the  trouble  which  had 
arisen  so  soon,  and  hoped  for  complications  which  could 
only  be  solved  in  one  way.  "  This  results,"  it  would  be 
said,  "  from  suffering  outsiders  to  meddle  in  the  government 
of  our  town.  Now  have  we  jumped  out  of  the  frying-pan 
into  the  fire." 

One  day,  when  Daniel  Sporken  was  alone  in   the  work- 
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shop  with  Tim  mo  and   Hans,  he   suddenly  began,  "  Wei 
what  sayest  thou  to  the  new  council  ?     A  fine  set !     Not  for 
all  the  world  would  I  sit  among  them." 

"Master,"  said  Timmo,  "it  was  because  thou  wouldst 
have  been  the  wisest  there,  that  every  exertion  was  made  to 
hinder  thine  election.  Otherwise  a  seat  would  surely  have 
been  yours." 

Daniel  looked  up  to  see  if  Timmo  were  in  earnest,  or  if  he 
were  trying  to  make  a  fool  of  him.  But  Timmo  met  his 
master's  eye  quietly,  although  Hans  was  tempting  him  to 
laughter,  with  the  most  grotesque  faces  behind  his  master's 
back.  He  bent  over  the  sole  upon  which  he  was  working, 
and  continued,  "  Say  not,  master,  thou  wouldst  have  refused 
it.  Once  elected,  thou  wouldst  have  sacrificed  thy  time  ai 
strength  for  the  common  good,  I  know." 

Daniel  was  not  inclined  to  promise  this.  He  answei 
"  Gesche  is  oi  the  opinion  that  it  would  take  up  too  much 
of  my  time,  and  be  too  much  of  a  burden  ;  therefore,  she 
wisheth  not  to  have  me  a  councillor.  4  Shoemaker,  stick  to 
thy  last,'  she  said  to  me,  in  the  earnestness  of  her  heart. 
Gesche  is  a  wise  woman,  and  always  right." 

"  That  is  what  I  think,  likewise,"  replied  Timmo,  with 
emphasis.  "Master,  what  wilt  thou  do  with  the  green 
velvet  collar?  It  were  a  shame  not  to  use  that  costly  stuff. 
I  have  never  in  my  life  seen  such  a  beautiful  color  ;  it  is  like 
a  grassy  meadow  after  a  shower,  with  the  sun  shining  upon 
it!" 

"  Yea,"  said  Daniel,  scratching  his  head;  "I  could  have 
it  put  upon  my  yellow  Sunday  doublet,  but —  " 

"Thou  couldst,  indeed!  Upon  the  yellow  one!"  cried 
Timmo ;  "  and  if  thou  art  not  able  to  wear  it  in  the  Town 
House,  thou  canst  at  least  go  to  hear  the  preaching  in  it.  It 
will  light  up  the  whole  church !  " 

"But  Gesche  thinks—  " 

"  Oh,  she  will  be  pleased,  once  she  shall  see  it !     Give  me 
the  doublet  and  collar.     I  will  beg  Florentine  to  stitch  it  for 
thee  secretly,  and  then  we  can  surprise  thy  wife  with 
What  thiukest  thou ?     Will  she  not  be  astonished? " 

"  Yea,  that  will  she,"  replied  Daniel,  thoughtfully, 
might  try  it,  and  see  what  she  will  say.     I  will  give  thee  the 
things,  and  if  Mistress  Florentine  will  be  so  friendly  —  " 

"It  is  only  a  trifle,  and  we  have  made  her  an  excellei 
pair  of  shoes," 
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"  Is  she,  then,  satisfied  with  them?  " 

"  Entirely  !  they  seemed  moulded  to  her  feet.  I  put  them 
on  for  her,  myself." 

"  So  !  I  must  see  them,"  said  Daniel.  Hans  squinted  at 
him  from  behind  the  work-bench. 

"  What  think  you  of  her,  master?  The  maiden  knoweth 
what 's  what." 

"  Her  mistress,  likewise,  I  trow." 

"Mistress  Gronhagen,  meanest  thou?  I  do  not  know 
about  that,  but  perhaps  Sir  Ernst  von  Boltessen  knoweth ; 
he  hath  been  paying  his  court  to  her,  so  Florentine  told  me." 

"Hath  he,  indeed?" 

"  He  is  unwedded,  and  needeth  money,  moreover." 

"Who  needeth  money?"  asked  Gesche,  entering  at  that 
moment. 

"  Timmo,  and  I,  and  thou,  wife,"  Daniel  answered  ;  "  we 
all  need  money." 

"  As  if  that  were  anything  new,"  exclaimed  she,  scorn- 
fully ;  "  but  I  have  some  real  news." 

"What  is  it?"  cried  the  others,  simultaneously;  even 
Hans  joining  in,  with  wide-open  e}*es  and  mouth. 

"What  is  it?"  repeated  Gesche.  "Why,  the  outlawed 
cooper  has  been  made  warder  and  turnkey  of  the  Blue 
Tower." 

"  Anything  more?"  asked  Timmo. 

"  Master  Hemrich  Viskule,"  said  Daniel,  "the  former  pre- 
siding councillor  at  the  coopers'  meetings,  was  not  a  good 
friend  to  Dippold,  and  he  and  Henneberg  were  the  means  of 
turning  him  out  of  the  guild." 

"  That  is  just  it,"  cried  Gesche  ;  "  but  I  know  something 
else.  The  council  has  seized  all  Springintgut's  and  Tobing's 
silver,  valuables,  and  money.  What  sayest  thou  to  that?" 

"  That  it  never  would  have  been  done  had  I  been  council- 
lor !  "  observed  Daniel,  grandiloquently. 

"Surely  not,  master!"  Timmo  said.  "It  grieveth  me 
that  I  tried  to  dissuade  thee  from  it." 

"  Dolt !  "  mumbled  Gesche.     Daniel  sighed. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

DALENBORG,  Schupper,  and  Sengstake  had  now  attained 
the  goal  toward  which  they  had  so  long  toiled  and  struggled, 
and  formed  themselves  into  an  absolute  triumvirate,  which 
ruled  the  city  with  all  possible  cunning  and  circumspection. 
They  retained  their  adherents  among  the  artisans  by  promis- 
ing new  charters,  and  even  went  so  far  as  to  confer  with 
them  upon  the  subject,  but  no  practical  result  followed. 
Only  the  five  guilds  whose  heads  were  councillors  obtained 
some  small  privileges,  more  important  ones  being  promised. 
They  held  certain  effective  threats  over  the  heads  of  their 
adversaries ;  among  other  things,  causing  the  report  to  be 
bruited  about  that  the  warders  in  the  towers  had  orders,  in 
case  of  any  attempt  at  insurrection,  to  put  the  imprisoned 
councillors  to  death.  They  treated  every  one  in  the  town 
with  bland  courtesy,  and  overflowed  with  assurances  of 
friendship  and  good-will ;  notwithstanding  which,  they  dared 
not  summon  the  burghers  to  take  the  oath  of  allegiance,  and 
explained  this  unusual  delay  by  declaring  that  they  had  many 
points  to  alter  in  the  old  statutes  before  the  ceremony  took 
place.  They  filled  the  important  offices  and  many  subordi- 
nate ones  with  men  who  were  simply  their  tools ;  and  how 
much  they  had  contrived  to  put  into  their  own  pockets, 
through  the  transactions  with  the  legate,  the  confiscation  of 
Springintgut's  and  Tobing's  property,  and  by  enforced  con- 
tributions from  the  rest  of  the  ex-councillors,  besides  further 
settlements  with  the  prelates  and  duke,  naturally  no  one 
knew  but  themselves. 

But  secure  as  they  felt  themselves  in  their  seats,  there  was 
one  man,  who  was  still  at  large,  having  scornfully  cast  to  the 
winds  their  commands,  and  who  was  as  a  thorn  in  the  flesh,  — 
Gotthard  Henneberg.  They  feared  him  even  more  than  they 
hated  him,  and  how  to  render  him  powerless  was  their  most 
urgent  consideration. 

Master  Gotthard  observed,  with  silent  satisfaction,  that 
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the  members  of  the  recreant  guilds  greeted  him  again  in  a 
friendly  fashion,  as  they  were  wont  to  do  even  during  the 
late  sharp  disputes.  The  few  past  weeks  had  convinced 
many  of  them  of  the  injustice  and  folly  of  their  course,  but 
they  could  not  bring  themselves  to  confess  this  to  the  wise 
man  who  had  foretold  all,  much  less  to  beg  his  pardon  ;  they 
feared  his  sharp  rebuke  and  his  just  reproaches.  Therefore, 
they  passed  by  silently  when  they  met  him  upon  the  street, 
saluted  him,  and  gazed  into  his  face  as  if  they  would  read 
his  thoughts,  and  would  ask,  "  Art  thou  going  to  rise  up, 
call  us  about  thee,  and  be  our  leader?  Only  speak  the  word. 
This  time  we  will  follow  thee,  and  no  other." 

He  understood  them  without  words,  but  he  believed  that 
the  hour  for  resistance  had  not  yet  come  ;  he  wished  the  re- 
sentment against  the  new  government  to  spread  further  and 
penetrate  deeper,  and  to  allow  the  rulers  themselves  to  be- 
come hateful  through  some  shameful  abuse  of  power,  some 
reckless  act  of  violence,  and  then  to  strike  them  one  blow 
which  would  render  a  second  one  unnecessary. 

This  purpose  he  confided  to  his  most  trusty  friends  among 
the  masters,  who  were  fully  in  accord  with  him,  and  relied 
upon  his  guidance.  He  placed  the  greatest  value  upon  the 
opinion  of  his  aged  but  yet  vigorous  friend,  Hans  Laffert. 
The  latter  visited  him  frequently,  in  order  to  disburden  his 
heart  in  confidential  talk,  to  share  with  him  his  hopes  and 
fears,  and  to  consult  with  him  as  to  what  steps  had  best  be 
taken.  The  goldsmith  had  the  mildness  and  benevolence  of 
a  happy  old  age,  and  well  understood,  through  his  ripe  ex- 
perience, the  advantages  of  patient  waiting,  which  he  now 
recommended  to  his  friend  as  the  wisest  couise  under  the 
present  circumstances.  Hans  Laffert  had  something  of  the 
artist  in  his  temperament,  and  with  the  wise  moderation  of 
his  years  was  combined,  oddly  enough,  an  almost  childlike 
gayety,  which  caused  him  to  be  greatly  beloved  throughout 
the  whole  town.  He  was  so  different  from  his  fellow-artisans 
that  one  hardly  associated  him  with  them,  and,  indeed,  re- 
sembled more  Gotthard's  nearer  and  clearer  f,  iend,  Heinrich 
Viskule.  The  latter  was  both  a  clear-headed,  speculative 
thinker  and  an  enterprising  man  of  affairs.  The  somewhat 
slow-witted  though  strong-willed  cooper  needed  just  such 
friends  to  complete  the  happiness  of  his  life,  as  well  as  its 
usefulness.  One  of  them  now  lay  in  his  lonely  prison,  but 
the  other  exerted  over  him  the  "same  happy  influence  as 


266  THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUNEBUEG. 

always,  seeking  to  direct  his  inflexible  strength  through 
cautious  hints,  as  one  might  fashion,  with  skilful  fingers,  a 
noble  vessel  out  of  some  precious  but  unyielding  metal. 
Quite  different  from  Hans  Laffert,  who  at  all  times  calmed 
Gotthard  Henneberg,  was  a  third  friend,  whom  the  salt  mas- 
ter, on  his  side,  had  great  difficulty  in  keeping  quiet,  and  to 
whom  he  dared  not  confide  all  his  designs.  This  was  the 
master  smith,  Karl  Schuttenhelm,  who  could  no  more  con- 
ceal his  purposes  than  fire  its  smoke.  He  was  as  glowing 
as  the  iron  which  lay  red  hot  on  the  anvil  under  his  hammer, 
and  as  hard  and  firm  as  when  wrought  into  shape  it  left  his 
workshop.  Fearless  steadfastness  in  all  things  was  his 
greatest  virtue,  but  he  was  not  capable  of  patience  and  de- 
liberation, except  at  his  work.  A  breath  of  love  or  hate 
blew  his  ardent  soul  into  flames,  as  the  bellows  the  smithy 
fires,  and  drove  him  into  some  headlong  action.  That  he  was 
master  of  his  guild  was  chiefly  owing  to  his  skill  in  work- 
manship, for,  despite  his  uncouth  nature,  he  was  a  clever 
artisan. 

Whenever  Master  Gotthard  entered  the  smithy,  which  was 
on  Diener  Street,  not  far  from  the  Town  House,  Schutten- 
helm always  supposed  that  the  cooper  had  come  to  announce 
the  call  to  arms,  and  was  much  surprised  when  he  was  ad- 
monished to  be  patient  yet  a  little  longer. 

"  How  long  wilt  thon  tarry  ?  "  cried  the  smith.  *'  I  strike 
the  iron  when  it  is  hot." 

"I  do  not  deem  it  hot  enough  yet,"  Gotthard  would  reply, 
with  a  smile,  and  imparted  to  the  other  the  observations  upon 
which  he  based  his  hopes. 

The  quiescence  and  seeming  indifference  of  the  salt  master 
appeared  very  suspicious  to  his  foes,  and  they  considered  seri- 
ously the  means  of  ridding  themselves  of  this  dangerous  man. 

One  day  Dietrich  Schupper,  superior  of  Luiie,  came  to  the 
Town  House  to  seek  an  interview  with  his  friends,  Dalenborg 
and  Sengstake,  together  with  his  brother,  Ulrich. 

"Let  us  descend  into  the  wine-cellar,"  said  Dalenborg; 
"  there  we  shall  be  least  disturbed." 

The  proposal  was  assented  to,  and  the  four  went  through 
the  hall  of  justice  by  the  well-known  way.  down  the  winding 
stairs  which  led  to  the  depths  of  the  cellar.  As  they  passed 
the  stone  wine-cask,  Sengstake  called  mockingly  through  the 
small  square  hole  in  the  door  of  the  dungeon,  — 

"  Ha,  Master  Springintgut !  how  goes  it  with  thee?    Dost 
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thou  also  feel  cheerful?     We  are  going  below  to  drink  a 
bumper  to  thy  health  !  " 

Dull,  unintelligible  sounds  came  back  as  the  only  answer, 
and,  with  rude  laughter,  the  rascally  quartet  went  down  into 
the  cellar. 

They  then  made  their  way  to  the  drinking-room  for  the 
councillors,  seated  themselves  at  a  table  which  stood  in  the 
farthest  corner,  and  ordered  wine  of  the  cellarer.  When 
Ambrosius  brought  it,  Dalenborg  said  to  him,  "Go  up  to 
the  stone  wine-cask,  and  take  a  beaker  of  the  sourest  wine 
thou  hast  in  the  cellar,  to  the  prisoner  therein.  Say  to  him, 
that  it  is  a  farewell  draught  that  I  send  him." 

Ambrosius  von  der  Rhyne  willingly  obeyed  the  command, 
but  in  place  of  the  sourest,  he  took  the  choicest  wine  he  had. 
When  Springintgut  heard  the  voice  of  the  good  old  man,  he 
came  close  to  the  door  and  asked,  "  Ambrosius,  what  bring- 
est  thou  to  me  ?  " 

"  An  excellent  draught,  worshipful  burgomaster,"  replied 
the  old  man.  "  Dalenborg  and  the  others  below  have  sent 
it  to  thee."  Of  the  farewell  he  said  nothing. 

"Ambrosius,  have  they  put  anything  into  it?"  came 
sorrowfully  from  behind  the  door. 

"  Worthy  burgomaster,"  said  Ambrosius,  with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  "  would  I  bring  it  to  thee  then?  I  have  drawn  it  my- 
self from  the  best  cask  in  the  cellar.  Shall  I  taste  it  first?  " 

"  Nay,  give  it  to  me,  good  soul,"  and  Springintgut  emptied 
the  cup  with  eagerness.  "  Ah  !  that  is  a  cordial !  "  said  he. 
"  I  have  a  fever,  Ambrosius  !  They  are  starving  me  here, 
miserably  ! "  Then  he  asked  the  cellar  master,  with  a  weak 
voice,  how  things  went  on  in  the  city  ;  if  the  othei  councillors 
were  still  in  prison  ;  if  the  present  council  would  grant  them 
justice  ;  and  if  the  salt  master  were  yet  free. 

Ambrosius  gave  him  all  the  information  he  could,  and  then 
descended  again,  returning  Dalenborg  the  key  which  locked 
the  door  at  the  foot  of  the  winding  stairway,  and  then  crept 
back  to  his  own  room. 

"  What  didst  thou  mean  by  a  farewell  draught  for  Spring- 
intgut?" asked  the  superior  of  Lune. 

u  Springintgut's  farewell  to  the  Town  House,"  answered 
Dalenborg.  "  We  send  him  to-night  to  the  new  tower, 
which  he  himself  has  just  had  built." 

"  The  tower  is  scarcely  finished,"  said  the  superior  ;  "he 
will  have  a  damp  dwelling,  assuredly." 
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"  Therefore,  I  sent  him  a  strengthening  draught,"  laughed 
Dalenborg. 

"If  anything  should  happen  to  him  there  —  "  said  the  supe- 
rior, with  an  expressive  look. 

"  We  do  not  desire  it,"  Sengstakc  replied,  "  but  —  " 

"  But  ye  would  bear  it  with  fortitude,"  added  Ulrich 
Schupper,  and  they  laughed  again. 

The  superior  continued,  "  Now,  masters,  could  ye  not  bring 
about  a  similar  change  for  Viskule?  " 

"Viskule?  He  is  safe  enough  in  the  Blue  Tower,"  an- 
swered Dalenborg. 

"  I  know  that,"  said  the  superior  ;  "  but  ye  could,  perhaps, 
make  a  profitable  affair  out  of  his  confinement." 

"  How  so?"  asked  Sengstake,  quickly. 

"  We  have  his  daughter  now  safely  in  the  convent,  with 
her  cousin,  Barbara  von  P^rpcnsen.  The  maiden,  I  mean 
Hildegund,  refuses  to  take  the  veil.  But  if  her  father  —  " 

"  Were  dead?  "  interrupted  Ulrich  Schupper. 

"  Nay,  that  is  scarcely  necessary  ;  at  least,  one  could  first 
proceed  in  another  fashion.  If  the  father  could  be  induced, 
under  certain  circumstances,  to  desire  that  his  daughter 
should  become  a  nun,  she  would  undoubtedly  submit  herself 
to  his  wishes." 

"  A  year  is  a  long  time;  it  can  probably  be  done,"  said 
Dalenborg. 

"  In  a  year,  also,  much  may  be  changed,"  returned  the 
superior.  "  I  would  it  were  done  speedily." 

"  She  must  wait  till  her  year  of  probation,  as  novice,  is 
over,"  said  Ulrich  Schupper. 

"It  is  not  necessaiy,"  said  the  superior,  smiling.  "  I 
have  received  from  the  legate  full  power  to  allow  the  maiden 
to  make  her  solemn  profession  without  undergoing  the  year's 
probation  in  consideration  of  the  peculiar  advantage  to  the 
convent." 

"  And  this  advantage?"  questioned  Sengstake. 

"  How  much  dost  thou  estimate  Hildegund  Viskule's  in- 
heritance to  be  ?  " 

"Thou  art  right,"  responded  Sengstake. 

"  Even  without  the  inheritance,  she  is  a  dainty  morsel  for 
a  convent,"  remarked  Dalenborg. 

"Well;  tell  the  maiden,"  said  Schupper  to  his  brother, 
"  that  the  life  of  her  father  is  in  the  greatest  danger;  but 
that  if  she  will  take  the  veil,  and  give  her  inheritance  to  the 
convent,  thou  wilt  answer  for  his  safety." 
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"I  have  thought  of  that,"  answered  the  superior;  "but 
that  she  may  believe  me,  I  would  desire  from  one  of  you  of 
the  council  some  ratification  of  my  statement.  And  ye  must 
resolve  upon  something  —  or,  better  still,  do  something  — 
which  will  make  Viskule's  danger  plain,  so  that  the  devoted 
daughter  will  believe  that  it  is  necessary  to  sacrifice  herself. 
I  hope  to  make  everything  satisfactory,  when  the  inheritance 
is  paid  over,  by  —  " 

"  By  taking  half  for  thy  convent,  and  bestowing  the  other 
half  upon  us." 

"  Speak  out,  brother  !   We  are  by  ourselves,  thou  knowest." 

Schupper  rose  and  looked  into  the  neighboring  rooms. 
They  were  vacant ;  no  one  was  in  the  cellar  but  old  Ambro- 
sius  in  his  little  lonely  den,  in  the  farther  corner. 

"We  will  deliberate  upon  the  matter,"  said  Dalenborg. 
"As  a  preliminary  step,  thou  canst  threaten  the  maiden 
with  her  father's  doom,  to  induce  her  to  take  the  veil.  We 
will  await  the  result." 

Sengstake  had,  meantime,  been  meditating  deeply.  He 
now  spoke,  as  if  more  to  himself  than  to  the  others, — 

"I  believe  I  have  it!  If  it  succeeds,  it  will  give  us  a 
handle  against  Viskule,  and  it  will  serve  as  a  trap  for  the 
salt  master,  whom  I  would  we  were  well  rid  of.  Yea,  truly, 
it  must  work  ! " 

"  Expain  thyself,"  urged  Dalenborg  ;  "  what  will  work  ?  " 

"Henneberg  is  Viskule's  best  friend,"  proceeded  Sengs- 
take,  slowly  and  thoughtfully,  as  though  he  were  working 
out  a  plan  in  his  head  more  fully  and  more  in  detail ;  "  a 
secret  understanding,  a  conspiracy,  between  the  two  would 
be  nothing  incredible.  We  will,  in  some  wa}T,  get  Henneberg 
into  the  Blue  Tower,  at  the  supposed  urgent  request  of  his 
friend  Viskule,  for  instance,  to  intrust  him  with  his  last 
wishes.  Henneberg  will  not  have  the  heart  to  refuse  his 
friend,  and  when  he  presents  himself  at  the  tower,  under 
cover  of  night,  at  the  hour  appointed  by  us,  we  will  have 
him  arrested.  His  visit  to  the  prisoner  will  be  proof  of 
seditious  designs,  and  we  shall  thereby  have  a  sufficient  pre- 
text for  dealing  with  the  pair  as  we  think  best." 

They  all  listened  breathlessly  to  this  artful  plot,  without 
interruption,  and  their  faces  expressed  malicious  satisfaction. 
They  nodded  to  one  another. 

"  That  is  truly  a  good  scheme,  my  dear  friend!"  cried 
Dalenborg,  while  the  others  chimed  in  with  animation.  "  We 
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will  try  it,  by  all  means !  I  will  convey  to  Dippold  the 
necessary  instructions,  and  take  every  measure  for  success." 

"  In  what  manner  can  we  decoy  the  cooper  into  the  tower, 
without  exciting  his  suspicion?  "  asked  Schupper. 

"  I  know  not,  at  this  moment,"  Sengstake  replied  ;  "but 
a  device  will  suggest  itself." 

"  Be  wary!"  warned  the  superior;  "bethink  thyself  of 
every  possible  mischance  that  might  befall." 

"  Leave  that  to  me  !  "  exclaimed  Dalenborg,  in  a  loud  and 
confident  tone  ;  "  and  when  Henneberg  is  once  in  the  Blue 
Tower,  he  abides  there,  living  or  dead  !  " 

Thereupon  the  secret  consultation  came  to  an  end,  and  the 
confederates  prepared  to  leave  the  cellar. 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE  new  occupation  which  Gilbert  pursued  with  so  much 
industry  and  zeal,  under  Baldwin's  supervision,  afforded  him 
immense  gratification.  Always  eager  to  learn  and  quick  of 
comprehension,  he  made  rapid  strides  in  the  management  of 
the  affairs  with  which  Baldwin  intrusted  him,  and  soon  be- 
came an  effective  driving-wheel  in  the  system  of  traffic  of  the 
great  Viskule  house. 

How  little  he  foresaw  the  future,  when  he  stood  upon  the 
threshold  of  this  house,  for  the  first  time  after  his  return 
home,  and  asked  himself  anxiously  if  he  really  belonged 
here,  and  now  he  had  become,  indeed,  the  right  hand  of  the 
young  master ! 

As  far  as  his  time  allowed,  he  sought  to  improve  his  hand- 
writing and  to  exercise  himself  in  accounts,  which  hitherto 
had  not  been  his  strong  points.  When  he  considered  the 
multitude  of  goods  coining  and  going  perpetually,  and  the 
often  important  difference  between  the  prices  at  which  they 
were  bought  and  sold,  and  reckoned  the  profit,  a  strong  in- 
clination grew  up  within  him  for  speculative  ventures.  He 
could  not  understand  Baldwin's  smiling  superiority  at  his 
suggestions  to  this  effect,  and  could  hardly  suppress  his 
astonishment  at  the  calmness  with  which  his  friend  met  an 
unusually  large  profit  or  a  serious  loss,  by  which  he  himself 
was  much  stirred.  But  his  pleasure  in  the  manifold  mercan- 
tile operations  with  which  he  had  to  do  suffered  no  diminu- 
tion in  consequence  of  such  experiences  ;  he  gradually  be- 
came accustomed  to  them,  and  if  he  had  not  loved  the  old 
master,  and  wished  heartily  for  his  release,  he  would  have 
been  glad  of  his  absence,  for  he  now  occupied  Baldwin's 
place,  which  he  knew  he  must  relinquish  when  the  former 
returned  and  took  the  reins  into  his  own  hands. 

The  day,  also,  was  fast  approaching  when  Jacob  must  go, 
and  he  would  enter  his  father's  workshop  as  journeyman 
cooper ;  but  it  was  very  doubtful  whether  a  handicraft  would 
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suit  him,  after  having  pursued  such  a  different  calling.  But 
how  much  pleasanter  might  his  work  at  Viskule's  have  been, 
could  he  have  performed  it  under  Hildegund's  eye  !  Her 
loss  was  a  great  deprivation  to  Gilbert,  and  he  began  to  fear 
that  she  might  be  detained  by  force  in  the  convent,  and  was 
as  much  a  prisoner  as  herfnther  was  in  the  tower.  Not  once 
had  any  tidings  come  from  her  as  to  how  she  fared,  or  when 
her  return  might  be  looked  for.  Their  beloved  ones  had 
been  cruelly  taken  from  them,  and  hardly  a  day  passed  with- 
out the  three  friends  consulting  together  over  the  possible 
means  of  recovering  them.  Ilsabe  had  proposed  going  her- 
self to  the  Convent  of  Liine,  if  it  were  only  to  see  and  speak 
with  Hildegund,  but  Baldwin  earnestly  opposed  this,  lest  she 
also  might  be  detained  there. 

As  they  sat  together  one  afternoon,  talking  over  their  usual 
topic,  old  Martin  entered,  saying,  "  Master,  a  lady  wishes 
to  spe,ak  with  thee  ;  she  brings  thee  news  of  Mistress  Hilde- 
gund/' 

44  Of  Hildegund  !  "  exclaimed  Baldwin  ;  "  she  is  welcome, 
whosoever  she  be  !  " 

One  can  readily  understand  what  a  feeling  of  suspense  took 
possession  of  the  friends.  Approaching  steps  were  heard  in 
the  passage,  through  the  open  door,  and  then  —  Mistress 
Walpurg  Gronhagen  suddenly  made  her  appearance. 

The  surprise  was  great  on  both  sides  ;  but  Walpurg  col- 
lected herself,  and,  after  a  slight  inclination  of  the  head 
toward  the  Hennebergs,  while  she  measured  Ilsabe  with  a 
glance,  which  seemed  to  say,  "  Thy  presence  can  now  be  dis- 
pensed with,"  she  turned,  with  an  amiable  smile,  to  Baldwin, 
saying,  "  Forgive  me  that  I  disturb  thee  in  such  agreeable 
society,  but  I  heard  recently  that  thou  wert  wounded,  and  I 
came  to  inquire  after  thty  health." 

"I  thank  Ihee,  Mistress  Walburg,"  answered  Baldwin, 
with  emphasis  ;  "  the  slight  wound  healed  long  ago,  and  I  am 
as  sound  as  ever." 

"  I  rejoice  from  my  heart  to  hear  it,"  said  she,  with  ear- 
nestness ;  "but  in  that  case  I  wonder  much  that  I  have  not 
seen  thee  for  so  long  a  time.  Not  since  the  pleasant  even- 
ing in  the  Town  House  have  I  laid  eyes  upon  thee." 

"  Thou  knowest  that  my  dear  father  is  in  prison,"  re- 
turned he.  "  Since  he  left  us  I  have  had  much  care  and 
preoccupation." 

"  But  one  must  not  desert  one's  best  friends.     Some  there 
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are  I  know  who  have  been  wishing  to  see  thee,"  she  added, 
smiling,  while  she  bent  toward  him  her  ardent  gaze. 

"  Who  can  wish  to  see  me  in  such  sorrowful  times  as  these, 
when  I  scarcely  know  myself?"  he  answered,  shortly,  and 
without  caring  to  understand  her. 

44  Who  wisheth  to  see  thee,  dost  thou  ask?  One,  at  least, 
who  has  a  strong  desire  and  a  right,  Master  Baldwin  !  "  she  re- 
sponded, warmly,  looking  askance  at  llsabe,  who,  motionless 
and  with  beating  heart,  tried  to  read  Baldwin's  answer  in  ad- 
vance from  his  face.  This  visit  of  the  young  widow  was 
painful  to  him,  but,  however  disagreeably  he  was  impressed 
by  her  too  eager  advances,  he  could  not  be  discourteous  to 
one  whom  he  had  held  in  his  arms  and  pressed  to  his  breast. 
While  he  now  regretted  the  moonlight  meeting,  as  well  as 
his  behavior  at  the  Mandelsloh  dinner  and  at  the  Town 
House,  he  could  not  yet  be  free  from  an  irksome  sense  of 
obligation.  At  the  same  time  he  tried  to  console  himself  by 
reflecting  that  he  had  never  definitely  bound  himself  to  her, 
and  as  she  had  crossed  his  threshold  in  this  manner,  she  had 
lowered  herself  thereby  in  his  esteem,  for  he  felt  sure  that 
her  proffered  tidings  of  Hildegund,  whom  she  scarcely  knew, 
and  to  whom  she  had  not  as  yet  referred,  must  be  only  a 
pretext  for  this  extraordinary  visit. 

Walpurg  had  certainly  hoped  to  be  alone  with  Baldwin. 
She  could  not  bear  to  lose  him,  and  wished  to  assert  her 
former  influence  over  him,  being  determined  to  discover  for 
whose  sake  he  had,  as  she  considered,  neglected  her  during 
these  weeks. 

llsabe  had  been  shocked  by  Walpurg's  appearance,  and 
by  the  latter's  gratuitous  allusion  to  the  festivities  at  the 
Town  House.  She  experienced  an  intense  disquiet,  which 
recalled  the  painful  emotions  of  that  occasion,  and  awaited 
the  result  of  the  young  widow's  insinuating  words  and  ex- 
pressive looks  with  feverish  solicitude. 

It  was  therefore  an  immense  relief  when  Baldwin  said, 
abruptly,  "  Mistress  Walpurg,  the  servant  told  me  that 
thou  broughtest  tidings  of  my  sister.  Knowest  thou,  then, 
how  she  fares  at  present?  " 

"  Not  so  well,  apparently,  as  thou  farest,"  answered  Wal- 
purg, with  an  ironical  glance  at  llsabe.  "Thou  hast  per- 
chance found  compensation  for  thy  sister's  absence." 

u  Certainly  I  should  look  for  it,  if  anywhere,  from  the 
friends  of  my  childhood,"  Baldwin  replied,  earnestly. 
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"  Hildegund  is  well,  and  longs  to  return  home,"  observed 
Walpurg ;  "but  that  can  be  no  news.  Mistress  Ilsabe  has 
probably  visited  her  friend  in  the  convent." 

She  knew  that  they  had  had  no  communication  with  one 
another,  but  wished  to  deliver  her  thrust,  and  in  fact  Ilsabe 
felt  grieved  to  think  that  this  stranger  had  visited  Hildegund, 
while  she  had  not. 

"  I  have  many  times  wished  to  go  —  "  she  began. 

"  But  it  has  been  my  express  desire  that  she  should  not," 
interrupted  Baldwin. 

"  Why  not?  What  danger  dost  thou  fear  for  the  friend 
of  thy  childhood?" 

"  Thou  must  pardon  me  if  I  do  not  answer  thy  question," 
Baldwin  replied.  "  I  beg  thee  to  tell  me  when  Hildegund 
returneth  to  us." 

"I  know  not,  I  fear  she  hath  been  misinformed  as  to 
the  state  of  affairs  in  the  city.  She  seemed  to  think  that 
warfare  was  raging  in  the  streets,  and  trembled  for  the  lives 
of  her  friends.  I  have  quieted  her  mind,  but  unhappily 
could  not  tell  her  how  well  her  friends  solaced  themselves  for 
her  absence." 

"  I  would  thou  hadst  told  her  how  her  friends  sorrowed  for 
her,  Mistress  Gronhagen,"  said  Ilsabe,  with  difficulty  con- 
trolling her  anger. 

44  Truly,  Mistress  Henneberg?  And  yet  thou  hast  not 
been  able  to  tear  thyself  from  here.  The  wish  of  thy 
friend,  that  thou  shouldst  not  leave  him,  has,  then,  been 
stronger  than  thine  to  see  Mistress  Hildegund ! " 

"If  it  suits  thee  to  think  so,  so  be  it,"  said  Ilsabe, 
hotly. 

Walpurg's  eyes  shot  fire,  but,  before  she  could  reply, 
Gilbert  asked,  "  Hath  Hildegund  spoken  to  thee  of  being 
detained  against  her  will  at  the  convent?" 

4 '  Wouldst  thou  assist  her  to  return  ?  " 

"Gladly,  if  I  knew  how." 

"  She  spoke  not  of  detention,  but  she  intimated  that  a 
very  heavy  sacrifice  was  demanded  of  her,  in  order  to  save 
her  father's  life." 

"To  save  her  father's  life,"  repeated  Baldwin,  much  dis- 
turbed. "  Then  they  have  wilfully  deceived  her." 

"  Poor  Hildegund,"  cried  Ilsabe  ;  "  and  to  think  that  the 
friends  who  love  her  best  can  do  nothing  to  help  her  ! " 

"  Mistress  Ilsabe,  if  thou  lovest  Hildegund  in  truth,  as 
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thou  sayest,  I  know  a  method,  perchance,  by  which  thou  canst 
release  her." 

"  What  is  it?  "  asked  Ilsabe. 

"  It  seemeth  to  me  that  a  young  and  pretty  sister  is 
wanted  in  the  Liine  Convent ;  thou  mightest  sacrifice  thyself, 
and  take  the  veil  in  her  stead."  These  words  were  uttered 
in  an  insulting  tone,  accompanied  by  an  expressive  laugh, 
and  Baldwin's  voice  trembled,  as  he  replied, — 

4<  Mistress  Walpurg  Gronhagen,  whoever  insults  this  maiden 
is  no  friend  of  mine  "  ;  and  he  led  Ilsabe  out  of  the  room. 

Whereupon  Walpurg  hastened  from  the  house,  pale,  and 
with  a  heart  full  of  anger  and  bitterness,  while  Gilbert  fol- 
lowed his  friend  and  sister ;  they  were  silent.  Ilsabe  had 
seated  herself,  as  if  exhausted  by  the  scene  they  had  just 
passed  through ;  Gilbert  paced  to  and  fro,  indignant  with 
both  Walpurg  and  Baldwin,  while  the  latter  stood  at  the 
window,  staring  at  vacancy.  An  oppressive  stillness  filled 
the  room.  At  last  Baldwin  turned  hastily  and  approached 
Ilsabe,  saying,  in  an  agitated  voice, — 

"  Ilsabe,  it  is  my  fault  that  Mistress  Gronhagen  ventured 
to  come  here  ;  my  thoughtlessness  and  wanton  trifling  are  the 
cause  of  it.  Ilsabe,  canst  thou  forgive  me?" 

His  tone  touched  her  deeph7,  and  she  looked  up  with  a 
misty  light  in  her  eyes  as  she  laid  her  hand  in  his. 

Baldwin's  penitence  appeased  Gilbert,  and  in  order  not  to 
render  his  friend's  confession  more  difficult,  he  stole  quietly 
from  the  room. 

When  Baldwin  found  himself  alone  with  Ilsabe,  he 
continued,  — 

u  When  thou  wouldst  not  dance  with  me  at  the  Town 
House,  thou  gavest  me  a  bitter  lesson,  and  all  my  pleasure 
in  the  evening  was  gone  ;  but  the  scales  fell  from  my  eyes, 
and  I  saw  my  conduct  in  its  true  light.  I  resolved  to  go  to 
thee  the  next  day,  and  crave  thy  pardon ;  but  then  came  all 
the  tumult,  and  my  father's  imprisonment,  and  I  had  not  the 
heart  to  speak  to  thee.  Ah!  how  glad  I  was  when  thou 
earnest  to  me  of  thine  own  accord,  when  I  was  wounded. 
I  felt  that  thou  hadst  forgiven  me,  or  that  thou  wouldst  do 
so,  and  now  cometh  thy  foe  here  to  trouble  thee  anew  with 
her  biting  words.  I  ask  thee  again,  Ilsabe,  canst  thou  for- 
give me  ?  " 

He  stood  half  behind  her  while  speaking,  leaning  on  the 
back  of  the  chair  in  which  she  sat.  She  had  listened  quietly, 
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but  now  she  rose,  and  again  clasping  his  hand,  she  said 
softly,  with  downcast  eyes,  — 

"  Let  us  forget  it,  Baldwin,  and  speak  of  it  no  more." 

"  Wiltthou  really  forget  it?  "  he  cried,  joyfully.  "  I  thank 
thee  a  thousand  times,  Ilsabe,  and  believe  me,  my  heart  had 
nothing  to  do  with  it ;  that  has  always  belonged  to  thee, 
Ilsabe,  —  always  has,  and  always  will  be  thine,  through  all 
eternity." 

She  glanced  at  him  quickly  ;  her  heart  seemed  to  stop  beat- 
ing, while  she  stood  speechless  with  parted  lips. 

4  *  Thou  lookest  at  me  wonderingly  ;  knowest  thou  not,  then, 
that  I  love  thee?"  he  exclaimed,  joyously,  speaking  out  of  a 
free,  glad  heart. 

Her  whole  frame  trembled  ;  a  rosy  flush  suffused  her  face, 
and  a  clear  light  shone  in  her  beautiful  eyes. 

"Ilsabe,  hast  thou  not  known  it?"  he  cried  once  more, 
and  clasped  both  her  hands  in  his.  "I  love  thee,  I  love 
thee,  Ilsabe !  not  as  in  the  days  of  our  childhood,  but  dif- 
ferentlv,  quite  differently.  Ah !  if  thou  canst  love  me  but 
half  as"—  " 

u  Ah ! "  It  was  partly  a  sob,  partly  a  cry  of  joy  with 
which  she  threw  herself  into  his  arms,  and  laughed  and  wept 
by  turns. 

4i  Oh,  what  grief  I  have  caused  thee  !  "  he  said,  as  he  held 
her  to  him.  "  Many  times  has  a  confession  trembled  on  my 
tongue,  and  an  entreaty  that  thou  wouldst  be  mine.  But  I 
wished  to  wait  till  my  father  was  free,  and  Hildegund  was 
with  us  again.  Now  the  words  of  love  have  been  called  forth 
by  the  hateful  words  of  that  woman." 

"Do  not  speak  of  her,  Baldwin;  we  will  try  to  forget 
her." 

"  Neither  must  we  speak  of  our  love  at  present,  my 
Ilsabe,"  said  he. 

"  May  I  not  tell  my  mother?  " 

"Nay,  Ilsabe,  we  must  not  speak  of  it  so  long  as  my 
father  lies  in  prison.  When  we  have  him  again,  we  will  go 
to  him,  and  ask  his  blessing." 

"  As  thou  wilt,  beloved,"  she  answered.  "  Thy  wishes 
shall  be  mine.  But  now  let  me  go.  I  must  quiet  my  con- 
fused thoughts." 

"  Thou  takest  all  mine  with  thee." 

She  drew  herself  from  his  embrace,  and  left  him. 

Having  reached  home,  Ilsabe  flew  to  "  the  swallows'  nest," 
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and  when  she  was  safe  in  her  little  room,  she  clasped  her 
hands  together,  exclaiming,  joyfully,  u  He  loves  me,  he  is 
mine!"  and  with  one  long,  deep-drawn  sigh,  freeing  her 
breast  from  its  heavy  burden,  she  seemed  to  breathe  out 
all  the  pain  and  longing  from  her  heart  forevermore.  Then 
she  opened  her  window  and  glanced  smiling  over  the  bound- 
less, sunlit  heath,  while  with  confident  spirit  she  meditated 
upon  the  wonderful,  mysterious  future. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

* «  WHITHER  goest  thou  so  early  ?  "  asked  Mistress  Johanna 
on  the  following  morning,  as  she  saw  her  husband  preparing 
to  go  out. 

tk  To  the  Town  House,  Johanna,"  he  answered. 

"  To  the  Town  House,  Gotthard  ! " 

The  master  smiled,  and  pointed  downward  with  his  finger. 

4 '  What  meanest  thou?  What  art  thou  smiling  at?  "she 
asked  again. 

"  I  am  going  down  into  the  wine-cellar." 

"  Into  the  wine-cellar,  at  this  time  in  the  morning?" 

"Ambrosius  despatched  two  messengers  to  me  yesterday, 
telling  me  to  come  speedily,  or  it  might  be  too  late.  He 
hath  perchance  a  good  wine  which  he  wishes  me  to  taste  be- 
fore he  seals  it  up.  I  will  go  to  him  now,  for  I  know  it  will 
give  the  good  old  man  pleasure.  Moreover,"  continued  the 
master,  seriously,  "  I  have  another  affair  to  attend  to.  Hil- 
degund's  absence  troubleth  me,  and  I  shall  go  to  Hans  Laf- 
fert,  and  confer  with  him  concerning  it.  He  groweth  more 
and  more  angered  with  the  misrule  of  these  priests  and 
villains.  Who  knows  whither  this  will  lead  us,  if  matters 
are  carried  much  further?  I  believe,  Johanna,  the  time  is 
nearly  ripe  for  a  resort  to  force." 

"If  it  must  be,  Gotthard,  may  God  give  thee  success  !  I 
will  not  try  to  hold  thee  back." 

He  pressed  her  hand,  and  said,  — 

"  I  know  it  well.  Perhaps  thou  wilt  end  by  arming  thy- 
self, like  our  brave  Ilsabe." 

"  That  will  I  not,"  laughed  she  ;  "  but  I  will  help  thee  on 
with  thine  armor,  and  breathe  my  old  spell  over  thee.  Now 
go,  and  greet  old  Ambrosius  for  me." 

Whereupon  he  left  her,  and  set  out  for  the  Town  House. 

As  he  passed  through  Brodbanken  Street  he  met  Dorger- 
loh,  who  cordially  extended  his  hand.  Gotthard  shook  it 
heartily. 
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"  Whither  goest  thou,  Henneberg?  "  asked  Dorgerloh. 

"  To  the  wine-cellar  of  the  worshipful  council,  which  may 
God  better ! " 

"  The  wine-cellar,  or  the  council?" 

"The  council,  Dorgerloh;  the  council." 

Dorgerloh  shook  his  fist  at  him,  and  Henneberg  smiled, 
and  went  on  his  way.  The  former  was  an  honorable  man, 
who  took  no  part  in  the  disgraceful  machinations  at  the 
Town  House,  although  he  was  a  councillor.  Master  Gott- 
hard  knew  this,  and  respected  him  accordingly,  although  he 
had  taken  the  opposite  side. 

"  Am  I  to  hear  anything  new  to-day? "  he  said  to  himself, 
as  he  walked  along;  "it  will  be  nothing  good,  for  good 
times  seem  to  have  passed  away  from  Limeburg."  Then  he 
slowly  descended  the  cellar  steps. 

The  cellar  master  sat  in  an  old  arm-chair  at  the  back  of 
his  little  den.  As  Gotthard  entered  with  a  friendly  greet- 
ing, Ambrosius  rose  and  said,  — 

' 4  At  last !     How  long  thou  hast  kept  me  waiting  !  " 

"  Good  heavens'!  "  replied  the  other ;  "  wast  thou,  then,  in 
so  great  haste  ? 

"Excellent  counsel  and  excellent  drink 
Come  never  too  soon  nor  too  late,  I  think." 

"  This  time  excellent  counsel  might  easily  have  come  too 
late,  Gotthard!"  answered  Ambrosius;  "and  instead  of 
good  drink,  I  have  something  for  thee  to  swallow  which  thou 
wilt  not  relish." 

"  Is  it,  then,  so  sour?" 

"As  sour  as  vinegar  !  " 

"  If  it  is  half  as  much  so  as  thy  face,  Ambrosius,  I  desire 
none  of  it.  Thou  lookest  as  if  all  the  wine  in  the  cellar  had 
turned  sour  over  night !  " 

"  Cease  thy  jests,  Gotthard,"  answered  the  old  man  ;  "  sit 
there  in  the  corner,  in  my  old  chair,  and  hearken  to  me." 

Gotthard  obeyed,  wondering  at  the  cellarer's  strange 
whims. 

"When  thy  Gilbert  visited  me  a  short  time  since,"  Am- 
brosius began,  "  and  related  to  me  how  he  had  followed  his 
cooper's  calling  on  the  Rhine,  I  told  him  that  he  should 
some  day  be  my  successor,  and  promised  to  instruct  him  in 
all  things  that  it  is  needful  for  a  cellarer  to  know.  Did  he 
tell  thee  about  it?" 


280  THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUNEBUBG. 

Gotthard  nodded. 

"  Good.  But  there  is  one  secret  which  for  long  years  has 
been  handed  down  from  one  to  another,  and  which  no  other 
man  has  ever  known,  that  I  promised  to  tell  thy  son  on  my 
death- bed,  if  I  were  sure  he  was  to  be  my  successor.  Hath 
he  told  thee  that  also?" 

"  Nay  ;  he  said  naught  about  that." 

"He*  hath  not!  A  good  boy,  Gilbert!  Gotthard,  the 
time  has  come  sooner  than  I  thought,  —  nay,  not  my  death," 
he  added,  quickly,  as  his  visitor  looked  at  him  with  astonish- 
ment, "  but  the  time  when  I  must  impart  my  secret,  not  to 
thy  son,  but  to  thee,  for  it  affecteth  a  life  —  thy  life,  Gott- 
hard ! " 

The  cooper  l&oked  at  the  cellarer,  and  thought  to  himself, 
"  The  old  man  is  losing  his  mind." 

Ambrosius  appeared  to  read  his  thoughts,  for  he  said, 
"  I  am  as  sober  as  thou  art,  and  as  clear  iu  the  head.  Wait 
a  moment !  But,  Gotthard,  thy  hand  upon  it,  that  thou  wilt 
sacredly  keep  my  secret." 

They  grasped  hands,  and  the  cellarer  continued,  "  Sit  thou 
quietly  in  the  chair,  and  remain  quite  still." 

He  then  went  out,  closing  the  door  behind  him,  and  left 
his  guest  still  somewhat  in  doubt  as  to  whether  he  should 
learn  any  secret,  or  whether  Ambrosius  was,  after  all,  not 
altogether  right  m  his  mind. 

While  Master  Gotthard  sat  musing  in  Ambrosius's  arm- 
chair in  utter  silence,  suddenly  he  heard  near  him,  behind 
him,  above  him,  —  he  knew  not  indeed  precisely  where, — 
the  following  words,  uttered  in  hollow,  mysterious  tones,  — 

4 '  When  Henneberg  is  once  in  the  Blue  Tower,  he  abides 
there,  living  or  dead  !  " 

Gotthard  started  up,  as  if  impelled  by  a  spring.  What 
was  it?  Who  had  spoken?  Whence  came  this  voice,  these 
ominous  words?  He  looked  all  about  him,  but  he  was 
entirely  alone.  Then  sounded  again,  in  the  same  tone, 

"  Answer  me,  if  thou  hast  understood  !  " 

The  strong  man  was  awe-stricken,  yet  he  responded,  "I 
have  understood." 

In  the  same  ghostly  voice  came  back  the  utterance, 
"  Good  !  Keep  still !  I  come  !  " 

Then  all  was  still.  Gotthard  was  agitated.  The  words 
which  had  sounded  in  his  ears  had  confused  him. 

The  cellarer  now  re-entered  the  room, 
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"Ambrosias,  what  sort  of  deviltry  is  this?"  exclaimed  the 
cooper.  "  What  doth  the  threat  about  the  Blue  Tower 
signify?  Was  it  thou  who  spoke?  " 

"  Yea  ;  I  spoke  in  the  councillors'  drinking-room.  I  have 
repeated  what  I  heard  uttered  there  the  day  before  yester- 
day." 

Master  Gotthard  gazed  at  the  old  man  fixedly.  "  Who 
hath  said  it?"  he  asked. 

"That  know  I  not  with  certainty.  It  was  difficult  to 
distinguish  between  the  voices  ;  it  sounded  like  Dalenborg's." 

"  Dalenborg's?'* 

1  *  Yea  ;  he  and  Schupper  and  Sengstake  were  in  the  coun- 
cillors' drinking-room  with  the  superior  of  Lime." 

"  And  can  one  hear  in  this  place,  words  spoken  there?  " 

"Thou  hast  heard  them  thyself,  even  now.  See,"  con- 
tinued the  old  man ;  "that  rib  of  the  arch  is  thrown  over 
four  rooms ;  the  partition  walls  are  not  carried  quite  up  to 
it,  a  little  space  being  left  for  a  current  of  air  to  pass. 
Now,  seest  thou  that  the  stone  rib  is  channelled?  and  the 
channel  carries  the  sound  from  one  end  to  the  other.  In  the 
intervening  rooms  one  hears  nothing,  but  at  the  opposite 
extremities  every  word  spoken  aloud  can  be  understood,  and 
the  council's  cellarer  should  always  be  a  close-mouthed  man, 
for  in  this  manner  he  learns  much  of  what  the  councillors 
discuss  over  their  wine.  Now,  thou  knowest  my  secret. 
Guard  it  well,  Gotthard !  Thou  hast  given  me  thy  hand 
on  it !  " 

"  Have  no  care  on  that  head,"  answered  Master  Gotthard. 
"  Hast  thou  heard  anything  further?  " 

"Not  much,  and  nothing  of  importance  save  what  I 
repeated  to  thee.  At  first  they  spoke  too  low  ;  but  that  they 
would  put  thee  into  the  Blue  Tower,  I  heard  distinctly,  word 
for  word." 

"  Repeat  it  again,"  said  Gotthard. 

"  Living  or  dead,"  reiterated  Gotthard.  "Oh,  accursed 
knaves !  Viskule  in  the  Blue  Tower  also,  and  his  keeper  is 
Dippold  :  one,  my  best  friend  ;  the  other,  my  worst  foe.  Oh  ! 
well  planned !  That  is  worthy  of  Sengstake  !  Ambrosius, 
wilt  thou  fetch  me  some  wine  ?  " 

"  They  desire  thy  life,  Gotthard,"  said  Ambrosius  ;  "  the 
villains  ! "  And  he  went  out,  returning  directly  with  the  wine. 

The  cooper  did  not  answer,  and  Ambrosius  began  again, 
after  .a  pause,  "And  what  dost  thou  now  purpose?  " 
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"  Ambrosius,"  replied  Gotthard,  "  thou  hast  my  promise 
of  secrecy ;  I  also  desire  thine.  Contide  to  no  man  what 
thou  hast  told  me.  1  am  going  into  the  trap  set  for  me, 
but,  I  hope,  likewise  to  come  out  of  it,  and  then  woe  be  unto 
them !  '* 

"  Thou  wilt  go  to  the  tower?  "  cried  Ambrosius,  dismayed  ; 
44  then  I  have  warned  thee  in  vain  !  " 

"Nay,  nay,  I  will  use  all  necessary  precautions  not  to 
remain  there,  either  living  or  dead.  But  should  I  disappear 
some  da}',  thou  wilt  know  where  to  seek  for  me." 

4  4  God  Almighty  preserve  thee  !  " 

44  Ambrosius,  the  old  council  never  degraded  itself  with 
such  villanies.  If  he  who  is  imprisoned  above  us  only 
knew ! " 

44  Whom  meanest  thou?" 

44  Springintgut,  in  the  stone  wine-cask." 

44  Good  God !  I  had  clean  forgotten.  He  is  no  longer 
here." 

44  What !     Ambrosius  !     Where  is  he  ?  " 

44  They  conveyed  him  away  secretly,  last  night,  to  the  new 
prison." 

"To  the  new  prison?  Oh,  shameful,  shameful!  How 
knowest  thou  ?  " 

4  4  While  the  four  were  in  the  cellar,  Dalenborg  told  me  to 
take  a  cup  of  wine  to  the  prisoner,  as  a  farewell  draught. 
I  understood  not  what  he  meant  at  the  time ;  afterward  it 
was  all  clear  to  me.  And  Springintgut  is  sick ;  he  com- 
plains that  they  are  letting  him  perish  deliberately.  It  is 
well  that  thou  broughtest  him  to  my  recollection.  In  my 
care  for  thee  I  had  altogether  forgotten  him ;  and  he  like- 
wise left  a  word  for  thee." 

4 1  For  me  ?     What  is  it  ?    Tell  me,  quickly  !  " 

44 1  know  one  of  the  men  who  carried  him  away,  and  he 
repeated  his  words  to  me.  As  they  fetched  Master  Spring- 
intgut out  of  the  dungeon,  and  told  him  where  they  were 
carrying  him,  he  was  greatly  moved,  and  cried  out,  4The 
salt  master  will  avenge  us  ! ' ' 

Gotthard  sprang  up.  44  Ambrosius,  hath  he  said  that?  It 
shall  be  done,  if  this  is  not  my  last  draught ! "  He  stood 
motionless  for  a  moment,  lost  in  thought.  Then,  as  if  with 
a  sudden  resolve,  he  exclaimed,  in  haste,  44  Fare  thee  well, 
Ambrosius !  Many  thanks,  and  keep  silent  till  the  day 
comes  to  speak !  " 
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Within  Henneberg's  breast  a  storm  was  raging,  and 
thoughts  flashed  through  his  mind  like  lightning.  Glowing 
with  wrath,  he  went  not,  as  he  had  intended,  to  Hans 
Laffert,  but  betook  himself  to  Schnewerd ing's,  the  master  of 
the  armorers'  guild,  who  lived  somewhat  out  of  the  way,  on 
Meere  Street.  He  looked  neither  to  the  right  nor  left, 
greeted  no  one,  recognized  no  one  ;  his  gaze  was  fixed  upon 
the  ground,  and  he  moved  like  a  dark  storm-cloud,  threaten- 
ing danger  and  destruction.  He  scarcely  knew  how  he 
reached  his  goal,  and  when  he  stood  before  Schnewerding's 
house  he  had  great  difficult}7  in  assuming  even  an  appear- 
ance of  calmness. 

Once  in  the  workshop,  he  took  the  armorer  aside,  and  said, 
"  Schnewerding,  the  harvest  is  ripe ;  the  time  has  come  to 
gather  it." 

"  God  be  praised  !  "  ejaculated  Schnewerding.    "  When  ?  " 

*'  Hush  !  Listen  to  me  !  "  said  Henneberg.  "  After  the 
vesper  bell,  canst  thou  collect  four  or  five  of  our  trustiest 
men  here,  that  we  may  confer  together  and  come  to  some 
determination  ?  " 

"  Certainly  !     Whom  wilt  thou  have?  " 

"  Schuttenhelm,  above  all ;  Kerkrink,  Stephen  Bartels  —  " 

"Hans  Laffert?" 

"  Nay  ;  he  is  one  of  the  best  and  truest  of  our  friends  ;  but 
he  is  too  mild  and  too  old  for  this  undertaking." 

««  Then,  Peter  Flachs,  the  tanner." 

"  Peter  Flachs  ;  yea,  surely." 

"  And  one  more,  —  Eckholt?" 

"  Eckholt,  the  foe  of  the  old  council?  " 

u  He  was  so,  but  now  he  is  with  us.  I  will  vouch  for 
him." 

4i  Good  !  but  let  there  be  no  disturbance.  Bid  them  come 
quietly  and  secretly  ;  no  one  must  suspect  anything." 

"  Leave  that  to  me,  Henneberg.  Heavens  !  how  they  will 
rejoice ! " 

"  Farewell,  till  we  meet  again  !  " 

1  'Fare  well!" 

The  first  step  toward  an  uprising  had  been  definitely  taken. 
Gotthard  Henneberg  was  resolved  to  save  the  honor  and 
liberty  of  the  town  at  any  price,  even  at  the  cost  of  blood- 
shed. On  his  way  home,  the  menacing  words  which  he  had 
heard  in  the  wine-cellar  rang  again  in  his  ears,  but  he  was 
more  deeply  affected  by  the  despairing  cry  from  the  lips  of 
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the  inhumanly  treated  burgomaster,  in  which  the  whole  town 
seemed  to  call  upon  him.  The  breeze  wafted  it  to  his  ears  ; 
he  heard  it  in  the  metallic  tone  of  the  bell  as  it  rang  out  the 
hours  ;  in  the  murmur  of  the  fountain  ;  it  resounded  from  the 
very  stones  of  the  street  and  the  tiles  on  the  roofs ;  from 
every  house,  door,  and  window  came  an  echo  of  the  cry, 
"  The  salt  master  will  avenge  us  I  " 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 

LONG  before  noon  Master  Gotthard  returned  to  his  home. 
u  Well,"  said  Mistress  Johanna,  u  how  was  Ambrosius's 
wine,  and  what  counsel  did  Hans  Laffert  give  thee?" 

"  Ambrosius's  wine  was  good,  but  I  went  not  to  Hans 
Laffert' s ;  perhaps  I  shall  go  there  this  evening,"  answered 
the  master,  as  he  fastened  on  his  leathern  apron,  and  went 
into  the  workshop.  But  the  work  did  not  progress  to-day  ; 
instead  of  planing  industriously,  he  often  stood,  his  hand 
resting  on  his  tools,  lost  in  thought.  Jacob  touched  Arnold 
quietly,  and  pointed  toward  the  master.  For  the  master  to 
be  idle  and  dreaming  over  his  work  was  a  thing  unheard  of  ; 
he  must  be  ill,  or  some  heavy  weight  must  rest  upon  his 
mind. 

' '  Art  thou  not  well,  father  ?  "  asked  Arnold.  "  Shall  not  I 
prepare  the  staves?  There  is  no  need  of  haste  with  the 
binding."  • 

"  Nought  aileth  me,"  replied  the  master.  "  I  was  merely 
deliberating  over  something."  But  Arnold's  sympathy,  to 
which  he  had  of  late  been  unaccustomed,  was  grateful,  and 
now  the  plane  went  swiftly  again  over  the  staves,  making  the 
chips  fly. 

The  period  for  hesitation  was  at  an  end  for  Gotthard 
Henneberg.  His  patience  had  undergone  a  sore  trial,  as  by 
chance  or  secret  communication  with  the  disaffected  he  had 
from  time  to  time  learned  the  infamous  designs  of  the 
traitors.  But  what  he  had  heard  to-day  from  Ambrosius, 
the  plot  to  ensnare  him,  the  inhuman  treatment  of  Springint- 
gut,  and  his  prayer  that  he  might  be  avenged,  which  came 
to  him  like  the  wail  of  an  unquiet  spirit,  —  altogether  aroused 
the  usually  composed  man  from  his  enforced  inactivity,  and 
drove  him  forward  to  resolute  achievement. 

Now  the  iron  seemed  to  him  quite  hot  enough,  and  the  hour 
having  struck,  it  was  time  for  him  to  strike  also. 

As  the  vesper  bell  ceased  ringing,  he  left  the  house  and 
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directed  his  steps  towards  Schnewerding's,  walking  slowly, 
and  by  a  somewhat  circuitous  route.  He  met  the  master  of 
the  tanners'  guild  in  Schrangen  Street,  and  saluting  him, 
said,  ''Perchance  we  ore  going  the  same  way,  Peter." 

"Knowest  thou,  then,  whither  I  am  going?"  asked  Peter. 

"  Thou  art  bound  for  Schnewerding's,"  answered  Master 
Gotthard. 

The  tanner  looked  at  him  with  surprise  ;  his  face  brightened 
as  a  light  suddenly  dawned  upon  him,  and  he  exclaimed, 
"  Gotthard  !  Are  others  coming  also?" 

44  Four  others,  besides  ourselves." 

"  So  thou  hast  summoned  us  !  "  cried  Peter  Flachs  ;  u  thou 
art  ready  to  draw  the  sword.  Bravo  !  Gotthard,  and  in  truth 
it  is  high  time  that  we  bestir  ourselves." 

44  Hush  !  "  cautioned  the  cooper  ;  "  make  no  noise  ;  we  must 
use  the  utmost  precaution." 

44  Thou  art  right,"  the  tanner  replied  ;  44  but  I  can  scarcely 
contain  myself." 

They  walked  on  together,  and  found  when  they  reached 
Schnewerding's  that  the  master  of  the  masons,  Stephen 
Bartels,  as  well  as  Kerkrink  and  Schuttenhelm,  had  already 
arrived.  They  had  been  informed  by  Schnewerding  of  the 
cause  of  their  meeting,  and  they  grasped  the  hands  of  the 
new-comers  as  an  acknowledgment  of  the  bond  which  held 
them  together,  and  an  assurance  of  mutual  lovalty.  The 
armorer  felt  proud  that  the  conference  was  to  be  held  in  his 
house  ;  he  had  taken  the  precaution  to  send  away  his  jour- 
neymen and  apprentices,  and  had  set  seven  chairs  around  a 
table  in  the  dwelling- room,  so  that  a  regular  session  could  be 
held.  Skipper  Kerkrink,  who  in  his  younger  days  had  sailed 
to  Schonen  and  Bergen,  but  now  went  no  farther  than  Ham- 
burg, was  silent,  but  his  earnest,  weather-beaten  face  ex- 
pressed an  iron  will.  Stephen  Barte's  began  a  low  conver- 
sation with  Gotthard  Henneberg ;  Schuttenhelm,  the  ex- 
citable blacksmith,  couldn't  keep  still,  but  gave  vent  to  his 
feelings  in  lively  jesting,  looking  forward  to  the  coming  con- 
test with  keenest  zest.  And  he  glanced  out  of  the  window 
from  time  to  time  to  see  if  Eckholt,  the  joiner,  were  not 
coming. 

Schnewerding's  wife  now  entered  with  a  jug  of  beer  and 
seven  pewter  mugs,  which  she  srt  on  the  table.  4t  Good  even, 
honored  masters,"  said  she,  shaking  hands  with  each  one. 
She  was  a  fresh,  healthy-looking  woman,  and  two  pretty 
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children,  a  boy  and  a  girl,  clinging  to  the  mother,  had  en- 
tered with  her.  The  guild  masters  returned  her  greetings. 

Schuttenhelm  took  the  boy  on  his  lap,  and  Peter  Flachs 
the  girl. 

"Are  these  thy  youngest,  Mistress  Immecke  ?"  asked 
Schuttenhelm. 

4 'Nay,  there  are  two  smaller,"  answered  she;  ''the  little 
one  cannot  run  yet." 

"  How  many  "are  there  in  all?"  he  asked  again. 

"  Six  in  all,"  she  replied,  smilingly. 

"  And  how  old  is  the  eldest?  " 

"  Six,  of  course,"  laughed  Master  Gotthard. 

"O  godfather,  thou  knowest  better,"  remonstrated  the 
woman  ;  "the  eldest  is  nearly  nine." 

"  Right,  right !  "  answered  Master  Gotthard.  "  I  beg  thy 
pardon." 

"  The  picture  of  the  mother,"  said  Peter  Flachs,  stroking 
the  child's  head.  "How  old  are  thou,  Miezeken?" 

"  Five  years,"  replied  the  little  girl. 

"  And  how  old  art  thou?'    Schuttenhelm  asked  the  boy. 

"  Five  years,"  he  answered,  also. 

"They  are  twins,"  explained  Mistress  Immecke,  com- 
placently. 

"Thou  art  worthy  of  all  honor,"  said  Schuttenhelm. 

"Thou  hast  thyself  five,"  replied  the  mistress. 

"  But  they  didn't  arive  in  pairs,"  laughed  the  blacksmith. 

"  Immecke,"  said  the  husband,  "when  Eckholt  cometh, 
bolt  the  door,  and  let  no  one  else  come  in." 

"  Ye  shall  be  undisturbed,"  she  answered. 

"  Neither  must  thou  listen,  Immecke,"  said  Peter  Flachs. 

"  Didst  thou  ever  find  me  with  my  ear  at  the  door,  Peter?  " 
retorted  she. 

"  Ye  women  are  all  so  sly." 

''•  Only  for  your  good.  I  will  not  ask  what  ye  are  going  to 
do,  but  I  can  imagine.  Ye  have  my  good  wishes.  Come, 
children." 

"  We  need  them,  mistress  !  "  exclaimed  Master  Gotthard. 

She  left  the  room  with  the  children,  and  Eckholt  soon 
entered. 

u  At  last !  "  cried  Schuttenhelm.  "  Where  hast  thou  been 
hiding,  old  coffin-maker?" 

Gotthard  Henneberg  went  to  meet  him,  offered  him  his 
hand,  and  said,  "  Welcome,  Eckholt !  Schnewerding  has 
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vouched  for  thee,  that  thou  wilt  adhere  faithfully  to  us 
against  our  enemies." 

"  I  thank  thee,  brothers,  that  ye  have  taken  me  into  your 
confidence  ;  it  shall  not  be  misplaced.  All  of  our  guild  think 
as  I  do." 

"I  have  told  them  so,  already,  Eckholt,"  said  Schnewer- 
ding.  "Take  your  seats,  and  whoever  is  thirsty,  let  him 
help  himself." 

The  seven  masters  seated  themselves,  and  Henneberg  be- 
gan :  "  It  is  I  who  have  bidden  you  to  meet  here,  through  our 
friend,  Schnewerding ;  for  I  believe  it  is  time  that  we  resort 
to  force,  to  bring  this  disgraceful  state  of  affairs  in  our  good 
town  to  a  speedy  termination.  I  need  not  sum  up  all  the 
ill  deeds  which  have  been  committed  by  the  infamous  rascals 
who  now  occupy  seats  in  our  council,  which  they  have  ille- 
gally seized,  and  from  which  it  is  time  they  should  be  driven. 
The  latest  villany,  which  probably  ye  do  not  know  of,  I  will 
acquaint  ye  with.  They  have  conveyed  Springintgut  secretly 
by  night  from  the  stone  wine-cask  to  the  new  tower,  where 
they  will  let  him  perish  miserably,  if  we  do  not  free  him." 

Exclamations  of  anger  arose  from  the  others.  "  In  the 
new  tower,"  the  mason,  Bartels,  called  out  indignantly  ;  "  it 
isn't  finished  yet,  and  so  wet  that  the  water  runs  down  the 
walls.  No  living  being  can  stand  it." 

"Infernal  fiends!"  cried  out  Schuttenhelm,  and  ham- 
mered the  table  with  his  fist. 

"  We  will  throw  them  in  themselves,"  said  Schnewerding. 

"  And  keep  them  on  bread  and  water,"  added  Peter 
Flachs. 

"  A  shorter  way  than  that,"  exclaimed  Scuttenhelm,  mak- 
ing a  horizontal  motion  with  his  hand  •  "  heads  off!  " 

"  Let  us  not  work  ourselves  into  a  passion,"  expostulated 
Henneberg.  "  Even  though  we  be  wrathful,  let  us  con- 
sider quietly  what  we  must  do  to  defeat  their  evil  designs, 
while  it  is  time.  Brothers,  they  would  sell  the  freedom  of 
our  town.  I  have  trustworthy  evidence  that  they  are  nego- 
tiating with  the  Duke  of  Celle,  and  also  with  the  prelate's 
and  chapters.  They  would  sell  our  charters,  grants,  and 
seals  ;  betray  and  sell  the  freedom,  honor,  and  glory  of  our 
city.  They  say,  to  pay  its  debts,  but  ye  can  imagine  how 
much  will  stick  to  their  thievish  fingers." 

"  Stop,  Ilenneberg  !  That  is  enough  !  more  than  enough  ! 
Tell  us  when  to  strike  the  first  blow." 
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The  others  chimed  in,  and  Gotthard  said,  "  I  know  ye  are 
all  of  the  same  mind  ;  but  the  question  is,  whether  we  are 
strong  enough,  and  upon  whom  we  can  rely.  Ten  guilds 
remained  faithful  to  the  old  council  at  the  time  of  the  meet- 
ing in  the  Kaland." 

44  To-day  thou  canst  double  that  number,"  interrupted 
Eckholt.  "  Most  of  those  who  at  that  time  took  the  oppo- 
site side  have  long  ago  repented,  and  would  gladly  join 
forces  with  thee,  if  thou  wouldst  but  meet  them  half-way. 
I  know  just  how  the  laud  lies.  They  have  not  confided  in 
thee,  because  thou  wert  not  with  them,  but  there  are  a  dozen 
other  guild  masters,  whom  I  could  name,  who  would  gladly 
unite  with  you,  and  who  are  as  well  fitted  to  occupy  this  seat 
as  I  am." 

44  So  much  the  better,"  responded  Master  Gotthard  ;  u  it 
were  well,  then,  to  ask,  who  are  now  our  opponents?" 

44  Principally,  the  five  guilds  whose  masters  are  councillors," 
replied  Peter  Flachs. 

"  And  those  very  ones  are  the  strongest,"  added  Bartels. 

44  But  they  are  not  united,"  said  Eckholt.  "  Many  of  the 
masters  wish  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  new  council ; 
and  if  they  will  not  resist  their  guild  brothers,  neither  will 
they  raise  a  hand  against  us." 

"  In  short,  we  are  strong  enough,"  cried  Schuttenhelm. 
' '  What  will  ye  wager  that  there  are  any  more  guilds  against 
us  than  there  are  masters  here  ?  " 

"The  council  has  hired  a  larger  force  of  mercenaries," 
interposed  the  mason,  u  to  whom  they  have  given  a  large 
sum  as  earnest  money." 

44  All  the  wealthy  families,  with  their  dependants,  will 
side  with  us,"  said  Schnewerding,  "and  also  many  of  the 
salt  masters." 

44  We  need  them  not,"  answered  the  smith.  44  We  have 
our  own  salt  master,  who  is  worth  a  hundred  others." 

Then  the  skipper  spoke  up.  "•  Spend  not  your  time, 
brothers,  in  counting  yonr  foes.  Let  us  not  sail  first  to 
windward  and  then  to  leeward.  Once  we  are  afloat,  we  will 
mark  how  the  wind  bloweth,  and  who  holdeth  the  same 
course  as  ourselves." 

44  I  think  with  thee,  Kerkrink,"  said  Gotthnrd  Henneberg. 
44  We  will  all  of  us  diligently  seek  out  our  fellow-artisans  in 
the  other  guilds,  and  to  those  whom  we  find  ready  to  risk 
their  life  and  possessions  in  this  cause,  we  will  explain 
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everything,  that  they  may  be  one  with  us.  And  then,  for- 
ward, in  God's  name !  Let  us  do  and  dare,  brothers.  It 
is  a  sacred  duty,  in  which  the  Almighty  will  give  us  his 
help.  But  that  we  may  succeed,  each  must  know  just  what 
is  expected  of  him,  and  be  at  his  appointed  post  with- 
out a  minute's  delay.  Schnewerding,  give  me  a  bit  of 
chalk." 

The  armorer  brought  some  chalk  from  the  workshop,  and 
Henneberg  traced  some  figures  in  outline  on  the  table ; 
first,  a  bell,  and  beneath  it  a  gate,  then  a  tower,  then  a 
house  with  six  perpendicular  marks  upon  the  roof,  and 
finally  a  cross,  or  it  might  be  a  cross-handled  sword.  "  So," 
said  he,  "  the  bell  comes  first.  Now,  who  will  undertake  to 
ring  the  alarm  ?  " 

"  I !"  cried  Schuttenhelm. 

"  Thou?  "  returned  Gotthard.  ""We  can  employ  thee  and 
thy  sturdy  smiths  in  a  better  way  than  that.  The  bell-ring- 
ing is  easy  work.  I  propose  that  we  leave  that  to  the  gold- 
smiths. I  will  speak  to  Hans  Laffert  about  it.  Is  that 
understood?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  others  ;  "let  the  goldsmiths  ring  the 
alarm." 

Gotthard  drew  a  ring  beside  the  bell,  and  continued,  "  Next, 
the  gates  must  be  instantaneously  closed  and  guarded.  Who 
will  attend  to  that?" 

"  I  will,"  said  Schuttenhelm  again. 

"Nay;  I  will!"  Schnewerdiug  exclaimed.  "At  the 
gates  the  first  encounter  will  be  with  the  mercenaries,  and 
we  armorers  are  well  equipped." 

"  Good,"  said  Master  Henneberg  ;  "but  ye  cannot  defend 
all  six  gates  ;  take  charge  of  the  new  one,  the  salt  gate,  and 
the  red  gate." 

"  Yes,  that  will  I !  "  Schuewerding  replied. 

"  The  old  bridge,  the  Lime  and  Bardewiker  gates  —  " 

"  "We  will  protect,"  interposed  Eckholt. 

"That  is  settled,"  said  Master  Gotthard,  and  near  the 
gate  he  drew  armor  and  a  square. 

"  When  will  my  turn  come?"  asked  Schuttenhelm,  impa- 
tiently. 

"  Thy  turn  hath  come  now,"  said  Gotthard  ;  "  thou  must 
break  into  the  dungeons  on  the  south  side  of  the  city,  free 
the  imprisoned  councillors,  and  then  repair  with  thy  men  to 
the  market-place,  but  it  must  be  all  done  very  quickly." 
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44  As  swiftly  as  the  hammer  falls  on  the  iron !  "  cried 
Schuttenhelm,  and  struck  the  table  with  his  fist. 

k4  The  towers  on  the  north  side  commit  to  us  masons, 
Master  Gotthard,"  then  said  Stephen  Bartels. 

41  That  is  what  I  purposed,"  answered  Gotthard,  and 
drew  near  the  tower  a  large  and  small  hammer.  "  But  do 
not  break  into  all  the  prisons  ;  leave  one  or  two  untouched  ; 
we  shall  have  need  of  them." 

44  We  understand  !  "  laughed  the  others. 

44  Now  here  is  the  Town  House,"  proceeded  Master  Gott- 
hard. "  Kcrkrink,  that  shall  be  thy  care;  surround  it  with 
thy  sailors,  and  if  necessary  take  one  or  two  of  the  other 
guilds  to  help  thee.  It  will  be  well  defended,  and  if  ye 
cannot  force  it,  then  we  will  all  come  to  thine  aid,  for  we 
shall  meet  in  the  market-place  and  the  near  streets."  Then 
he  drew  an  anchor  upon  the  table  beside  the  Town  House. 

44  What  shall  I  do?  "  asked  Peter  Flacks. 

44  I  thought,  Peter,"  said  Henneberg,  "  that  thou  wouldst 
prefer  to  attack  the  shoemakers." 

4  4  Naturally  !  "  laughed  the  tanner. 

4 'Henneberg,  what  signifieth  the  sword  here  below?"  in- 
quired Schuttenhelm. 

44  That  is  for  me,"  replied  Gotthard.  4t  I  shall  seize 
Dalenborg,  Schupper,  and  Sengstake,  and  see  to  it  that  they 
do  not  slip  through  our  fingers." 

44  Leave  that  to  men  whom  thou  canst  trust,  Henneberg," 
said  Kerkrink  ;  44  thou  hast  other  affairs  to  attend  to.  To 
every  ship  there  is  but  one  captain,  and  so  in  this  town  there 
must  be  one  leader,  to  order  everything,  and  that  one  must 
be  thou,  Henneberg." 

The  master  gravely  assented. 

44  And  if,  please  God,  we  are  victorious,"  he  continued, 
44  thou  alone  must  have  command  in  Liineburg  as  head  pro- 
vost, till  the  seats  in  the  council  are  all  filled  again." 

44  Yes,  yes!  salt  master ;  thou  must  take  the  government 
on  thy  shoulders  !  "  cried  they  all. 

Schnewerding  rose,  extended  his  hand  across  the  table  to 
Master  Gotthard,  and  said,  4'  Henneberg,  we  swear  to  obey 
thee  loyally,  and  we  will  vouch  for  all  our  men,  that  they 
will  do  so  likewise.  If  any  man  disobeys  thee,  he  will  do  so 
at  his  own  peril." 

Thereupon,  all  the  others  stood  up,  and  shook  hands  one 
after  another  with  Gotthard  Henneberg. 
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"  I  thank  thee,  brethren  ;  let  it  be  according  to  your  will," 
said  he.  "I  hope  to  God  that  it  will  not  be  necessary  to 
shed  the  blood  of  our  fellow-citizens.  But  if  we  meet  with 
resistance,  we  must  use  force  without  mercy.  When  once 
we  are  masters  of  the  town,  we  will  pardon  those  who  are 
worthy  of  it ;  but  until  then,  let  it  be  understood  that  no 
one  will  be  spared  who  rpposes  us." 

"  Salt  master,  now  that  thou  art  standing  at  the  anvil,  to 
strike  the  iron  when  it  is  hot,  tell  us  when  it  will  be  so." 

Henneberg  reflected  a  moment.  Should  he  risk  the  danger 
which  awaited  him  in  the  Blue  Tower,  or  should  he  attack 
his  foes  before  they  had  time  to  set  their  trap  for  him  ?  The 
former  must  be  his  choice,  provided  they  did  not  delay  too 
long. 

u  We  need  time,"  said  he.  "  Everything  must  be  done  with 
care  and  secrecy,  which  will  require  three  or  four  days.  We 
need  all  possible  assistance  in  this  enterprise  which  ye  can 
procure,  and  every  one  who  is  to  be  with  us  must  well  under- 
stand all  the  details,  that  we  may  work  together  harmoniously. 
I  will  give  ye  timely  warning  before  the  tocsin  sounds.  Every 
man  must  have  his  armor  and  weapons  ready,  and  anv  one 
who  can  depend  upon  his  journeymen,  will  arm  them  also." 

"  What  signal  wilt  thou  give  us?"  asked  Schnewerding. 

"  Let  us  consider,"  answered  Master  Gotthard.  "  To 
bold  the  gates  and  the  prisons  must  be  our  first  duty.  To 
you  four,  Schnewerding  and  Eckholt  who  guard  the  gates, 
and  Schuttenhelm  and  Bartels  wlio  besiege  the  towers,  and 
to  Hans  Laffert  who  sounds  the  tocsin,  I  will  send  a  token. 
It  shall  be  a  bit  of  an  oaken  stave  with  my  brand  upon  it. 
As  soon  as  ye  receive  it,  go  to  work  with  all  speed,  for  be- 
fore ye  are  at  your  posts,  ye  will  hear  the  alarum,  and  ye 
must  see  to  it  that  gates  and  towers  are  in  our  power  before 
our  foes  can  meet  in  the  market-place.  Is  all  clear  to  you, 
brethren  ? 

"  Yea,"  they  answered  ;  "  in  three  da}'S  we  will  be  ready." 

"Good!"  returned  the  cooper.  "I  depend  upon  you. 
Be  ready  in  three  days,  but  it  may  be  four,  it  may  even  be 
five  days  before  I  send  you  the  token.  Have  patience,  and 
trust  me  to  seize  the  right  moment." 

"  That  we  will !  "  answered  Schuttenhelm  ;  "  but  if  thou 
tarriest  too  long,  I  will  come  and  stir  thee  up." 

u  Come  an  thou  wilt,"  said  Gotthard,  smiling,  "  but  curb 
thy  tongue,  hot-head,  and  do  not  fling  wild  words  abroad, 
which  might  betray  us  all." 
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"  Never  fear  !  "  cried  Schuttenhelm.  "  I  will  keep  cool,  but 
later  come  the  red-hot  blows  !  " 

u  Yes,  if  necessary,"  answered  Henneberg. 

The  masters  now  rose,  cjeeply  moved,  for  they  faced 
an  appalling  crisis,  in  which  they  hazarded  everything,  and 
dangers  in  which  thousands  must  be  involved.  And  yet 
they  were  more  light-hearted  than  they  had  been  for  many  a 
day.  None  more  so  than  Gotthard  Henneberg.  "  So  we 
are  all  agreed,  brothers,"  said  he,  at  parting.  u  With 
courage  have  we  planned  this  uprising,  yet  we  know  all  the 
seriousness  of  our  undertaking.  We  do  not  go  into  it 
lightly.  If  we  succeed,  we  can  answer  for  the  blood  which 
may  be  shed,  to  God  and  our  consciences.  But  should  we 
succumb,  we  must  accept  our  failure,  comforting  ourselves 
with  the  reflection  that  our  motives  were  pure  and  good. 
Farewell,  brothers  !  When  we  all  meet  again,  it  will  be  in 
the  market-place,  sword  in  hand  ! ' 

They  separated,  and  each  one  went  his  way  alone,  waiting 
till  his  predecessor  should  be  out  of  sight,  while  Gotthard 
proceeded  to  visit  Hans  Laffert,  the  good  old  goldsmith. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

THAT  the  six  guild  masters  left  Schnewerding's  house 
singly  and  at  intervals  was  of  little  avail,  for  the  meeting 
had  not  been  unobserved.  On  Meere  Street,  at  the  corner 
of  Unteren  Ohlinger  Street,  lived  the  harness  maker,  Guild- 
master  Komrath,  and  before  the  door,  in  sight  of  Schnewer- 
ding's house,  sat,  at  sundown,  the  master  and  mistress  with 
Daniel  Sporken,  and  talked  of  the  bad  times.  As  the 
saddler  and  Daniel  both  worked  in  leather,  both  complained 
how  costly  it  had  become  since  the  invoices  from  Holstein 
had  fallen  off.  The  other  trades  were  no  better,  for  corn, 
wood,  metals,  and  other  wares  were  scarce,  and  only  to  be 
had  for  good  silver.  This  was  all  owing  to  the  miserable  state 
of  affairs  in  Luneburg,  which  was  known  all  over  the  countiy, 
and  had  been  exaggerated,  though  in  truth  it  was  bad  enough. 
The  quarrel  with  the  prelates,  the  deposition  and  imprison- 
ment of  the  old  council,  and  the  large  debt  of  the  town 
made  the  merchants  and  tradesmen  outside  suspicious,  so 
that  they  would  no  longer  give  credit  to  a  Liineburger,  and 
no  foreigners  came  to  the  city  to  trade,  not  wishing  to  incur 
danger  in  these  uncertain  times. 

u  There  cometh  one  who  could  mend  matters,  if  he  chose," 
said  Mistress  Therese,  as  she  saw  Gotthard  Henneberg 
approaching. 

"  The  salt  master  !  "  exclaimed  Master  Komrath,  looking 
up  ;  "  he  cannot  change  things  now,  and  formerly  thou  wert 
of  a  different  mind.  Thou  gavest  me  day  and  night  no  rest, 
till  I  opposed  him.  I  did  so,  and  now  I  regret  it,  day  and 
night." 

u  And  I,  also,  if  that  comforteth  thee,"  said  his  wife. 

As  Master  Gotthard  passed,  they  returned  his  greeting, 
but  without  speaking. 

"  What  can  have  brought  him  to  Meere  Street?"  said 
Daniel. 


THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUNEBURG.  295 

"He  cometh  from  Schnewerding's,  remarked  Mistress 
Therese. 

"So?  From  Scknewerding's  !  What  hath  he  to  do  with 
Schnewerding?" 

"  Belike  to  purchase  a  weapon,"  answered  Komrath  ;  "  he 
hath  a  whole  armory  in  his  house.  That  is  what  one  usually 
goeth  to  an  armorer  for." 

"  There  cometh  another  out  of  Schnewerding's  house," 
said  the  wife  ;  "  Skipper  Kerkrink.  What  doeth  he  here?  " 

"  Where  should  a  skipper  come,  if  not  to  Meere  Street?  "* 
laughed  Komrath. 

The  skipper  also  passed  by  with  a  silent  greeting,  and 
their  wonder  grew  as  they  perceived  the  master  mason, 
Bartels,  and  shortly  afterward  the  joiner,  Eckholt,  emerge 
from  the  armorer's  house  door,  both  departing  in  opposite 
directions. 

Daniel  Sporken  wished  to  question  Eckholt  as  to  what 
they  were  all  about,  but  Mistress  Therese  checked  him,  say- 
ing, "Wait  a  little,  Master  Daniel;  perchance  there  are 
more  of  them  -coming." 

She  was  right,  for  now  came  Schuttenhelm,  the  smith. 

"  All  of  them  guild  masters,"  observed  the  saddler. 

"  There  must  be  something  on  foot,"  said  Daniel. 

"  If  Eckholt  were  not  here,  one  might  think  they  were 
scheming  against  the  council,"  the  woman.. remarked. 

"  I  would  join  them,  if  they  were,"  replied  Komrath. 

Schuttenhelm  was  obliged  to  pass  near  them,  and  curi- 
osity urged  them  to  spenk,  but  not  without  hesitation,  for 
the  bold  smith  could  occasionally  be  churlish,  even  when  he 
meant  nothing  by  it.  But  Daniel  could  not  contain  himself, 
and  when  Schuttenhelm  drew  near,  he  rather  awkwardly 
began  by  calling  out,  "  Good  evening,  master ;  it  is  a  beau- 
tiful evening,  this  evening." 

The  smith,  who  saw  what  he  would  be  at,  and  who  did 
not  care  to  be  stopped,  answered  in  the  loud  tone  to  which 
his  labor  at  the  anvil  had  accustomed  him,  "  Yes  ;  a  beauti- 
ful evening.  But  get  home  as  soon  as  you  can  ;  there  is  a 
thunder-storm  coming."' 

"  That  was  gracious  of  him,"  exclaimed  Komrath,  when 
Schuttenhelm  was  out  of  hearing.  "The  bear  must  be  in 
good -humor,  or  thou  wouldst  have  had  a  thunder-storm  on 
the  spot." 

*  Sea  Street. 
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"  I  have  never  done  him  any  harm  in  my  life,"  answered 
Daniel. 

11 1  know  that ;  otherwise  thou  wouldst  not  be  sitting  here," 
said  Komrath. 

"  It  is  not  necessary  for  the  smith  to  tell  us  that  a  stform 
is  brewing,"  observed  Mistress  Therese.  "There,  over  the 
Kalkberg,  one  can  see  it  coming." 

"  I  believe  his  words  had  another  meaning,"  Daniel  mut- 
tered. 

When  Peter  Flachs  likewise  appeared,  and  they  saw  him 
approaching,  the  inquisitive  trio  hoped  now  to  learn  the  cause 
of  this  remarkable  meeting  of  guild  masters,  for  the  tanner's 
craft  was  akin  to  theirs  ;  he  lived  upon  the  profit  he  made  out 
of  the  saddlers  and  shoemakers,  and  for  this  reason  he  must 
say  a  word  in  passing,  and  they  would  not  allow  him  to  slip 
by  unchallenged. 

After  exchanging  salutations,  Komrath  said,  "  Peter,  sit 
down  with  us.  It  is  right  pleasant,  sitting  here." 

Peter  Flachs  could  not  well  refuse  the  invitation  of  a  good 
customer,  although  he  much  feared  his  questioning,  for  if 
the  three  had  been  there  long,  they  must  have  seen  the 
other  guild  masters.  What  should  he  say  to  them,  in  order 
to  conceal  the  truth?  If  only  that  blabber,  Daniel  Sporken, 
was  out  of  the  way.  Komrath  was  in  sympathy  with  the 
masters,  but  in  the  shoemaker's  presence  one  must  needs  be 
wary  indeed.  Scarcely  had  he  taken  his  seat  before  the 
catechism  began. 

"Hast  thou  been  at  Schnewerding's,  Master  Flachs?" 
Daniel  inquired. 

"  Yea,"  replied  Peter,  "I  have  been  at  Schnewerding's. 
Thou  livest  also  in  this  neighborhood,  Master  Daniel?  " 

"  Near  by,"  he  replied ;  "  just  over  yonder,  in  Techt 
Street. 

"  Ye  have  had  quite  a  gathering  of  guild  masters  at  Schne- 
werding's," said  Komrath. 

"Yea,  by  chance,"  answered  the  tanner.  "Hast  thou 
paid  the  tax  on  thy  house  yet  ?  " 

"  Nay,  I  have  yet  to  pay  it,  and  Schnewerding  also." 

"Oh!  it  was  on  that  account  that  thou  wast  at  Schne- 
werding's?" 

"Nay,  nay,"  answered  Peter  Flachs.  "Mistress,  dost 
thou  send  thy  children  to  the  convent  school  of  St.  Michaelis, 
or  to  the  one  at  Heilteenthal?  " 
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"  To  the  Michaelis  school,"  answered  Mistress  Therese. 
"That  is  the  nearest  one  to  us.  Schnewercling  sends  his 
eldest  there,  also." 

The  tanner  had  hoped,  on  his  side,  by  asking  all  manner  of 
questions,  to  divert  the  minds  of  the  others,  but  it  was  of 
no  avail ;  at  every  answer  they  returned  to  Schnewerding. 

"  The  salt  master  was  also  there,"  said  Daniel. 

"  Yea,  he  was  there  also.     Did  ye  speak  to  him?  " 

"Nay,  he  went  by  in  silence,"  answered  the  mistress. 
"Have  ye  some  design  in  coming  out  one  by  one,  or  have 
ye  quarrelled,  Master  Flachs?" 

"  Surely  not,  mistress ;  we  came  out  thus  for  conven- 
ience," said  Peter,  who  grew  hotter  and  hotter  under  this 
cross-fire  of  questions;  "  but  I  must  go  now,  for  my  wife 
expecteth  me  home." 

He  tried  to  get  away,  but  Komrath  would  not  let  him  go, 
and  now  asked  him  directly,  "  What  have  ye  six  guild  mas- 
ters been  doing  at  Schnewerding's,  Peter?" 

"We  !  At  Schnewerding's  !  What  have  we  been  doing  ?  " 
repeated  the  tanner,  in  the  greatest  embarrassment.  "Oh,  I 
will  tell  thee.  Their  youngest  is  a  year  old  to-day,  and  we 
godfathers  have  been  there  to  congratulate  them." 

"But  the  salt  master  is  not  godfather  to  the  youngest 
child,"  returned  the  saddler. 

"  Neither  is  Kerkrink,"  the  shoemaker  added  ;  "he  barely 
knoweth  the  Schnewerdings.  I  am  not  so  sure  about  the 
others." 

"  Nay,  thon  art  right ;  those  two  came  by  accident,"  Peter 
Flachs  replied,  in  despair. 

"  Schnewerding's  youngest  a  year  old  to-day,"  remarked 
the  mistress.  "  That  is  not  possible." 

"  It  must  be,  mistress,  surely." 

"  Nay,  nay  ;  I  was  in  the  church  when  it  was  christened, 
and  that  was  in  the  early  spring ;  snow  yet  lay  upon  the 
ground.  I  remember  it  as  if  it  were  yesterday,"  asserted 
Mistress  Therese,  obstinately.  "  What  do  they  call  it?  " 

"  What  do  they  call  it?  Wait  a  moment.  I  believe  they 
call  the  youngster  Bernt." 

"The  youngster!  But,  Master  Flachs,  it  is  a  girl," 
laughed  Therese. 

"  Ah,  mistress,  a  girl!  How  could  I  have  made  such  a 
mistake  ?  " 

"  Yea,  Master  Flachs,  thou  art  assuredly  very  much  mis- 
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taken  ;  that  I  know.  That  is  why  I  was  so  astonished  that 
all  ye  men  should  have  gone  there,  for  with  a  girl  it  is  the 
women's  affair." 

"  Peter,  thou  art  in  a  dilemma,  and  the  other  godfathers 
also,"  laughed  Komrath,  ironically. 

"  Yea,"  added  Daniel,  "  thou  hast  been  mightily  mistaken 
in  that  godchild  of  thine." 

"This  is  a  pretty  kettle  of  fish!"  cried  Peter  Flachs, 
springing  up,  and  not  knowing  what  he  was  saying.  "  I 
must  return  at  once  and  convince  myself." 

4 'Wait  a  moment!  I  will  go  with  thee,"  called  Daniel 
after  him.  u  I  would  visit  Schnewerding  myself." 

44  Thou  art  the  very  man  we  wanted,"  returned  the  tanner, 
but  already  too  far  off  to  be  heard  ;  and  he  ran  quickly  back  to 
the  armorer's  to  tell  him  how  he  tried  to  satisfy  the  curiosity 
of  the  neighbors,  that  he  had  said  that  the  girl  was  a  boy 
and  a  year  old,  and  also  that  he  wanted  the  other  masters  to 
know  what  had  happened,  so  that  explanations  should  agree, 
and  suspicion  of  the  true  purpose  of  the  meeting  not  be 
excited,  which  he  feared  would  be  discovered  through  Daniel 
Sporken.  He  felt  that  he  had  not  drawn  himself  very  skil- 
fully out  of  the  net-  which  had  been  thrown  over  his  head 
from  three  different  points.  But  how  could  he  have  saved 
himself  ?  Why  had  not  the  salt  master  asked  them  to  meet 
in  the  heath  instead  of  here  on  Meere  Street,  where  others 
lived  beside  the  saddler,  and  where  the  houses  had  too  many 
windows.  It  was  careless,  and  might  lead  to  serious  conse- 
quences. But  it  was  too  late  to  think  about  this.  The 
thing  to  do  now  must  be  to  meet  suspicion  with  careful 
coolness. 

It  began  to  dawn  upon  Master  Komrath  what  had  led  the 
six  guild  masters  to  visit  the  seventh,  the  presumption  that 
some  enterprise  was  on  foot  against  the  council  naturally 
occurring  to  his  mind  on  account  of  the  general  feeling  of 
dissatisfaction.  He  felt  hurt  that  less  confidence  had  been 
reposed  in  him  than  in  the  joiner,  Eckholt,  who  had,  as  well 
ati  himself,  helped  to  depose  the  old  council  and  elect  the 
new  one  ;  yet,  as  he  sympathized  with  the  seven  conspirators, 
—  as  he  took  them  to  be,  —  he  concluded  to  keep  this  occur- 
rence a  secret.  He  also  tried  to  turn  Daniel  from  the  right 
track,  and  divert  his  suspicions.  If  there  was  to  be  a  rising, 
he  was  sure  he  would  not  be  overlooked,  for  his  opinion  in 
regard  to  the  present  state  of  affairs  was  well  known. 
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He  gave  his  wife  a  nod,  which  she  understood,  and  they  suc- 
ceeded in  quieting  the  cobbler,  warning  him  to  keep  his  mouth 
shut  if  he  would  not  have  Schuttenhelm  pound  him  to  a  jelly. 
This  was  very  efficacious,  and  he  did  not  go  to  Schnewerd- 
ing's,  after  all,  but  went  quietly  home  without  meeting  the 
tanner,  who  had  returned  by  another  way.  There  was  no 
padlock,  however,  which  could  shut  Daniel  Sporken's  mouth 
at  home.  To  his  wife,  Gesche,  he  must  pour  out  his  whole 
soul,  everything  he  knew  and  did  n't  know.  He  found  her 
sitting  in  the  workshop,  in  the  open  doorway,  and  he  took 
a  seat  beside  her  and  began  to  relate  everything  minutely. 
She  laughed  at  him  for  thinking  for  a  moment  that  the  guild 
masters  had  not  been  hatching  some  plot  at  Schnewerding's 
and  that  he  should  let  himself  be  led  by  the  nose  by  Kom- 
rath.  "  Well,  if  thou  art  of  the  opinion  that  there  is  to  be 
an  insurrection,  dear  wife,  I  ought  to  acquaint  my  friend, 
Sengstake,  with  the  news." 

4 '  Thou  art  out  of  thy  senses,"  she  retoited.  "  What  hast 
thou  seen  ?  The  salt  master  and  five  others  coming  out  of 
Schnewerding's  house?  That  is  nothing!  What  does  it 
concern  thee  if  they  beat  each  other  black  and  blue  ?  and 
thou  wilt  get  thy  share  with  thy  meddling,  if  I  do  not  lock 
thee  up  in  the  cellar.  It  is  all  the  same  to  thee  who  sits  up 
there  on  the  cushioned  seats  in  the  Town  House,  the  new  or 
the  old  council.  Is  anything  better,  under  the  new  council  ? 
Nothing  at  all.  Hast  thou  heard  the  last  news?  They  wish 
to  sell  the  golden  shrine." 

"  What!  The  golden  shrine,  Gesche!  That  would  be 
shameful !  " 

"That  say  I,  also.  They  are  secretly  bargaining  with 
the  Walkenried  Convent,  the  only  one  which  can  afford  to 
buy  the  precious  treasure  ;  they  say  even  the  Emperor  can- 
not do  so." 

41  If  that  is  their  plan,  Gesche,  I  will  tell  Sengstake  noth- 
ing. I  will  join  in  the  uprising,  and  fight  with  the  best  of 
them." 

"• 1  should  like  to  see  thee  !  "  jeered  she. 

Daniel  kept  silence,  shook  his  head,  and  drew  his  deepest 
"vale-of -tears"  sigh. 

The  shrine  was  seven  feet  wide  and  three  feet  in  height  and 
of  great  value,  and  was  kept  in  the  church  of  St.  Michaelis. 
It  was  the  property  of  the  town,  and  no  one  knew  its  origin, 
whether  it  came  from  Hermann  Billung  the  Saxon,  or  Em- 
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peror  Otto  the  Second,  or  Heinrich  the  Lion.  It  was  divided 
into  different  compartments,  in  which  were  relics,  numberless 
representations  of  the  life  of  Christ  and  the  saints,  and  curi- 
ously wrought  crosses  and  chalices,  and  other  vessels  of  ivory 
and  amber.  The  shrine  itself  was  pure  gold,  set  with  precious 
stones,  —  diamonds,  emeralds,  rubies,  and  costly  pearls.  It 
was  a  treasure  of  which  Liineburg  was  justly  proud,  and  this 
precious  object,  without  its  like  anywhere,  the  burgomasters 
and  Sengtake  now  proposed  to  sell,  according  to  common 
report,  in  order  to  discharge  the  city  debt,  keeping  a  goodly 
sum  for  themselves.  The  old  council  had  never  thought  of 
giving  the  town  any  account  of  its  expenditures,  and  the 
present  one  had  no  idea  of  making  any  innovation  upon  such 
a  convenient  custom. 

After  this  scandalous  news,  Daniel  became  speechless,  and 
as  Gesche  also  held  her  tongue,  Timmo  thought  it  time  to 
emerge  from  the  corner,  where  he  had  been  sitting  unob- 
served in  the  dusk,  and  remarked,  "  It  is  not  a  bad  notion. 
What  good  doth  the  old  shrine  do  thee  ?  Let  it  go,  aud  ye 
will  be  free  of  debt :  ye  will  pay  less  taxes,  and  live  peace- 
ably with  the  priests." 

'•  Wert  thou  a  Luneburger,  thou  wouldst  speak  differently," 
said  Gesche. 

"  Were  I  a  Luneburger,  I  would  not  join  in  any  uprising," 
retorted  he. 

Daniel  was  alarmed,  and  said,  quickly,  "  Who  talks  seri- 
ously of  an  uprising  ?  " 

"  Trouble  not  thyself  about  unlaid  eggs,"  added  Gesche. 

u  This  egg  seems  to  be  laid,  mistress  !  "  returned  Timmo, 
u  by  a  salt-master  hen,  in  an  iron  nest  in  Meere  Street,  and 
the  other  hens  who  have  been  cackling  over  it  are  not  to  be 
overlooked,  either." 

So  he  had  heard  the  whole  of  Daniel's  story,  and  that  made 
the  latter  and  Gesche  uncomfortable. 

If  Timmo  talked,  and  it  were  known  where  his  gossip  origi- 
nated, Daniel  Sporken  would  get  into  trouble  with  his  fellow- 
artisans,  and  he  thought  of  Schuttenhelm's  big  fists. 

'•  Thou  hast  been  dreaming  in  your  dark  corner,"  he  said 
to  Timmo. 

"Possibly,  master,"  said  the  journeyman.  "I  do  have 
many  singular  dreams." 

'•  Run  and  tell  thy  love,  who  seweth  green  collars  on  folks' 
yellow  doublets,"  snapped  Gesche, 
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"Hast  thou  another  to  be  sewed,  mistress?  If  so,  give  it 
to  me.  She  will  do  it  for  thee  gladly." 

"  Thou  monkey  !  "  Gesche  cried  ;  "  thou  hast  played  many 
a  prank  on  roe,  but  this  one  I  will  never  forget !  " 

"Now,  mistress,  thou  needst  not  grow  yellow  and  green 
with  anger.  We  meant  well." 

"Meant  well,"  she  repeated,  more  incensed;  "thou  hast 
meant  it  for  a  roguish  trick,  thou  and  thy  feather-headed 
sweetheart,  on  purpose  to  anger  me." 

"  The  master  bade  me  do  it,"  Timmo  replied^ 

"Timmo,"  said  Daniel,  "it  was  thou  who  proposed  it. 
Fhou  saidst  that  she  would  be  so  surprised." 

"  Thou  nearest  that,  good-for-nonght !  "  cried  Gesche. 

"  Master,"  said  Timmo,  "  if  thou  leavest  me  in  the  lurch, 
jo  will  I  leave  thee,  when  thou  stickest  in  the  mire,  which 
)ft  happeneth." 

"Thou  needst  not  pull  me  out,"  answered  Daniel.  "  I  can 
ive  without  thee." 

"We  would  much  rather  not  have  thy  help,"  chimed  in 
jresche. 

"  He  hath  oftentimes  sorely  needed  it,"  said  Timmo. 

"  Man  and  wife  must  settle  things  between  themselves  ;  it 
s  no  concern  of  thine,"  she  answered,  growing  hotter  every 
noment. 

"  And  we  live  so  happily  together,  do  we  not,  Gesche?" 

"  Yea,"  laughed  Timmo  ;  u  like  cat  and  dog." 

"Whom  meane>t  thou  by  the  cat?"  snapped  she. 

"Whom  dost  thou  mean  by  the  dog?"  cried  Daniel,  brist- 
ing  up,  under  his  wife's  eye. 

"  If  ye  do  not  know,  no  more  do  I,"  returned  Timmo. 

"  If  there  is  a  hound  in  the  house,  it  is  thou,"  said  Gesche. 

"But  thou  wilt  always  remain  the  cat  in  the  lion's  den, 
nistress !  " 

"  Good-for-nothing  fellow  ! "  cried  Daniel.  "  Wouldst  thou 
;all  thy  master's  workshop,  where  thou  hast  been  treated  so 
nuch  better  than  thou  deservest,  a  lion's  den  ?  " 

"I  did  not  invent  the  name,  master.  Thy  townsfolk  take 
liee  for  a  lion,  and  many  a  time  thou  lookest  very  like  the 
)lue  lions  on  the  Liiueburg  shield ;  and  canst  roar,  too,  I 
;ee." 

"Shut  thy  big  mouth,  thou  saucy  chap!"  Gesche  ex- 
jlaimed. 

"Shut  thy  little  one,  first,  mistress  !" 
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"Thou  wilt  get  something  on  thine,  soon,"  blustered 
Daniel. 

'•  Not  from  thee,  master  councillor  of  the  cobbler's 
bench ! " 

"Thou  good-for-nothing  brawler  !  " 

"Hans!"  called  Gesche,  beside  herself ;  "strike  a  light. 
We  will  tan  the  fellow's  hide  for  him  !  " 

' '  I  counsel  thee  not  to  come  too  near ! "  said  Timmo, 
threateningly. 

Hans  struck  no  light,  for  the  very  good  reason  that  he  was 
in  bed  and  asleep.  The  disputants  now  screamed  at  each 
other  all  at  once,  in  wild  confusion.  Gesche  flung  the  house 
door  to,  and  Daniel  locked  it.  Continuing  to  scold,  the  pair 
groped  their  way  to  the  living-room,  and  Timmo  to  the  stair- 
way at  the  back  of  the  workshop,  which  led  to  his  chamber. 
Standing  on  the  lowest  step,  he  said,  "  If  thou  needst  me  no 
longer,  master,  I  can  pack  my  wallet  and  be  off." 

"  Thou  canst  go  as  soon  as  thou  pleasest !  Make  haste  and 
take  thyself  off  !"  answered  Daniel. 

"Yea,  run  as  fast  as  thy  heels  can  carry  thee  !  "  shrieked 
Gesche,  while  Timmo  slowly  mounted  the  stairs. 

As  he  was  nearly  at  the  top,  he  exclaimed,  jeeringly,  "  A 
good  night's  sleep,  honorable  master  !  and  pleasant  dreams  to 
thee,  fair  and  gentle  mistress  ! " 

Bump  !  Something  struck  the  stairs  and  then  bounced 
noisily  down  the  steps.  Timmo  laughed  like  a  hyena. 

Gesche,  seeking  for  a  missile,  had  found,  near  the  door,  a 
block  of  wood,  and  had  thrown  it  with  all  her  might  at 
Timmo. 

The  storm  had  fallen  in  the  lion's  den,  but  that  upon  the 
Kalkberg  had  passed  over,  though  there  had  been  no  rain 
for  weeks. 

Timmo  fell  asleep  full  of  revengeful  schemes,  and  the 
next  morning  he  put  them  into  execution.  Without  asking 
leave  he  went  directly  to  Sengstake,  and  repeated  to  him 
every  word  of  the  story,  which  Daniel  had  confided  to  his 
wife,  representing  him  as  having  taken  part  in  the  meeting 
in  Schnewerdiug's  house. 

This  communication  made  Sengstake  serious.  Presently 
he  said  to  Timmo,  "Take  heed  to  my  words,  my  friend! 
Betray  to  no  human  being  what  thou  hast  repeated  to  me. 
If  it  cometh  to  fighting  within  the  walls,  I  can  no  longer 
stay  in  Luneburg ;  neither  canst  thou.  Then  will  we  two 
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shake  the  dust  from  our  feet ;  money  will  not  be  lacking  for 
thee  or  me.  Here  is  a  handful  for  the  present.  Have  a 
small  boat  in  readiness,  and  at  the  first  sign  of  trouble 
hasten  to  the  banks  of  the  Ilmenan,  by  the  Bardewiker 
wall,  and  await  me  there  with  the  boat,  ready  to  depart. 
Keep  strict  silence,  and  do  as  I  bid  thee,  and  it  shall  be  for 
thine  advantage." 

Timmo  promised  everything,  and  went  away  contentedly. 

44 1  am  not  surprised  that  it  should  come,"  thought  Seng- 
stake,  when  he  was  alone,  "•  but  it  hath  come  too  soon  for 
my  purposes.  I  have  not  secured  enough  yet.  Dalenborg 
and  Schupper  must  not  know  nor  suspect  anything,  or  they 
will  scrape  together  all  th°y  can  and  leave  me  in  the  lurch. 
Why  does  Dalenborg  delay  to  entrap  the  salt  master?  If  he 
were  in  prison  it  would  make  delay  and  give  me  time,  and 
time  I  must  have  ;  I  will  spur  on  Dalenborg,  but  I  must  be 
careful,  for  I  trust  him  not !  " 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

THE  Lune  Convent  was  situated  north  of  the  town,  on  the 
Ilmenau,  and  its  walls  enclosed  a  pleasant  little  world  of  its 
own.  There  was  a  large  church,  in  which  had  hung  for  two 
centuries  the  beautiful  painted  altar  curtain ;  there  was  an 
irregular  building  for  church  dignitari'  s  who  might  wish  to 
spend  a  few  days  here  ;  the  house  of  the  superior  and  the 
priests,  who  conducted  the  services  and  heard  the  confessions 
of  the  nuns,  and  also  a  farm-house  and  servants'  quarteis, 
together  with  a  charming  garden  and  grand  old  trees,  under 
whose  shade  it  was  delightful  to  wander.  Entering  the  main 
building,  the  portals  of  which  were  covered  with  ivy  and 
climbing  roses,  through  the  grassy  court,  the  visitor  was 
ushered  into  a  lofty  arched  hall,  where  a  fountain  perpetu- 
ally flowed  from  eight  iion  spouts  into  a  wrought-iron  sht-ll 
of  antique  workmanship.  From  the  hall  one  passed  into  the 
noble  cloisters  which  surrounded  the  cemetery,  forming  a 
large  quadrangle.  Between  the  wide  arches  were  smaller 
ones  resting  on  beautiful  columns,  with  daintily  carved  capi- 
tals, filled  with  painted  glass,  representing  the  lives  of  the 
saints,  or  displaying  coats-of-arms  of  noble  families,  whose 
members  had  resided  in  the  convent  or  who  had  been  num- 
bered among  its  benefactors.  Everywhere  deepest  stillness 
reigned.  In  this  consecrated  place,  those  who  had  lost  their 
all  in  the  world,  or  had  nothing  to  ask  of  it,  could  find  per- 
chance a  haven  of  refuge.  Yet  not  every  one  who  came 
hither  sought  such,  nor  did  all  who  sought  it,  find  it. 

Hildegund  Yiskule  was  treated  with  friendliness  and 
respect  by  the  inmates  of  the  convent.  The  aged  abbess, 
who,  unfortunately,  was  deaf  and  almost  blind,  had  held 
here  for  many  years  an  altogether  too  gentle  sway,  seeing 
and  hearing  nothing  of  the  many  abuses  which  had  gradu- 
ally crept  into  her  house,  and  which,  had  she  recognized,  she 
hardly  could  have  stemmed  successfully.  She  was  animated 
by  a  genuine  piety,  and  contented  herself  with  counselling 
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Hildegund  affectionately  to  devote  hrrself  to  a  holy  life. 
The  superior  and  younger  priests,  however,  acted  quite  dif- 
ferently, exerting  every  persuasive  art  and  even  inventing 
falsehoods  to  influence  the  councillor's  daughter,  and  they 
were  abty  seconded  by  Barbara,  who  was  anxious  to  see  her 
arms  emblazoned  with  the  others  in  the  cloisters.  It  was 
proposed  that  she  should  receive  the  veil  at  the  same  time 
that  Hildegund  took  her  vows,  and  therefore  all  the  more 
did  she  urge  her  youthful  cousin  to  yield  her  consent.  The 
nuns  treated  Hildegund  with  sisterly  affection  or  with  con- 
siderate reticence,  as  might  seem  best  to  bring  about  the 
desired  result,  for  it  was  the  superior's  command  as  well  as 
the  general  wish  that  her  stay  in  the  convent  should  be 
made  as  pleasant  as  possible,  to  facilitate  and  insure  her 
permanent  abode  among  them. 

But  as  for  Hildegund,  she  only  longed  to  escape  from  this 
atmosphere  of  oppressive  stillness  to  the  bustling  activity  of 
her  father's  house.  Ah !  if  only  rescue  would  come  ;  if  a 
fair-haired  cooper  would  appear,  to  release  her  from  this 
rose-embowered  -  prison  !  No  nun  was  she,  nor  ever  would 
be,  and  yet  her  heart  was  full  of  the  longing  which  the  in- 
mates of  the  cloisters  know  so  well :  to  be  able  to  flee  away 
into  the  world,  to  freedom,  to  the  arms  of  the  beloved  ones ! 

As  though  he  knew  her  wishes,  Gilbert  was  inspired  by  a 
single  desire,  which  haunted  him  day  and  night,  and  which  oc- 
cupied his  mind  amid  his  greatest  activity.  This  was  to  free 
Hildegund,  and  it  seemed  to  him  his  peculiar  mission.  His 
eagerness  made  him  ready  to  overleap  all  obstacles,  some  of 
which  were  in  reality  well-nigh  insurmountable,  and  nothing 
daunted  him  through  which  might  come  any  prospect  of  suc- 
cess. The  impetuosity  of  youth  led  him  on,  step  by  step, 
till  he  was  ready  to  trample  under  foot  even  the  laws  and 
usages  which  constitute  the  safe  and  necessary  groundwork 
of  life. 

The  day  when  Hildegund  came  to  the  Golden  Egg  to  con- 
fide her  trouble  to  her  friends,  he  had  said,  <k  If  thou  art  car- 
ried into  the  convent,  I  will  fetch  thee  out,  though  I  have  to 
commit  murder."  And  he  would  keep  his  word.  Had  not  his 
own  father,  that  irreproachable  man,  said  to  Hildegund,  in 
his  presence,  "  If  thou  art  carried  by  force  to  the  convent, 
thou  canst  be  released  by  force  "  ? 

Therefore  he  silenced  every  scruple  which  lingered  in  his 
mind,  and  at  last  hit  upon  a  plan  which  promised  the  speedy 
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accomplishment  of  his  object,  which  was  no  less  than  the 
commission  of  sacrilege. 

Many  times  already  he  had  sunned  the  neighborhood  of 
the  convent,  and  noticed  that  hard  by,  on  the  Ilmenau,  man}' 
vessels  lay  moored,  waiting  for  their  cargoes,  and  with  their 
crews  aboard.  These  suggested  to  Gilbert  his  plan,  which 
was  to  set  the  convent  on  fire.  He  had  no  intention  of  firing 
the  inhabited  buildings,  or  endangering  any  lives,  but  only 
exciting  terror  and  confusion,  so  that  he  could  rush  in,  with 
the  sailors  who  would  naturally  hasten  to  the  rescue,  and 
could  thus  carry  off  Hildegund  unnoticed.  Close  within  the 
walls,  and  separated  from  the  main  buildings,  stood  two 
out-houses  with  thatched  roofs  ;  it  was  these  he  intended  to 
set  on  fire,  and  had  chosen  for  the  purpose  the  night  fol- 
lowing the  very  evening  when  the  seven  salt  masters  me' 
together. 

He  had  made  his  preparations  with  great  secrecy.  Having 
carried  up  two  hoops  to  his  little  chamber,  he  first  wound 
them  with  tow  and  straw,  and  then  soaked  them  in  pitch, 
which  was  used  in  his  father's  workshop  for  tightening  the 
casks.  These  combustibles  he  took  to  the  Viskule  court-yard, 
hidden  under  his  long  cloak,  and  there  concealed  them  in  an 
out-of-the-way  corner.  He  also  secreted  with  them  flint  and 
steel  and  a  long  knife. 

He  told  his  family  that  he  would  spend  the  next  night  with 
Baldwin,  because  he  had  to  work  till  quite  late  in  the  even- 
ing ;  but  to  his  friend  he  gave  no  information  of  the  sort,  but 
parted  from  him  as  usual,  as  though  he  were  going  home. 
Then  he  took  his  cloak,  with  the  incendiary  materials,  and 
went  out  to  the  city  gate. 

There  was  no  moon,  but  it  was  not  very  dark  as  he  went 
his  way,  his  heart  beating  with  anxious  uncertainty,  as  he 
wondered  whether  he  should  return  with  or  without  Hilde- 
gund. He  regretted  that  he  had  not  been  able  to  communi- 
cate with  her,  so  that  she  might  hold  herself  in  readiness. 

She  little  looked  for  him,  and  he  little  knew  where  to  look 
for  her  ;  but  if  she  should  appear,  he  hoped  to  distinguish  her 
from  any  other  by  the  absence  of  the  nun's  robe.  He  avoided 
going  too  near  the  river,  for  fear  the  sailors  would  see  him, 
and  turned  aside,  keeping  in  the  shadow  of  some  walls. 
From  behind  one  of  these  Mother  Hombrok  suddenly  stepped, 
advancing  toward  Gilbert.  She  carried  a  rake  in  her  hand, 
as  if  it  were  a  staff,  and  walked  as  one  wearied  by  labor.  She 
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did  not  see  Gilbert  until  his  approaching  steps  caused  her  to 
look  up,  and  she  recognized  him  with  surprise.  "Why,  Gil- 
bert !  Whither  so  late?  "  she  asked,  leaning  on  her  rake. 

4 'Whither,  Mother  Hombrok?"  repeated  Gilbert,  embar- 
rassed ;  "  that  I  cannot  tell  thee." 

u  Not  tell  me?"  cried  the  old  woman  ;  "  then  thou  art  not 
going  in  the  right  way,  and  I  would  know  nothing  more.  Or 
dost  wait  for  thy  sweetheart  here  ?  " 

"  It  may  be,  mother,*"  replied  Gilbert. 

'*  I  thought  as  much !  Thou  art  young,  and  if  she  is  a 
decent  girl,  I  will  not  think  ill  of  thee,"  said  Mother  Hombrok, 
good-naturedly.  "We  have  here  a  little  piece  of  meadow 
land,  and  I  have  been  raking  the  hay,  for  my  old  man  hath 
again  a  lame  back,  and  cannot  move  about  much.  Where 
doth  thy  sweetheart  await  thee  ?  Or  perhaps  she  hath  not 
come  yet.  I  will  send  her  to  thee,  if  I  meet  her."  With  these 
words,  she  gazed  about  her,  and  then  said,  seriously,  "  Listen, 
young  Gilbert ;  thou  art  not  going  to  the  convent,  surely?  '' 

"  Why  askest  thou,  Mother  Hombrok?"  inquired  Gilbert, 
conscience-stricken. 

"  Because  it  lieth  there,  over  yonder.  I  trust  thou  hast  not 
a  love  affair  with  a  nun,  Gilbert." 

"  But,  Mother  Hombrok  —  " 

u  Now,  now,  now  !  Let  me  tell  thee  something,  my  boy  : 
to  disturb  the  peace  of  a  convent  is  a  great  sin.  Think  of 
that,  my  son.  Those  walls  enclose  consecrated  ground,  Gil- 
bert. Do  not  disturb  that  holy  place.  I  have  warned  thee, 
and  now  thou  must  do  as  thou  choosest.  Old  Mother  Hom- 
brok meaneth  well.  Farewell,  my  son."  And  she  departed, 
without  even  looking  behind  her. 

"  'To  disturb  the  peace  of  a  convent  is  a  great  sin,' "  re- 
peated Gilbert,  thoughtfully.  There  was  yet  time  to  with- 
draw. The  firebrand  was  not  yet  lighted.  Should  he  turn 
back,  and  follow  the  good  old  woman,  and  leave  his  love  in 
the  arms  of  Mother  Church  ?  Leave  Hildegund  within  those 
walls,  perchance  to  become  a  nun?  Never!  And  if  hell 
and  all  its  hosts  should  threaten  his  soul,  Hildegund  he  would 
still  release  ;  her  peace  of  mind  was  more  to  him  than  all  else. 

Resolutely  he  advanced,  and  when  close  to  the  convent, 
concealed  himself  behind  the  bushes  to  await  the  coming 
darkness,  and  there  lay  stretched  upon  his  cloak,  his  clasped 
hands  beneath  his  head,  and  his  excited  imagination  depict- 
ing the  coming  event  in  all  its  details. 
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The  darkness  fell ;  the  towers  of  the  city  disappeared  from 
Gilbert's  view,  and  only  the  convent  buildings  and  the 
motionless  tops  of  the  tall  trees  were  visible.  Not  a  cloud 
was  to  be  seen  in  the  sky  ;  myriads  of  stars  looked  down,  and 
the  air  began  to  freshen.  The  thunder-storm,  which  had 
threatened  to  break  overhead,  must  have  spent  itself  upon 
the  heath.  Deep  silence  reigned  ;  only  now  and  again  a  bird 
chirped  in  the  nest,  or  some  small  creature  rustled  through 
the  long  grass. 

The  hours  dragged  themselves  along  with  tormenting  slow- 
ness to  the  impatient  watcher.  He  wished  to  wait  till  all 
were  at  rest  in  the  convent,  and  when  at  last  he  thought  that 
midnight  had  arrived,  he  rose  and  began  his  preparations. 
He  first  invoked  the  blessing  of  heaven  and  all  the  holy 
saints,  and  never  before,  mayhap,  had  incendiary  prayed  so 
piously  for  divine  help,  and  a  successful  termination  to  his 
undertaking.  He  then  glided  toward  the  wall,  above  which 
appeared  the  thatched  roofs.  With  flint  and  steel  he  set  fire 
to  one  of  the  hoops  and  threw  it  on  the  thatch.  With  eager- 
ness he  watched  the  result,  but  the  firebrand  merely  smoul- 
dered, and  would  not  break  into  flame. 

Was  this  a  warning  from  on  high?  But  Hildegund  was 
detained  there,  separated  from  him.  Hildegund  longed  to  be 
free,  he  knew,  and  she  must  be  delivered,  at  any  cost. 

He  did  not  long  hesitate  to  send  the  second  brand  after  the 
first,  and  this  fell  flaming  on  the  roof,  and  in  a  moment  the 
dry  straw  caught,  and  tongues  of  fire  shot  up  into  the  air, 
lighting  all  surrounding  objects.  Horror  seized  Gilbert  when 
he  realized  what  he  had  done ;  he  was  rooted  to  the  spot, 
with  bated  breath,  and  gazed  riveted  on  the  scene  before 
him,  and  a  cold  shudder  ran  through  his  frame. 

At  this  moment  he  would  willingly  have  extinguished  the 
conflagration,  if  he  could  have  done  so.  The  convent  and 
lofty  church  stood  out  in  bold  relief,  in  the  red  glow  of  the 
fire,  against  the  darkness  of  the  night.  His  mind  reverted 
to  Hildegund.  He  wondered  if  she  saw  this  flaming  signal 
of  freedom,  and  in  a  flash  all  scruples  banished. 

He  ran  along  the  bank  of  the  Ilmenau,  imitating  loudly 
the  call  of  the  sailors,  "  Ahoy,  there  !  ahoy  ! "  His  cry  was 
immediately  answered  by  a  sailor,  who,  seeing  the  spreading 
flames,  called  out  lustily  for  help,  so  that  very  soon  a  number 
of  men  appeared,  who  with  hatchets,  poles,  and  buckets 
hurried  toward  the  convent  gates,  and  with  loud  cries, 
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hammered  against  the  oaken  planks.  The  tumult  at  last 
awoke  the  inmates,  and  piercing  screams  from  within  re- 
sponded to  the  cries  of  the  men  outside,  who  were  already 
beginning  to  scale  the  walls.  At  last,  hurried  steps  ap- 
proached, the  gate  was  thrown  open,  and  the  men  rushed  in, 
Gilbert  among  them. 

He  tried,  by  loud  calls  and  by  running  to  and  fro,  to  aug- 
ment the  confusion,  and  his  artifice  succeeded  so  well  that  the 
uproar  continually  increased.  Men  and  maid  servants 
brought  buckets  of  water  and  ladders,  and  some  sailors 
climbed  the  walls,  trying  to  extinguish  the  fire.  But  their 
efforts  met  with  little  success,  for  now  the  second  roof 
ignited. 

The  superior  and  chaplains  came  hurrying  to  the  spot,  also 
nuns  from  the  main  building,  who  help  to  draw  water  from 
the  well.  And  now  the  right  moment  seemed  to  Gilbert  to 
have  come.  Continually  calling  out  orders  loudly,  so  that 
Hildegund  could  hear  and  recognize  his  voice,  he  ran  into 
the  convent  building,  which  was  lighted  by  only  a  few 
wax  candles.  Women's  forms  glided  by,  but  not  all  clothed 
in  the  nun's  dark  garb,  and  some  were  clad  only  in  light 
night  apparel,  forgetting  all  sense  of  propriety  in  the  danger 
svhich  threatened.  Gilbert  addressed  to  each  a  few  simple 
words  of  reassurance,  but  they  hurried  by  without  stopping. 
If  only  he  could  escape  running  into  the  arms  of  Mistress 
Barbara,  who  knew  him  only  too  well !  But  on  such  occa- 
sions, where  active  assistance  was  needed,  she  was  to  be 
found  on  her  knees,  praying  and  lamenting,  instead  of  lend- 
ing a  helping  hand. 

In  a  corner  of  the  cloister,  almost  concealed,  was  a  nar- 
row winding  stair,  which  appeared  to  be  a  private  passage  to 
the  story  above.  As  Gilbert  stood  below  he  heard  light  steps 
overhead,  and  called  out,  "  There  is  no  danger,  maiden  !  De- 
liverers are  at  hand  !  "  A  suppressed  exclamation  answered 
him,  and  the  footsteps  were  momentarily  arrested,  only  to 
quicken  again. 

"Deliverers  are  near!  Where?  Where?"  some  one 
cried.  It  was  Hildegund's  voice. 

"  It  is  I,  Gilbert!"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  low  tone,  but  he 
had  scarcely  uttered  the  words  before  she  was  in  his  arms. 
It  was  but  for  a  second  ;  then  he  whispered,  "  Come,  quickly  ! 
The  gate  is  open  !  We  must  flee  !  "  She  trembled  so  that  he 
was  obliged  to  support  her,  and  with  her  hand  pressed  to  her 
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breast,  and  her  head  in  a  whirl,  he  led  her  through  the 
cloister  and  porch  into  the  open  air.  "  Make  thy  way  through 
the  press  to  the  gate,"  said  Gilbert,  softly  ;  *'  there  are  many 
women  there  already.  Thou  wilt  not  fall,  and  I  will  follow 
closely." 

Hildegund  hastened,  with  tottering  knees,  toward  the  en- 
trance. When  about  half-way,  she  encountered  the  muffled 
figure  of  a  woman,  whom  she  could  not  avoid  without  excit- 
ing suspicion,  and,  to  her  horror,  it  was  Barbara,  who  had 
fled  from  the  convent,  thinking  it  on  fire,  and  had  been 
watching  the  burning  buildings.  Hildegund  was  speechless 
and  motionless,  but  her  cousin  recognized  her,  and  said, 
44  Comest  thou  also,  child?  Oh!  what  a  misfortune  this 
might  have  been '  Those  miscreant  rebels  have  done  this, 
who  go  about  burning  and  murdering  in  Liineburg.  To  think 
that  they  should  have  come  here  !  But  God  be  praised  !  the 
danger  is  passed ;  the  brave  sailors  have  saved  us.  Come 
into  the  house,  child,  and  go  to  bed  ;  the  night  air  will  harm 
thee." 

u  Ah,  Cousin,"  answered  Hildegund,  trembling,  "  I  wish 
to  see  the  fire." 

4 "Nay,  nay,  child;  come  in;  the  fire  is  almost  out," 
urged  her  cousin,  and  took  Hildegund's  hand 

"  Just  one  moment,  Cousin,"  begged  Hildegund ;  "I  will 
be  very  quick." 

"  Then  I  will  go  with  thee,  and  see  that  thou  runnest  into 
no  danger." 

"  Nay,  Cousin  Barbara,  go  in ;  I  am  not  afraid,"  replied 
Hildegund,  in  distress. 

"  Take  iny  mantle,  then,  that  thou  dost  not  catch  cold.  I 
need  it  no  longer." 

She  took  off  her  long  cloak,  and  wrapped  it  about  Hilde- 
gund, who  gladly  accepted  it,  whereupon  Barbara  hastened 
into  the  house,  and  Hildegund  was  free. 

Gilbert  meanwhile  had  concealed  himself  behind  a  tree, 
and  had  heard  everything.  Were  his  efforts  to  be  frus- 
trated? Was  all  he  had  risked  and  accomplished  to  be 
in  vain?  Just  as  he  felt  that  he  must  spring  out  and  seize 
Barbara,  he  saw  that  Hildegund  was  at  liberty,  and  he 
breathed  again. 

Hildegund,  who  was  now  concealed  in  her  cousin's  man- 
tle and  also  protected  from  the  night  air,  reached  the  en- 
trance without  further  difficulty.  No  one  observed  her  as 
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she  glided  through  the  gate.  Gilbert  followed  her  closely, 
and  kept  her  carefully  in  sight.  At  the  same  time  he  con- 
vinced himself  that  there  was  no  further  danger  to  be  ap- 
prehended from  the  nearly  extinguished  fire,  and  he  saw  the 
superior  standing  near  a  ladder,  up  which  water  was  still 
being  carried  to  pour  over  the  walls. 

Once  outside,  Gilbert  speedily  joined  Hildegund.  They 
sought  in  the  bushes  for  his  cloak,  and  meeting  a  sailor  lad 
carrying  a  pail  of  water,  Gilbert  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket 
and  said  to  the  fellow,  "Kuowest  thou  by  sight  the  supe- 
rior of  this  convent  ?  " 

"  Yea,  verily,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Here  are  a  couple  of  Liibeck  shillings  for  thee.  Then 
pour  that  pail  of  water  over  the  superior's  head  ;  he  standeth 
close  beside  the  ladder." 

u  It  shall  be  done  as  thou  wishest,  master,"  the  lad  an- 
swered, with  twinkling  eyes,  at  the  same  time  taking  the 
money. 

Hildegund  was  now  free,  after  so  many  long,  anxious 
weeks  of  painful  separation  from  her  dear  ones.  Her  heart 
beat  violently,  and  she  was  still  speechless  with  astonish 
ment  and  delight  that  her  friend  should  have  appeared  so 
opportunely  on  the  spot,  and  delivered  her.  He  led  her 
toward  the  town  and  into  a  thicket,  where  the  confused 
sounds  from  the  convent  were  no  longer  heard. 

"  Now,"  said  he,  as  they  stood  where  they  could  over- 
look the  heath,  "here  we  are  hidden  from  view,  and  we 
will  wait  here  till  morning  dawns,  nnd  the  city  gates  are 
opened." 

In  silence,  Hildegund  had  followed  him  so  far,  but  now 
she  could  no  longer  repress  her  feelings,  but  threw  herself 
on  his  breast,  clung  to  his  neck,  and  wept  with  irrepressible 
happiness. 

To  Gilbert  all  seemed  like  a  dream.  The  flames  still 
danced  before  his  e}*es,  but  here  in  his  strong  arms  he  held 
at  last  the  joy  of  his  life,  and  he  gave  himself  up  to  the 
bliss  of  this  moment  of  reunion.  He  laid  his  hand  on 
Hildegund's  head  as  it  rested  on  his  shoulder,  and  from  the 
depths  of  his  heart  came  a  deep  sigh  as  he  gazed  at  the  in- 
scrutable stars  which  looked  down  upon  them. 

After  a  time  Hildegund  raised  her  head  and  uttered  his 
name  slowly  and  softly,  —  that  was  all,  —  but  in  that  one 
word  she  expressed  her  abounding  joy,  struggling  for  utter- 


312  THE  SALT  MASTER    OF  LUNEBURG. 

ance.  Then  she  freed  herself  from  his  embrace,  and  her  first 
question  was,  u  How  is  my  father?" 

"  He  hath  not  returned  to  us  yet,  Hildegund,"  he  answered, 
reluctantly. 

44 Have  ye  had  no  tidings  from  him?"  she  asked. 

"  Nay  ;  they  allow  no  one  to  see  him." 

She  sighed.    "  And  Baldwin?    And  Ilsabe?  " 

44  They  are  well,"  returned  Gilbert.  "  Sit  here,  and  I  will 
tell  thee  everything." 

He  spread  his  cloak  on  the  grassy  slope,  and  they  seated 
themselves  upon  it,  side  by  side,  with  their  faces  toward  the 
east.  Gilbert  then  related  all  that  had  happened  since  her 
departure.  It  was  nothing  of  importance,  but  between 
questions  and  answers  and  matters  which  closely  concerned 
themselves  the  time  flew  by  with  winged  speed.  As  soon 
as  the  dawn  had  advanced  sufficiently  for  surrounding 
objects  to  be  visible  they  looked  at  one  another  with  glad 
eyes,  as  if  they  had  not  seen  each  other  for  years. 

Soon  over  the  heath  a  rosy  streak  appeared  in  the  east, 
which  gradually  widened.  Purple-edged  clouds  moved 
slowly  hither  and  thither,  in  continually  changing  forms, 
the  colors  becoming  every  moment  more  gorgeous,  varying 
from  deep  violet  to  a  golden  hue,  reddening  the  heath  and 
illuminating  the  tree-tops. 

Gilbert  and  Hildegund  sat  watching  this  glorious  spectacle 
in  silent  rapture.  "  I  have  not  seen  the  sun  rise  for  a  long 
time,"  said  Hildegund,  at  length  ;  "  and  if  thou  hadst  not  come, 
Gilbert,  I  should  not  have  seen  it  now.  But  tell  me  how  thou 
heardst  about  the  fire,  and  earnest  «o  quickly  to  the  rescue." 

44  How  I  heard  about  it?"  he  repeated,  with  a  smile; 
44  canst  thou  not  imagine  how  it  originated?" 

44  Nay,"  she  answered,  unconcernedly.  44I  was  asleep,  and 
dreaming  of  thee.  Dost  thou  know?" 

44  Hildegund,"  he  cried,  without  thinking,  44  if  they  put 
thee  into  a  hundred  convents,  one  after  another,  I  would  set 
them  all  on  fire,  to  release  thee." 

44  Thou?  Thou  hast  set  it  on  fire  thyself?  Thou  hast 
hazarded  this  for  me,  Gilbert.  Dost  thou  love  me,  then,  so 
dearly?" 

44  Ah,  Hildegund,  beyond  everything  !  "  He  put  his  arms 
about  her,  and  at  that  moment  the  sun  rose  above  the  horizon, 
and  its  earliest  beams  shone  upon  the  happy  pair,  making  a 
golden  halo  around  their  heads,  and  heightening  the  youthful 
bloom  upon  their  faces. 
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"The  sun!  the  sun!"  exclaimed  Gilbert ;  "there  it  is, 
Hildegund  !  Thou  art  free,  and  I  have  thee  again  ;  thou  art 
my  sun !  " 

She  could  not  speak,  but  held  his  hand  and  looked  into 
his  face. 

A  soft  breeze  stirred  the  branches,  the  forest  birds  sang, 
and  herbs  and  flowers  exhaled  their  fragrance  in  the  fresh 
morning  air  ;  the  grass  was  heavy  with  dew,  which  sparkled 
in  the  sunlight  like  many  diamonds. 

"  How  solitary  it  is  here  !  "  observed  Hildegund.  "Noth- 
ing to  be  seen  but  the  sl<y  and  the  heath,  just  as  if  we  two 
were  alone  in  the  world." 

"  That  would  content  me,  Hildegund,"  answered  Gilbert ; 
"  then  I  could  protect  thee,  and  care  for  thee,  and  we  could 
roam  about  at  our  pleasure.  I  would  show  thee  the  Rhine 
and  the  mountains." 

"  And  we  would  cross  the  ocean,  and  see  the  wonders  of 
the  Eastern  lands." 

"  Till  homesickness  drove  us  home  again." 

"  Homesickness  for  what?"  asked  she;  "if  I  were  with 
thee,  and  thou  wertwith  me?" 

He  pointed  to  the  heath,  exclaiming,  "For  that,  Hildegund  ! 
Thou  dost  not  know,  how,  in  strange  countries,  be  they  never 
so  beautiful,  one  longs  for  one's  own  home.  We  should  never 
rest  till  we  saw  again  our  beloved  heath." 

"  Gilbert,  with  thee,  I  could  find  a  home  anywhere." 

He  shook  his  head.  "  Believe  me,"  said  he  ;  "I  know  it  is 
pleasant  enough  to  wander  around  the  world,  but  I  would 
dwell  where  I  was  born  and  bred,  where  I  know  every  tree 
and  stick  and  stone." 

"  Whatever  thou  wishest,"  she  replied  ;  "  then  we  will  re- 
main here." 

He  was  silent,  and  gazed  thoughtfully  over  the  heath. 
Hildegund  gathered  a  nosegay,  which  Gilbert  put  in  his 
doublet,  and  now  they  thought  it  time  to  turn  their  steps 
homewards.  Slowly  they  went  toward  the  town,  picturing 
to  themselves  how  they  would  surprise  Baldwin,  and  how 
Ilsabe  and  her  parents  would  rejoice,  and  how  the  superior  — 
would  do  otherwise,  wet  from  head  to  foot  by  that  well-aimed 
bucket  of  water  !  And  Cousin  Barbara,  who  had  thrown  her 
(Own  mantle  over  their  doings,  what  would  she  say  when  she 
found  the  cage  empty,  and  the  bird  flown? 

Liw&ily  it  was  market-day,  and  many  of  the  farmer  folk 
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had  come  to  town  with  their  produce,  so  that  Hildegund  and 
Gilbert  entered  the  Lfme  gate  with  the  peasants,  thus  escap- 
ing observation.  The}'  soon  reached  the  Viskule  mansion, 
and  ran  up  to  Baldwin's  room,  and  Gilbert  knocked  at  the 
door,  crying  out,  "  Baldwin  !  Quick  !  arise  !  " 

"  Who 's  there  ?    What  is  it  ?  "  came  the  answer. 

"  Rise  quickly  !    A  visitor  !  " 

Baldwin  grumbled  something  about  being  waked  in  the 
night-time,  but  arose,  and  shortly  afterward  his  head  appeared 
in  the  doorway,  and  Hildegund  greeted  him  joyfully,  exclaim- 
ing, "  Baldwin,  here  I  am  at  home  again  !" 

He  nodded  to  her  affectionately,  and  cried,  ''Welcome, 
welcome !  I  will  be  with  thee  immediately,"  and  withdrew 
to  dress. 

Meanwhile  Martin  prepared  breakfast,  and  after  Baldwin 
had  appeared  and  embraced  his  sister,  they  sat  down,  while 
Baldwin  listened  with  attention  to  the  whole  stoiy,  from 
beginning  to  end.  Then  Hildegund  left  them,  and  the  two 
friends  remained  at  table,  doing  full  justice,  especially  Gil- 
bert, to  the  well-filled  board. 

At  last  he  arose  and  said,  u  They  are  now  seated  at  table 
at  home.  I  mast  go  and  tell  them  everything  "  ;  and  he  took 
his  leave. 

There  they  were  at  the  morning  meal,  and  he  greeted  them 
gayly.  They  were  not  prepared  for  his  appearing  so  early, 
but  he  called  out,  "  Hildegund  has  come  !  "  Exclamations 
of  joy  followed,  and  they  looked  at  him  inquiringly.  "I 
took  her  from  the  cloister  last  night,"  he  continued. 

"Thou  !  How  didst  thou  do  that?"  asked  Master  Gott- 
hard,  wonderingly. 

"  I  set  the  popish  nest  on  fire,  father  ! " 

"  Gilbert!  "  they  cried,  frightened. 

"Oh,  only  a  few  thatched  out-houses;  nothing  more. 
The  convent  still  standeth." 

"  But,  Gilbert,  what  hast  thou  done?  "  said  his  mother. 

"  What  father  gave  me  permission  to  do,  mother,"  he 
answered. 

"I?"  said  the  master ;  "  I  give  thee  permission?" 

"  Thou  saidst,  father,  that  if  she  were  taken  to  the  con- 
vent by  force,  she  could  be  taken  out  by  force." 

"  And  so  thou  hast  released  Hildegund  by  force?" 

"  Yea,  truly  have  I.     Hurrah  !  here  she  is  !  " 

The  door  opened  as  he  spoke,  and  there  stood  Hildegund 
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on  the  threshold.  They  all  rose  and  heartily  greeted  her. 
Ilsabe  upset  her  chair  in  her  joy,  and  let  it  lie  till  Lutke 
picked  it  up.  Gilbert  and  Hildeguud  related  their  adven- 
tures in  detail,  though  how  the}'  spent  the  hours  between  the 
rescue  aud  the  return  home  they  kept  to  themselves. 

As  the  younger  men  arose  to  go  to  their  work,  the  master 
spoke,  "  We  will  all  be  silent  as  to  the  way  in  which  Hilde- 
gund has  escaped  from  the  convent,  for 'the  superior  of 
Luneis  no  friend  of  ours,  and  would  make  things  uncomfort- 
able for  us.  Moreover,  our  precious  council  would  like  to  find 
an  opportunity  to  hale  Gilbert  before  the  city  provost."  Mas- 
ter Gotthard  spok>;  half  jestingly,  so  as  not  to  alarm  Gilbert, 
but  inwardly  he  was  much  disturbed  at  the  incendiary  deed 
of  his  son.  It  weighed  heavily  upon  his  mind,  but  he  hoped 
the  projected  rising  in  the  town  might  prevent  the  affair 
from  being  followed  up,  and  he  determined,  sooner  or  later, 
that  Gilbert  should  make  restitution  to  the  convent. 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

MISTRESS  JOHANNA  could  not  fail  to  observe  her  husband's 
evident  disquiet,  and  she  attributed  it  to  his  solicitude  on 
Gilbert's  account,  and  endeavored  to  console  him. 

"  Do  not  fret  thyself  about  Gilbert,  Gotthard,"  she  said. 
"  I  know  our  boy  scarcely  realizes  what  he  hath  done,  and 
who  can  prove  that  it  was  he,  after  all?" 

"  It  can  be  proved  only  too  easily,"  he  answered.  "  Who 
else  but  he  or  Baldwin  would  have  taken  Viskule's  daughter 
from  the  convent?  And  if  we  give  those  who  sit  in  the 
council  time,  they  will  soon  know  whom  to  lay  their  hands 
upon,  but  I  do  not  think  it  will  be  to-day  or  to-morrow.  We 
must  wait." 

"Thou  dost  not  blame  thy  son?"  asked  his  wife. 
"  Wouldst  thou  not  have  done  the  same  for  me  twenty-seven 
years  ago  ?  " 

"  For  thee  !    What  a  question  !  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  Then  he  is  justified,"  laughed  Mistress  Johanna. 

"  Thou  hadst  better  tell  him  so,  then." 

u  It  is  not  necessary,"  she  answered  ;  "  he  knows  it." 

The  mother's  heart  could  not  help  being  proud  of  her  son's 
daring,  and  the  troubles  of  the  past  weeks,  sad  as  they  had 
been,  had  yet  strengthened  her  hopes  for  her  children's 
future. 

It  did  not  escape  the  mother's  eyes  that .  the  relation 
between  Baldwin  and  her  daughter  was  more  tender  than 
ever  before,  and  that  Ilsabe's  whole  nature  seemed  to  be 
changed.  The  melancholy  expression  which  her  face  had 
worn  for  some  time  had  vanished  completely,  and  in  place 
of  it  a  look  of  content  shone  in  her  blue  eyes.  And  now 
since  yesterday  Gilbert  also  appeared  transformed;  his 
enterprise  must  have  weighed  heavily  upon  him.  Now  that 
he  had  accomplished  it,  he  was  again  merry  and  light- 
hearted,  as  in  the  first  few  weeks  after  his  return  home.  His 
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mother  would  have  given  much  to  know  if  this  was  merely 
the  result  of  his  successful  attempt,  or  if,  in  consequence  of 
it,  a  secret  understanding  had  been  established  between  him 
and  Hildegund.  If  only  the  councillor  might  return  ! 

Master  Gotthard  had  other  reasons  for  uneasiness  beside 
his  anxiety  about  Gilbert,  though  he  could  not  dispel  this 
feeling,  knowing  the  enmity  of  the  council.  The  meeting  in 
Schnewerding's  house  had  taken  place  on  Monday  ;  it  was 
now  Thursday,  and  no  motion  for  his  imprisonment  had 
been  made.  *Had  they  given  up  their  plan,  or  should  he 
give  up  further  waiting?  He  was  very  reluctant  to  let  slip 
this  proof  of  the  treachery  and  misuse  of  power  on  the  part 
of  the  council,  but  then,  delay  might  be  dangerous.  His 
plans  might  be  betrayed  and  frustrated.  The  artisans 
whom  he  had  won  over  would,  perhaps,  grow  tired,  and 
desert  him,  after  all.  He  knew  that  everything  was  now  in 
readiness.  His  confidants  had  informed  him  of  their  con- 
tinued success  in  gaining  adherants,  and  the  favorable  dis- 
position of  the  artisans  generally.  All  eyes  were  fastened 
upon  him.  Possibly  his  knowledge  of  what  was  doing 
behind  the  scenes  influenced  his  observation,  but  it  seemed 
to  him  that  he  saw  the  signs  of  ferment  everywhere,  and  he 
believed  that  his  preparations  could  not  be  much  longer  con- 
cealed. The  citizens  wore  serious  faces,  and  passed  one 
another  hurriedly  in  the  street,  for  they  feared  being  away 
from  their  homes  longer  than  was  necessary,  wishing  to  arm 
at  the  first  stroke  of  the  tocsin.  The  taverns  were  very 
quiet  in  the  evening,  as  those  who  wished  to  overturn  the 
present  government  did  not  know  precisely  who  were  their 
friends  and  who  their  foes,  and  had  to  be  very  guarded  in 
their  expressions  of  opinion.  Occasionally,  among  trusted 
friends,  the  question  was  whispered,  "  Dost  know  yet  when 
we  are  to  begin  ?  " 

The  master  tried  hard  to  subdue  his  own  impatience,  but 
could  not  quite  conceal  it.  Usually  he  noticed  very  little 
who  went  in  or  out  of  his  house,  unless  it  were  some  one 
who  wished  to  speak  with  him,  but  now  he  looked  up 
expectantly  when  any  one  entered,  thinking  it  might  be  the 
treacherous  messenger,  summoning  him  to  visit  his  friend 
Viskule.  Who  would  it  be  ?  Who  was  there  in  Lu'neburg, 
besides  the  four  arch  villains,  who  would  lend  himself  to  such 
a  deed  ? 

Many  times  he  ascended  to  his  armory  and  handled  the 
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weapons  there,  and,  contrary  to  his  usual  custom,  he  was 
talkative  with  Arnold  and  Jacob  in  the  workshop. 

"  Arnold,"  said  he,  as  he  bent  over  a  drawing,  "  this 
compass  is  older  than  either  of  us.  It  hath  been  in  use  for 
nearly  a  hundred  years.  Look  here  !  The  date  is  engraved 
upon  il." 

"  Then,  on  its  hundredth  birthday  it  must  give  its  anni- 
versary feast,"  answered  Arnold. 

"  The  compass?  "  asked  the  master. 

"  He  who  hath  used  it  most,"  laughed  Arnold. 

"  When  thou  wert  six  years  old,  and  not  as  high  as  this 
compass,  I  caught  thee  riding  it  astride.  Dost  remem- 
ber it?" 

"  Yea,  that  I  do,"  replied  Arnold.  "  I  did  not  wish  to 
give  it  up,  but  thou  tookest  it  and  made  a  big  circle  with 
chalk  on  the  floor,  and  I  had  to  sit  within  it  for  a  whole 
hour.  It  was  tiresome  enough,  and  I  never  rode  the  com- 
pass again." 

The  master  laughed.  "  If  one  could  only  nowadays, 
with  a  circle  of  chalk,  cure  thee  of  thy  pranks." 

"  The  time  for  pranks  is  passed,  father,"  replied  Arnold. 

"  Indeed  !  "  was  his  father's  only  answer. 

Arnold  laughed,  and  Lutke  joined  in. 

"  As  far  as  work  goes,"  continued  the  master,  heartily, 
"  I  am  well  contented  with  thee,  and  with  Jacob  likewise. 
Ye  have  learnt  j'our  trade  thoroughly,  and  ye  do  better  than 
many  masters ;  also  ye  understand  the  usages  and  rules  of 
the  craft,  which  I  would  fain  preserve." 

"  Wherefore  should  we  not,  with  such  a  master?"  asked 
Jacob. 

"Ah,  Jacob!"  replied  Gotthard,  good-humoredly ;  "I 
see  thou  wishest  also  that  we  should  celebrate  the  hundredth 
birthday  of  the  compass  with  a  keg  of  beer." 

"  It  would  be  very  suitable,  master.  It  must  surely  be 
dry,  its  wood  being  a  century  old  "  Arnold  motioned  to 
Jacob  to  go  away,  as  he  wished  to  be  alone  with  his  father, 
and  Jacob  accordingly  withdrew.  Lutke  was  at  the  back 
of  the  workshop,  sharpening  a  hatchet  on  the  grindstone, 
and  could  hear  nothing.  Arnold  came  close  to  his  father, 
and  said  to  him,  with  an  embarrassed  manner,  — 

"  Father,  I  have  been  asked  to  deliver  a  private  message 
to  thee  from  Master  Viskule.  He  wisheth  thee  to  come  to- 
night to  the  Blue  Tower,  as  he  hath  an  important  commu- 
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nication  to  make.     Master  Dippold,  his  keeper,  will  admit 
thee." 

Gotthard  Henneberg  stood  as  if  struck  by  lightning,  as  he 
said  to  himself,  "  My  son  !  My  own  son  !  "  It  required  all 
his  self-control  to  ask,  "  Who  hath  told  thee  of  this?" 

Arnold  looked  down  and  answered,  "  Dippold's  daughter, 
Ursula.  Her  father  hath  charged  her  to  say  so  to  me." 

"So!  Dippold  telleth  Ursula,  Ursula  telleth  thee,  and 
thou  me,  thy  father,"  said  the  master,  in  a  voice  which  trem- 
bled, in  spite  of  himself.  "  Very  good  !  And  when  am  I  to 
come  ?  " 

"  To-night,  between  ten  and  eleven." 

"  Good  !  "  repeated  the  master,  with  a  strange  look  at  his 
son.  "I  will  go." 

And  Arnold  returned  to  his  work. 

Gotthard  Henneberg  had  at  last  received  the  expected 
message,  but  how?  Through  whom?  Could  it  be  that  his 
son  was  in  league  with  his  father's  bitterest  foes,  and  would 
tempt  him  into  their  trap?  To  be  betrayed  by  his  own 
flesh  and  blood !  And  yet,  why  should  Arnold  suspect 
perfidy !  It  sounded  perfectly  innocent  and  natural.  Vis- 
kule  had  persuaded  or  bribed  his  guard  to  allow  him  to  see 
his  friend,  Henneberg.  Dippold  commissioned  his  daughter 
to  tell  her  lover,  that  he  might  tell  his  father.  He  himself 
would  have  felt  no  distrust,  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  old 
cellarer's  warning.  It  was  carefully  contrived  to  deceive  the 
most  wary. 

Arnold,  and  perhaps  Ursula  also,  might  have  been  com- 
pletely deluded,  and  have  conveyed  the  message  in  complete 
good  faith.  It  was  quite  possible,  and  the  knaves  who  had 
laid  the  snare  might  well  be  the  only  ones  who  were  guilty. 

The  father's  heart  would  fain  cling  to  this  hope,  to  save 
himself  from  the  terrible  suspicion  of  his  son.  But  it  would, 
perforce,  return,  borne  on  the  whirling  flood  of  thoughts 
which  swelled  ever  higher  and  stronger  in  his  breast.  He 
knew  that  he  was  the  barrier  to  Arnold's  and  Ursula's  happi- 
ness ;  if  he  were  out  of  the  way,  they  could  marry.  Arnold, 
as  eldest  son,  would  succeed  him  as  master  of  the  Golden 
Egg,  and  Ursula  would  be  firmly  established.  He  recalled 
how  his  son,  in  his  last  attempt  to  conquer  the  master's  op- 
position to  his  marriage,  had  threatened  to  use  every  oppor- 
tunity that  offered  itself,  even  if  bloodshed  followed.  Here 
was  the  opportunity.  Was  his  son  capable  of  such  baseness 
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as  this  !  It  was  a  heart-breaking  thought  that  he  could  build 
his  hopes  of  happiness  upon  the  ruin  of  his  father,  and  was 
it  to  gain  this  experience,  contrary  to  the  wish  of  his  asso- 
ciates, he  had  delayed  giving  the  signal  for  the  rising? 

He  stood  with  his  hands  on  the  head  of  the  compass  as 
upon  a  tall  sword,  in  thought,  his  chin  resting  upon  his  hands. 
He  threw  a  penetrating  glance  at  his  son,  who  was  quietly 
hooping  a  cask.  Arnold  must  not  divine  his  father's  suspi- 
cions ;  he  would  be  silent,  but  he  resolved  to  go,  let  the  issue 
be  what  it  might. 

The  evening  passed,  and  ten  o'clock  came.  The  master 
sent  his  children  to  bed,  but  asked  his  wife  to  remain  up  a 
little  longer,  as  he  had  something  to  say  to  her.  Arnold 
stole  out  into  the  hall,  and  sat  upon  a  work-bench.  His 
father  went  up  to  the  armory,  put  on  his  coat  of  mail,  girded 
himself  with  sword  and  dagger,  and  put  on  a  head-piece. 
When  he  returned  to  the  living-room  fully  armed,  Johanna 
was  frightened,  and  cried  out,  — 

4 '  Gotthard  !  whither  goest  thou  ?     What  dost  thou  ?  " 

"Johanna,"  he  answered,  seriously,  "I  go  to  the  Blue 
Tower,  to  see  Viskule  ;  he  wisheth  to  speak  to  me  pri- 
vately." 

"Armed  from  head  to  foot?"  she  asked,  a  little  reas- 
sured. 

44  I  wish  to  be  prepared  for  anything,"  said  Gotthard. 
44  When  one  goeth  to  a  strong  tower,  held  by  foes,  one  doth 
not  go  as  to  a  feast.  Give  me  my  mantle."  Johanna 
fetched  his  long  cloak,  and  helped  him  wrap  himself  in  it. 
Then  he  handed  her  the  staves,  which  he  had  prepared  di- 
rectly after  the  interview  in  Schnewerding's  house,  and  said, 
"  Johanna,  take  these  five  staves,  branded  with  our  brand, 
and  keep  them  well.  I  shall  ask  thee  for  them  again.  But 
if  I  am  not  at  home  to-morrow  morning  when  thou  risest,  send 
them  to  Hans  Laffert,  Schnewerding,  Eckholt,  Schuttenhelm, 
and  Stephen  Bartels ;  one  to  each.  Take  heed  that  these 
tokens  reach  them  swiftly  and  surely,  and  let  the  masters  be 
told  where  I  am.  I  know  I  can  rely  upon  thy  carrying  out 
my  instructions  strictly,  dear  wife,  can  I  not?" 

*' Verily  thou  canst,  my  Gotthard,"  she  answered;  "but 
tell  me,  prithee  —  " 

4 'Question  me  not,  dear  heart!"  said  the  master,  "but 
trust  in  me,  as  thou  hast  so  often  trusted,  and  be  not  alarmed 
to-morrow  if  the  tocsin  should  sound.  Fare  thee  well." 
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He  embraced  her  fondly,  drew  the  hood  of  his  cloak  over 
his  head-piece,  and  left  the  room. 

As  he  went  through  the  hall,  Arnold  arose  to  open  the 
door  for  his  father,  and  lock  it  after  him.  "  I  will  wait  here 
till  thou  returnest,  father,"  said  he. 

Without  response,  Master  Gotthard  passed  out  into  the 
night. 

Having  reached  the  Blue  Tower,  he  knocked  at  the  gate, 
which  was  opened  suddenly,  as  though  he  were  expected. 

When  Dippold,  the  keeper,  recognized  in  the  dimly  lighted 
porch,  Gotthard's  tall  and  commanding  figure  in  the  long 
cloak,  he  started  back,  and  ejaculated,  in  alow,  agitated  tone, 
"Henneberg!  Thou?" 

"  Hast  thou  not  summoned  me?  "  replied  the  master. 
"  It  is  treachery  !     They  wish  to  imprison  thee  !  "  whis- 
pered Dippold. 

Gotthard  Henneberg  could  not  believe  his  ears.  "  Dip- 
pold, thou  warncst  me?  " 

"Go!  go!"   urged  Dippold.     "  No  one  will  know  that 
thou  hast  been  here.     If  thou  enterest,  thou  art  lost !  " 
44  Let  me  in  !  "  said  the  master.     '•  I  know  all." 
"  Thou  wilt  hazard  it.  Henneberg!     Dost  thou  not  trust 
me  ?     See  !     I  will  leave  the  door  unlocked,  and   the  lamp 
burning  here,  so  that  thou  canst  flee." 

"  I  will  not  flee  !     I  wish  to  look  the  villains  in  the  face  ! " 
"  Then,  in  God's  name,  come  in  !"  said  the  keeper. 
They  ascended   two  or  three  steps,  and  enteied  a  well- 
lighted,    empty  chamber.     It   was  a   sort  of    guard-room, 
vaulted,  tolerably  large,  and  with  a  second  door. 

Toward  this  Dippold  cast  an  anxious  and  significant 
glance,  as  if  a  listener  stood  behind  it,  and  then  said,  aloud, 
4>  Thou  wishest  to  speak  to  Viskule?  Well,  then,  wait  here, 
and  I  will  call  him." 

"  Can  I  not  accompany  thee?  "  asked  Master  Gotthard,  in 
a  loud  tone. 

"  Nay,  I  will  fetch  him  here,"  answered  Dippold,  and  dis- 
appeared through  the  door. 

Master  Gotthard  kept  his  eye  fixed  upon  it,  with  his  back 
against  the  wall  opposite,  still  covered  with  his  long  cloak. 
Suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  Dalenborg  entered  the  room. 
He  slowly  approached  Henneberg,  with  an  exultant  sneer 
on  his  face,  and  folding  his  arms,  said,  arrogantly,  "  Whom 
seekest  thou,  salt  master  ?  " 
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"  An  innocent  prisoner,  burgomaster,"  replied  Gotthard, 
without  moving,  and  in  the  same  tone. 

"  Knowest  thou  not,"  asked  Dalenborg,  "  that  the  council 
has  strictly  forbidden  all  intercourse  with  prisoners  ?  " 

44  Yea,  I  know  it,"  the  master  answered  ;  "  but  if  ye  were 
to  lie  before  the  dungeons  like  watch-dogs,  ye  would  not  com- 
pass it." 

44  I  see  it  is  necessary  to  guard  them  well  from  rebels  and 
insurgents,"  said  Dalenborg. 

44  Who  is  the  rebel  here,"  cried  Gotthard,  impetuously, 
"thou  or  I?" 

44  Might  is  right,"  retorted  Dalenborg. 

44  With  one  who  has  no  conscience  like  thee,"  said  the 
master.  u  What  dost  thou  here  at  this  time  of  night,  in  the 
Blue  Tower?" 

44 1  have  grounds  for  suspecting  that  thou  meanest  to  free 
Viskule  this  night,"  answered  Dalenborg  ;  44  and  it  is  to  pre- 
vent this  that  I  am  here." 

44  Thou  liest ! "  thundered  the  master.  "  I  know  the  truth. 
Viskule  has  not  summoned  me  here,  but  thou  —  thou  hast 
summoned  me,  and  through  my  own  son." 

44  Who  told  thee  so?  "  asked  Dalenborg,  startled. 

But  Master  Gotthard  continued,  4'  That  I  am  in  thy  way 
in  the  town  I  can  well  believe,  and  I  do  not  wonder  that  thou 
shouldst  wish  to  render  me  harmless  ;  but  that  thou  shouldst 
corrupt  my  son,  and  turn  him  against  his  own  father  —  that 
thou  shall  pay  for,  Dalenborg  !  " 

44  What  care  I  for  thy  son?  I  have  nothing  to  do  with 
him.  It  is  with  thee  that  I  have  to  do.  I  have  caught  thee 
in  the  act  of  violating  the  council's  express  command." 

44  Not  caught ;  decoyed  into  a  trap." 

44  We  knew  what  to  expect  of  thee,  Henneberg,"  said 
Dalenborg  ;  44  and  that  thou  art  here  is  proof  enough.  Thou 
remainest  here,  moreover ;  thou  art  my  prisoner ;  there  is 
room  enough  for  thee  also  in  the  tower." 

44  Ha  !  This  is  what  I  waited  to  hear,"  laughed  the  master, 
bitterly.  4'  This  is  the  way  I  answer  thee."  He  threw  aside 
his  cloak,  and  stood  there  fully  armed,  with  his  weapons 
glistening  in  the  light. 

Dalenborg  shot  a  furious  glance  at  him,  but  quickly  re- 
joined, 4'This  will  not  do  thee  any  good.  I  ask  thee, 
wilt  thou  give  thyself  up  quietly,  or  must  we  resort  to 
force?" 
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"  Only  a  fool  would  ask  such  a  question  of  an  armed  man," 
answered  Master  Gotthard,  gruffly. 

"  Henneberg,  I  did  not  come  here  for  nothing/' 

"  And  probably  not  alone,"  added  the  master,  scornfully. 
"  Call  thy  servants  or  thy  hired  assassins.  But  take  heed  to 
thyself  !  I  am  not  in  a  very  good  humor  "  ;  and  he  drew  his 
sword. 

Dalenborg  stamped  on  the  floor,  and  three  mercenaries 
appeared. 

"  Seize  him  !    Throw  him  down  ! "  ordered  the  burgomaster. 

The  soldiers  hesitated  when  they  saw  this  herculean  man, 
who  looked  as  if  he  were  ready  to  fight  to  the  last  gasp. 

Gotthard  Henneberg  braced  himself  firmly,  and,  extending 
his  brawny  arm,  called  out  in  a  loud  and  threatening  tone, 
"  Do  ye  know  me,  men?" 

"  A  hundred  marks  to  him  who  overpowers  him,"  cried 
Dalenborg. 

"A  hundred  marks!  Too  cheap!  Well,  who  wishes  to 
earn  blood-money  ?  "  said  the  master. 

He  made  a  movement  of  attack,  and  now  they  rushed 
upon  him.  Quickly  he  set  his  back  against  the  wall,  and 
his  sword  flashed  before  the  eyes  of  his  unskilful  opponents, 
who  were  armed  only  with  swords,  and  who  fought  with 
too  much  confidence.  Dalenborg  had  looked  on  with  drawn 
sword,  but  when  one  of  the  men  was  disabled  by  a  stab  in 
the  arm,  he  also  fell  upon  Henneberg,  who  was  now  closely 
pressed.  It  needed  all  his  strength,  his  powers  of  endur- 
ance, and  his  great  skill  in  fencing  to  keep  his  assailants  at 
bay.  But  how  long  could  he  hold  out,  one  against  three? 

"  Yield  thyself  !  "  called  out  Dalenborg,  amidst  the  clash- 
ing of  weapons. 

"  Never  !     Accursed  murderer  !  "  roared  Gotthard. 

At  that  moment  of  his  sorest  need,  a  tumult  arose  in  the 
hall,  of  hurrying  footsteps  and  loud  voices,  the  door  was 
flung  open,  and  in  stormed  Arnold,  Gilbert,  Jacob,  and 
Lutke,  scantily  clothed,  but  armed  with  swords  and  spears, 
Lutke  brandishing  a  hatchet,  Dippold  following  them.  With 
irresistible  fury  they  threw  themselves  upon  Gotthard's  foes, 
Arnold  fell  upon  Dalenborg,  and  Dippold  and  the  others 
attacked  the  hired  soldiers.  After  a  short  struggle,  their 
adversaries  were  overpowered  and  forced  into  a  corner. 
Arnold  held  Dalenborg  by  the  throat,  and  shook  him  with  all 
his  force. 
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"  Thou  dog  !  Thou  devil  !  Thou  hast  betrayed  us  !  He 
is  the  traitor,  father!"  cried  Arnold,  beside  himself,  and 
would  have  strangled  his  enemy  had  not  his  father  come  to 
the  rescue.  Heated  and  breathless  the  combatants  stood 
facing  one  another,  but  Dalenborg  and  his  hirelings  were 
completely  conquered  and  disarmed. 

14  Now,"  said  Master  Gotthard,  "it  is  time  to  bring  this 
affair  to  an  end.  Thou,  Dalenborg,  hast  said  that  there  is 
room  to  spare  in  the  tower  ;  that  is  well.  Dippold,  lock  up 
these  fellows.  Arnold  and  Gilbert,  do  ye  go  with  him." 

The  three  mercenaries  were  led  off,  and  secured  behind 
bolts  and  bars.  Dalenborg  sat  meanwhile  upon  a  bench 
against  the  wall,  mute,  and  trembling  with  impotent  rage. 

When  Dippold  came  back  with  Arnold  and  Gilbert,  Mas- 
ter Gotthard  inquired,  "  Hast  thou  made  them  fast?" 

"  Fast  enough,  father  !  '*  answered  Gilbert. 

'*  Now  then,  Dalenborg,"  said  the  master,  "  we  will 
exchange  thee  for  Viskule.  We  intend  to  take  him  with  us, 
and  leave  thee  here.  Come  !  " 

u  We  must  use  force  !  "  cried  Arnold,  as  Dalenborg  re- 
sisted. '*  Gilbert,  seize  him  !  " 

With  no  gentle  hands  the  two  brothers  dragged  the  cap- 
tive to  Viskule's  cell,  while  Dippold  lighted  the  way  and 
unlocked  the  door. 

"  Heinrich  !  thou  art  free  !  "  joyfully  exclaimed  Gotthard, 
entering  the  dungeon,  and  warmly  embracing  his  old  friend. 

"  Gotthard  !  Gotthard  !  thou  comest  to  release  me?  "  cried 


"  Yea,  Heinrich,  the  Hennebergs  have  come,"  answered 
Gotthard,  supporting  him. 

As  Heinrich  Viskule  left  the  prison  cell,  Dalenborg  was 
immured  there  in  his  stead. 

4  -  Good  !  "  ejaculated  the  master.  "  We  have  now  secured 
one  of  them  !  " 

Arnold  and  Gilbert  also  embraced  the  released  councillor, 
and  Gilbert  even  pressed  his  lips  to  the  white  head.  He  was 
pale  and  languid,  but  the  prison  was  not  one  of  the  worst, 
and  his  keeper  had  treated  him  with  gentleness  and  consid- 
eration. They  led  him  to  the  room  where  the  contest  had 
taken  place,  and  Gotthard  Henneberg  said  to  Dippold, 
44  Dippold,  thou  didst  decoy  me  here;  I  know  it  was  done 
by  Dalenborg's  command,  and  thou  didst  warn  me  when  I 
came,  and  hast  stood  by  us  since.  Promise  me  now  that 
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thou  wilt  not  let  Dalenborg  escape,  under  any  circumstances 
whatever,  without  au  order  from  me,  and  I  will  be  thy 
friend." 

"  I  swear  it  to  thee,  Henneberg !  "  cried  Dippold,  and 
grasped  the  salt  master's  hand. 

The  latter  responded  cordially,  and  said,  "  We  will  speak 
of  other  things  later." 

Arnold  now  came  and  stood  before  his  father,  and  said  to 
him,  "  Father,  what  didst  thou  think  of  me?" 

The  master  laid  his  hands  upon  his  son's  shoulders,  and 
gazing  earnestly  into  his  eyes,  replied,  "  Arnold,  the  worst 
that  a  father  can  think.  I  feared  thou  might  be  in  league 
with  my  foes." 

"Father!" 

u  Tell  me,  why  wert  thou  so  troubled  when  thou  gavest 
me  the  message  ?  " 

"  On  her  account,  father;  on  Ursula's,  who,  when  she 
knew,  came  running  to  send  me  to  thy  rescue ;  on  her 
account,  father,  whom  thou  hast  bidden  me  to  shun  and  —  " 

"  Thou  shalt  have  her,  my  boy,"  cried  the  master,  cheerily  ; 
"  thou  hast  fought  a  good  fight !  " 

Arnold  threw  himself  upon  his  fathei's  breast.  "Dost 
thou  hear?"  he  cried  to  Dippold.  4  Gilbert,  I  am  to  have 
my  Ursula !  " 

"  And  thou  shalt  be  taken  back  into  the  guild,  Dippold," 
said  the  master.  "  Now  we  must  take  our  friend  Viskule  to 
his  home.  Dippold,  hold  Dalenborg  fast  for  me  !  " 

"Have  no  care  on  that  score,  Master  Henneberg!"  an- 
swered Dippold.  "  I  will  sec  to  that." 

They  then  left  the  tower,  Viskule  supported  between 
Henneberg  and  Gilbert,  and  inhaling  with  delight  the  soft 
air  of  the  summer  night,  under  the  free  sky.  They  were 
obliged  to  walk  slowly,  and  had  ample  time  to  relate  to  him 
all  that  had  taken  place  since  his  confinement,  though  they 
did  not  mention  Hildegund's  sojourn  in  the  convent.  He 
took  it  for  granted  that  a  successful  movement  had  ended  in 
the  deposition  of  the  new  council,  and  that  the  old  one  was 
to  be  reinstated,  and  was  not  a  little  astonished  to  learn  that 
he  was  the  first  and  only  one  of  the  councillo1  s  who  had  been 
released.  He  expressed  his  apprehension  for  the  safety  of 
the  Hennebergs,  but  Master  Gotthard  reassured  him  by 
whispering  something  which  appeared  to  gratify  him.  He 
asked  if  Liineburg  had  been  outlawed,  and  breathed  freely 
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when  he  heard  that  the  great  merchant  guilds  in  Lubeck  had 
decided  that  Liineburg  salt  was  too  valuable  for  the  city  to 
be  excluded  from  the  league. 

When  they  arrived  at  the  Viskule  mansion,  they  aroused 
old  Martin,  who  was  almost  beside  himself  with  joy  to  see 
his  dear  master  again.  He  kissed  his  hands,  and  would 
have  carried  him  np-stairs  in  his  arms  had  not  Gotthard  and 
Gilbert  themselves  wished  to  be  the  first  to  present  their 
friend  to  his  children.  Arnold,  Lutke,  and  Jacob  hastened 
home  to  announce  to  Mistress  Johanna  and  Ilsabe  the  happy 
issue  of  the  night's  adventure. 

Gilbert  knocked  at  Baldwin's  door,  and  received  the  pet- 
tish answer,  "  What  is  it  now  ?  "  But  he  was  grateful  enough 
when  he  saw  his  father  ;  and  awakened  by  Martin,  Hildegund 
soon  carne  with  joyful  haste. 

"  Gilbert !  "  called  out  Baldwin,  "  whom  art  thou  going  to 
free  to-morrow  ?  I  wish  to  put  in  a  good  word  for  Master 
Marquard  Mildehovet." 

Gilbert  laughed,  and  made  a  motion  to  his  friend  to  keep 
quiet. 

Heinrich  Viskule  now  needed  rest,  and  the  Henuebergs 
took  their  leave. 

At  the  Golden  Egg  the  family  was  all  assembled.  Johanna 
and  Ilsabe  had  been  disturbed  by  the  hasty  departure  of 
Arnold  and  the  others,  and  had  awaited  their  return  with 
the  most  painful  anxiety.  Everything  was  now  related  to 
them,  though  Master  Gotthard  said  nothing  of  the  old  cel- 
larer's warning.  At  the  account  of  the  peril  in  which 
Gotthard  was  found  by  his  sons,  Johanna  embraced  him 
with  emotion.  *'  Gotthard  !  Gotthard  !  "  cried  she,  reproach- 
fully, "  how  couldst  thou  knowingly  have  run  into  such 
danger  alone  ?  " 

"  It  was  for  this  that  I  armed  myself,  Johanna,"  he  said, 
smiling,  "and  I  wished  to  see  how  far  the  rascals  would 
carry  their  deviltry.  But  do  not  fret.  Thev  will  suffer  for 
it." ' 

Arnold  now  repeated  what  he  had  learned  from  Ursula's 
hasty  words.  What  was  lacking  to  complete  the  story  could 
be  easily  imagined. 

Dalenborg,  who  knew  of  the  relation  between  Arnold  and 
the  keeper's  daughter,  had  ordered  the  latter  to  inform 
Master  Henneberg,  through  the  betrothed  couple,  that  his 
friend  Viskule  wished  to  see  him.  Dippold  had  not  forgotten 
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his  old  grudge  against  Henneberg,  and  here  was  an  oppor- 
tunity for  revenge,  for  which  he  told  himself  he  could  hardly 
be  held  responsible.  So  he  followed  Dalenborg's  drders, 
without  telling  Ursula  the  whole  truth.  Yet,  as  the  time  ap- 
proached for  the  shameful  treachery  to  be  consummated,  his 
conscience  smote  him,  as  if  he  himself  had  planned  a  delib- 
erate murder ;  and  hastening  to  his  daughter,  —  who  with 
her  mother  still  lived  in  the  home  on  Rubekuhle  Street,  — he 
disclosed  the  whole  plot,  begging  her  to  warn  Henneberg  of 
his  danger.  She  ran  with  all  speed  to  his  house,  but  arrived 
too  late,  and  learning  from  Arnold  that  his  father  had  already 
gone  to  the  Blue  Tower,  she  quickly  told  him  everything,  and 
away  he  flew  up-stairs  to  awaken  his  brothers  and  Jacob. 

The  fearful  thought  tortured  Arnold  :  "  Thou  thyself  hast 
sent  thy  father  to  the  tower.  What  must  he  think  of  thee,  if 
he  finds  himself  betrayed  and  overpowered  !  "  This  idea,  to 
which  was  coupled  at  once  the  thought  of  his  connection  with 
Dippold  and  Ursula,  made  him  almost  frantic,  and  with 
eager  cries  he  urged  on  the  others  as  they  flew  through  the 
deserted  streets  to  their  father's  aid,  who  must  be  in  sore 
need  of  them.  They  arrived  just  in  time  ;  a  few  seconds 
later  would  have  been  too  late. 

And  how  thankful  were  they  now,  as  they  sat  together  at 
the  midnight  hour  with  the  rescued  father,  that  they  had  him 
again,  and  that  he  had  been  able  to  release  his  friend  ;  and 
his  eldest  son  had  proved  himself  no  traitor,  but  on  the  con- 
trary, a  most  loyal  son,  who  had  fought  for  him  manfully, 
and  proved  himself  worthy  of  his  name  and  stock. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

GILBERT  did  not  go  to  the  Viskules,  as  usual,  on  the  morn- 
ing following  the  master's  return,  but  decided  to  wait  until  he 
was  sent  for.  But  the  councillor  himself,  with  his  son  and 
daughter,  came  at  a  very  early  hour  to  the  cooper's  house. 
It  was  a  joyful  reunion.  Heinrich  Viskule  could  scarcely 
master  his  emotion,  and  more  than  once  he  broke  down  as  he 
tried  to  express  his  gratitude  :  he  held  his  friend  Gotthard's 
hand  long,  and  looked  at  him  with  moist  eyes.  He  embraced 
Mistress  Johanna,  and  then  turning  to  Gilbert,  said,  <kAnd 
what  shall  I  say  to  thee,  Gilbert?  I  know  all ;  how  thou  hast 
taken  Hildegund  out  of  the  convent,  and  how  thou  hast 
helped  Baldwin.  Thou  couldst  not  save  me,  when  they 
dragged  me  away,  but  now  hast  thou  come  with  thy  dear 
father  to  rescue  me.  Never  can  I  forget  what  thou  hast 
done,  what  ye  all  have  done  for  me,  —  all  of  ye  !  "  And  he 
shook  hands  with  each  of  them,  with  Lutke,  and  with  the 
good  journeyman  as  well,  who  had  modestly  withdrawn  into 
the  background.  Hildeguud  stood  near  Gilbert,  quietly 
holding  his  hand. 

Master  Gotthard  now  told  his  friend  how  he  had  been  de- 
coyed into  the  Blue  Tower,  and  how  in  that  way  he  had  been 
able  to  deliver  him ;  and  the  councillor  said  to  Arnold, 
u  Thou  must  bring  thy  Ursula  to  see  me,  Arnold  !  I  wish  to 
know  and  thank  her,  and  I  will  help  Dippold  as  best  I  can ; 
he  hath  surely  deserved  it  of  me." 

"  Thou  wilt  be  doing  a  good  work  thereby,"  said  Johanna. 
"  I  have  long  pitied  the  man,  as  have  others  also,  only  they 
would  not  confess  it." 

She  glanced  at  Gotthard,  but  he  was"  preoccupied,  and 
appeared  less  gratified  than  the  others  at  the  happy  meeting 
with  the  Viskules.  He  walked  to  and  fro,  spoke  little, 
seemed  thoughtful,  and  almost  appeared  as  if  his  friend's 
visit  had  lasted  long  enough. 

Arnold  would  have  liked  to  bring  Ursula  immediately  to 
receive  a  welcome  from  his  mother,  and  his  father's  blessing, 
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as  she  was  as  yet  totally  ignorant  of  the  happiness  in  store 
for  her. 

As  for  Baldwin,  his  eyes  were  fastened  on  Ilsabe.  He 
was  endeavoring  to  decide  whether  or  not  this  was  an  auspi- 
cious time,  in  the  presence  of  both  families,  to  ask  for  her 
hand.  Ilsabe  understood  his  thoughts,  and  expected  every 
moment  to  hear  him  utter  words  which  she  tremblingly 
awaited.  But  Baldwin  perceived  Master  Gotthard's  uneasi- 
ness, for  which  he  could  assign  no  reason,  and  thought  it 
best  for  the  present  to  postpone  his  petition. 

Master  Heinrich  Viskule  became  more  and  more  cheerful. 
He  had  been  so  long  condemned  to  silence  in  his  solitary 
prison  that  now  his  thankful  heart  overflowed  in  joyous  and 
friendly  words  to  every  one,  and  the  more  that  he  loved 
the  Hennebergs,  as  if  they  were  his  own  kith  and  kin.  In 
his  contentment  he  altogether  forgot  the  dangers  which 
threatened  them  and  him  while  Dalenborg's  confederates  had 
the  power  to  avenge  the  daring  exploit  of  the  preceding  night. 

"Johanna,"  said  he,  smilingly,  to  the  mistress,  as  Ililde- 
gund  and  Gilbert  whispered  together,  and  Baldwin  sat  oppo- 
site Ilsabe,  watching  her  with  expressive  eyes,  —  "Johanna, 
our  Gotthard  was  wiser  than  you  or  I,  inasmuch  as  he  would 
not  yield  to  our  wish  that  he  should  enter  the  council.  If 
he  had,  he  would  now  be  in  prison,  and  in  that  case  who 
would  there  be  to  free  us,  or  to  free  him?" 

Gotthard  raised  his  hand  with  the  forefinger  extended,  and 
nodded  significantly  to  the  councillor,  while  Johanna  ex- 
claimed, "Ah  !  how  often  have  I  thought  of  it,  and  thanked 
him  in  my  heart  for  remaining  firm  !  What  should  we  do 
without  him  ?  " 

At  that  moment  the  door  was  thrown  open  hastily,  and 
the  cellarer,  Arnbrosius,  entered,  panting,  with  tottering  steps 
and  agitated  looks. 

"  Gotthard  !  "  he  stammered.  "  Ah  !  and  thou  also,  Mas- 
ter Viskule  !  Are  ye  here  ?  Are  ye  free  ?  God  be  thanked  ! 
Have  ye  heard  the  frightful  tidings?  He  is  dead!  He  is 
dead ! " 

"Who?     Who  is  dead?"  they  cried,  quickly. 

"The  burgomaster,  Springintgut.  They  have —  O  my 
God  !  They  have  —  starved  him  to  death  in  the  tower  !  " 

A  cry  of  horror  escaped  from  his  hearers,  while  they 
gazed  at  him  in  speechless  dismay  and  surrounded  him  as  he 
sank  down  into  the  nearest  chair. 
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Gotthard  grasped  the  old  man  with  both  hands,  exclaiming 
in  a  hoarse  voice,  "  Ambrosias  !  Speak  !  How  did  it  hap- 
pen ?  When  did  he  die  ?  " 

u  Last  night,"  panted  Ambrosius.  "The  turnkey  found 
him  dead  in  the  dungeon  early  this  morning,  and  in  his 
remorse  he  confessed  to  his  comrade,  whom  I  know  well, 
that,  by  Dalenborg's  and  the  others'  orders,  he  had  not  given 
the  prisoner  food  for  some  days.  Yesterday,  seeing  his  end 
near,  he  begged,  in  a  weak  voice,  for  a  priest  and  the  viati- 
cum. All  in  vain  !  They  were  denied  him." 

Chilled  to  the  very  marrow,  they  heard  the  dreadful  news. 
Gotthard  Henneberg  clasped  his  hands  over  his  head  and 
strode  about  the  room  like  a  caged  animal,  crying  out,  "  And 
I  have  waited  and  waited !  A  day  earlier,  and  perchance 
I  could  have  saved  him !  '  The  salt  master  will  avenge 
me!'  But  now  — "  He  raised  his  clinched  fist.  "As 
there  is  a  God  in  heaven,  it  shall  be  done  to-day  !  Johanna, 
where  are  the  staves  ?  " 

His  wife  brought  them  to  him  quickly,  and  opening  the 
door  he  called  out,  so  that  his  voice  resounded  through  the 
hall,  "  Arnold  !  Jacob  !  Lutke  !  Come  with  speed  !  "  And 
as  the  three  came  running  toward  him,  he  said  to  them, 
"  Take  these  staves  as  quickly  as  possible,  whither  I  direct 
ye.  Arnold,  go  thou  to  Schnewerding,  Gilbert  to  Schutten- 
helm,  Jacob  to  Stephen  Bartels,  Lutke  to  Eckholt,  and  this 
one  — "  And  he  glanced  inquiringly  at  the  group. 

"  I,  father,  I !  "  cried  Ilsabe. 

"Yea,  my  maiden,  thou  canst  take  this  one  to  Hans 
Laffert.  Run  with  haste,  and  each  one  put  the  stave  in  the 
master's  own  hand  ;  ye  need  say  nothing  but  that  I  send  my 
greeting.  Children,  I  rely  upon  you  to  do  my  bidding 
faithfully.  Now,  go  !  " 

"  Yea,  yea  !  "  they  exclaimed  ;  but  Gilbert  seized  the  mas- 
ter's arm,  4t  Father,  grant  me  a  favor  !  Leave  Seugstake  to 
me!" 

"  Good  !  "  replied  the  master,  "  and  if  possible  bring  him 
to  me  alive,  but  in  any  case  bring  him." 

"  I  will,  father,"  answered  Gilbert,  and  hastened  after 
the  others. 

"I  must  go  now,  dear  old  friend,"  said  the  master  to 
Viskule ;  "  and  Baldwin,  arm  thyself,  and  all  thy  men ! 
Come,  Johanna,  and  help  me  put  on  my  armor." 

Thus  came  at  last  the  word  of  command  from  the  lips  of 
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the  master,  and  Gottkard,  with  his  wife,  ascended  to  the 
armory. 

The  salt  master's  children  went  their  several  ways  with 
winged  steps.  They  knew  not  what  message  they  bore,  but 
they  conjectured,  and  their  hearts  beat  high  with  excitement, 
as  they  clutched  their  staves  nervously. 

When  Gilbert  entered  Schuttenhelm's  workshop,  he  held 
aloft  his  token.  The  sturdy  smith  struck  such  a  blow  on  the 
anvil  with  the  heavy  hammer  that  he  carried  in  his  hand, 
that  the  glowing  iron  which  lay  on  it  was  broken  in  two, 
and  the  sparks  flew  in  every  direction. 

"At  last!  at  last!"  he  cried,  and  grasped  the  young 
cooper's  hand  as  it  had  never  been  grasped  before,  put  on 
his  armor,  which  had  hung  for  three  days  in  the  workshop, 
and  ran  forth,  hammer  in  hand,  his  two  journeymen  at  his 
heels. 

The  signal  for  ringing  the  tocsin,  which  was  to  arouse  the 
whole  community,  was  in  Ilsabe's  hand.  She  sped  on  with 
shortening  breath  and  flushed  cheeks,  and  found  Hans  Laf- 
fert  busily  superintending  his  journeymen  in  the  workshop. 
When  he  saw  the  beautiful  girl  enter,  he  advanced,  touching 
his  velvet  cap,  and  welcoming  her  cordially.  Ilsabe  took 
the  opportunity  to  slip  the  stave  into  his  hand,  whispering, 
"  A  greeting  from  my  father." 

Hans  Laffert  started  when  he  recognized  the  token.  "  The 
salt  master's  mark !  "  he  cried,  and  clasped  his  hands  as  if 
praying  for  help. 

"  Prepare  yourselves  quickly  !  "  said  he  to  his  journeymen. 
"The  hour  has  arrived!  Ye  know  what  ye  have  to  do. 
Summon  your  brethren,  and  ring  the  alarm  bells  with  all 
your  strength  ! " 

The  journeymen  dropped  their  work,  and  hurried  to  make 
ready. 

"Go  now,  my  child,"  said  the  old  goldsmith,  "and  tell 
thy  father  that  Hans  Laffert  will  do  his  duty." 

Ilsabe  hastened  away,  but  not  to  her  home.  With  a 
sudden  resolve,  she  ran  to  the  church  of  St.  Nikolai,  where, 
in  a  recess,  the  bell-ropes  hung  clown  from  the  roof.  She 
caught  hold  of  one  of  these,  clung  to  it  with  her  whole 
weight,  and  pulled  it  with  all  her  force.  Presently  the  bell 
began  to  swing,  and  the  first  tone  struck  her  ear,  and  then 
she  rang,  at  regular  intervals,  till  it  sounded  throughout  the 
town. 
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The  goldsmiths  now  approached.  —  not  Hans  Laffert's  jour- 
neymen, but  those  of  another  master,  —  and  were  not  a  little 
astonished  when  they  saw  who  was  doing  their  work  They 
soon  relieved  the  maiden,  and  began  to  ring  the  other  bells 
also. 

As  Ilsabe  stepped  out  of  the  church,  and  wended  her  way 
homeward,  she  heard  the  bells  ringing  on  all  sides.  From 
all  the  towers  of  the  city  they  sounded  the  alarm. 

Having  reached  home,  she  met  her  father  in  the  workshop, 
ready  to  set  off.  She  threw  herself  into  his  arms,  and  cried,  — 

•"  Father,  I  pulled  the  first  bell  that  thou  heardst !  " 

"  That  is  why  one  only  rang  for  so  long,"  answered  the 
master.  "Maiden,  that  was  contrary  to  the  agreement. 
The  bells  were  not  to  sound  till  our  friends  were  armed  and 
ready  ;  but  I  recognize  the  Henneberg  blood.  I  thank  thee, 
my  child.  Thou  didst  mean  well."  And  he  kissed  her  with 
pride. 

Arnold,  Gilbert,  and  Jacob  came  down  at  this  moment, 
one  after  the  other,  from  the  armor}7,  all  in  coats  of  mail, 
and  provided  with  swords  and  pikes ;  the  mother  and  Lutke, 
who  had  helped  to  equip,  them  following. 

How  heroic  these  men  looked,  in  iron  and  steel,  as  they 
hastily  inspected  one  another  to  see  that  everything  was 
right !  and  then  the  four,  headed  by  the  master,  stepped 
forth  with  high  courage. 

"  Go,  with  God's  blessing  !  "  Mistress  Johanna  called  after 
them,  wiping  away  a  tear,  "  and  come  back  to  me  safe  and 
sound." 

The  preparations  for  the  uprising  had  been  concealed  from 
all  the  uninitiated,  and  when  they  heard  the  bell  rung  by 
Ilsabe,  at  that  unseasonable  hour,  they  wondered  much  what 
it  signified  ;  but  as  one  bell  after  another  chimed  in,  from  all 
the  belfries  of  the  city,  and  only  the  Town  House  bells  were 
silent,  —  a  sure  sign  that  the  council  were  not  in  the  secret,  — 
there  remained  no  doubt  in  their  minds  that  this  was  a  call 
to  arms.  But  they  had  no  time  for  questioning,  for,  accord- 
ing to  law,  when  the  tocsin  sounded,  each  master  had  to 
furnish  his  guild  with  an  armed  man.  Those,  on  the  con- 
trary, who  for  hours  and  days  had  waited  for  this  alarm, 
sprang  up  with  joyous  alacrity,  released  from  anxious  sus- 
pense. In  all  workshops,  work  and  tools  were  instantly 
dropped.  Master  and  journeymen  seized  swords  and  lances, 
and  rushed  out,  and  amid  the  clashing  of  bells  and  hurrying 
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footsteps,  and  the  tumult  in  the  streets,  the  old  war-cry, 
"  Jodute  !  jodute  ! "  resounded. 

Out  of  every  house  poured  forth  men,  old  and  young, 
brandishing  their  weapons  and  rushing  hither  and  thither, 
and  joining  in  the  general  melee. 

Friends  and  foes  from  the  different  guilds  hurried  past 
one  another,  and  now  and  again  a  few  strokes  were  ex- 
changed, less  from  enmity  than  from  thirst  for  a  fray,  but 
no  wounds  were  received.  Each  sought  as  rapidly  as  possi- 
ble his  own  headquarters,  where  his  comrades  were  assem- 
bling, waiting  for  the  head  master  or  for  the  tardy. 

When  an  opponent  tried  to  make  his  way  through  the  same 
street,  he  was  forced  back  with  derisive  laughter,  or  pursued 
a  little  way,  and  dismissed  with  a  few  blows. 

At  the  gates,  fighting  had  already  begun,  for  the  armorers 
and  the  joiners  had  arrived  quickly  and  attacked  the  merce- 
naries, meeting  with  greater  or  less  resistance,  as  the  case 
might  be. 

"  Brothers  of  the  blue  apron  !  "  cried  Eckholt,  the  joiner, 
at  the  Altenbriicker  gate,  "  we  have  a  good  piece  of  work 
before  us  !  Let  us  set  to  with  a  will." 

At  the  red  gate,  Schnewerding,  ahead  of  them  all,  called 
out  to  his  followers,  "  Strike,  armorers!  They  have  thick 
skins,  and  our  mail  is  not  made  of  cobwebs." 

Then  followed  some  sharp  fighting,  but  the  artisans  won 
the  day,  and  forced  the  mercenaries  through  the  gates,  which 
they  locked  and  prepared  to  defend  against  any  assault. 

When  Master  Gotthard,  with  his  sons,  drew  near  the 
coopers'  guild  house,  in  Lu'ner  Street,  he  was  hailed  with 
rejoicing  by  most  of  the  citizens,  and  immediately  after 
came  the  news  that  the  nearest  gates  had  been  secured,  and 
were  strongly  guarded  by  his  party.  Gilbert  singled  out 
three  journeymen  whom  he  could  rely  upon,  and  they  silently 
slipped  away  in  search  of  Sengstake.  Master  Gotthard, 
meanwhile,  led  the  coopers  to  the  market-place,  for  there  the 
struggle  must  be  decided. 

But  it  was  not  so  easy  to  reach  their  destination,  for  when 
opposing  guilds  met  on  the  way,  a  contest  ensued.  The 
wiser  and  more  moderate  admonished  the  others  to  preserve 
peace,  hoping  to  settle  affairs  later  with  words  rather  than 
blows.  But  in  the  mean  time  many  were  glad  to  have  the 
opportunity  of  paying  off  old  scores,  and  considered  this 
a  favorable  occasion.  The  shoemakers  and  tanners  fell 
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foul  of  one  another,  the  brass  founders  contended  with  the 
potters,  and  the  saddlers  and  harness  makers  remembered 
their  old  grudge  against  the  belt  and  bridle  makers.  But 
they  contented  themselves,  on  the  whole,  with  using  their 
cudgels  rather  than  their  swords,  and  it  was  mostly  the 
journeymen  who  took  part  in  the  contest,  for  the  masters 
had  little  desire  to  fight  for  the  new  council,  which  they  had 
begun  to  distrust.  But  it  was  different  in  the  case  of  the 
five  large  guilds  whose  head  masters  were  councillors,  and 
through  whom  they  received  many  privileges,  and  hoped  for 
more.  It  was  a  point  of  honor  with  them  to  stand  by  their 
guild  masters,  and  to  fight  for  them,  if  need  be.  They  hur- 
ried, therefore,  to  the  Town  House,  and  when  Kerkrink  and 
his  sailors  arrived,  they  found  it  surrounded  by  the  bakers 
and  butchers.  Then  came  sharp  words,  and  finally  blows,  for 
the  sailors  drew  their  knives  and  stabbed  right  and  left,  and 
their  antagonists  returned  the  compliment,  so  that  many 
flesh  wounds  were  received. 

On  the  market-place  the  crowd,  numbering  thousands,  pre- 
sented a  strange  spectacle  to  the  women  who  gazed  down 
from  the  windows  above  with  intense  anxiety.  The  most 
remarkable  collection  of  weapons  was  brought  to  light :  hal- 
berds, partisans,  pikes,  clubs,  cross-bows,  and  swords  of 
every  description,  as  well  as  heavy  hammers,  crow-bars,  and 
long  knives.  Those  of  the  journeymen  who  had  no  armor 
wore  instead  their  leathern  aprons.  Some  had  steel  caps, 
others  old  morions,  and  still  others  their  e very-day  head-gear, 
and  with  all  this  were  to  be  seen  varied  and  many-colored 
dresses  and  badges.  Comrades  were  often  separated,  as  the 
different  guilds  came  together,  and  many  a  man  found  him- 
self among  his  opponents.  There  was  not  room  for  all  in 
the  market-place,  nor  in  the  adjoining  streets,  and  those  who 
tried  to  push  tlicir  way  were  forced  back  by  others,  where- 
upon they  sought  entrance  to  the  square  from  some  other 
quarter,  and  hence  a  continual  swaying  of  the  multitude 
back  and  forth .  Each  party  tried  to  ascertain  and  measure 
the  strength  of  the  other,  not  quite  knowing  whether  or  not 
the  time  had  yet  come  to  attack.  All  were  waiting  for  some 
signal  to  set  them  in  motion  and  begin  the  fray. 

As  the  two  principal  guilds,  the  brewers  and  the  coopers, 
advanced  from  opposite  directions,  not  }ret  having  caught 
sight  of  one  another,  the  crowd  tried  to  make  way  for  them 
by  edging  up  against  the  houses,  so  that  they  might  approach 
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the  Town  House,  for  it  was  generally  believed  that  when 
they  met  under  the  lead  of  their  respective  head  masters, 
Rokswale  and  Henneberg,  a  combat  must  follow,  which 
would  then  become  general. 

Meanwhile  the  wheelwrights,  rope  makers,  and  a  body  of 
salt  makers  had  come  to  the  aid  of  the  sailors,  had  repulsed 
the  bakers  and  butchers,  and  obtained  possession  of  the  Town 
House,  and  soon  from  one  of  its  towers  waved  a  banner,  the 
token  of  victory. 

At  this  moment  the  coopers  and  brewers  met.  Masters 
and  journeymen  on  both  sides  were  men  of  stalwart  build, 
and  worthy  of  their  leaders. 

These  were  the  representatives  of  the  two  opposing  fac- 
tions, and  the  result  of  a  contest  between  them  must  decide 
the  fate  of  the  factions,  as  well  as  that  of  the  town. 

These  were  no  oppressed  artisans  rising  up  against  a  com- 
mon foe,  but  it  was  the  vat  arrayed  against  the  cask,  the 
brewer  against  the  cooper.  All  were  of  the  same  rank  and 
faith,  and  neither  was  willing  to  submit  to  the  other,  nor  to 
acknowledge  himself  in  the  wrong. 

Rokswale  looked  warlike  enough  in  his  helmet  and  coat- 
of-mail,  and  appeared  to  be  in  deadly  earnest.  "  Henne- 
berg !  "  he  called  out  to  the  cooper,  u  who  hath  broken  the 
peace  now  ?  Thou  must  answer  for  it,  if  citizen  joins  battle 
with  citizen ! " 

41  What  answer  wouldst  have?"  cried  Master  Gotthard, 
"  words  or  blows?  Thou  must  fight  with  a  broken  sword  !  " 

"  Wait  till  thou  feelest  it,  before  thou  callest  it  broken  !  " 
called  back  Rokswale. 

Master  Gotthard  was  about  to  answer  when  loud  outcries 
drowned  his  voice.  Already  the  front  rows  of  pikemen  pre- 
pared to  advance,  hurling  defiance  at  their  antagonists. 

44  Come  on,  wood  choppers  !  "  shouted  the  brewers. 

44  Set  to  with  your  hop  poles  !  "  roared  the  coopers,  and  the 
tumult  became  almost  deafening. 

At  this  juncture  Henneberg  sprang  forward,  burning  with 
righteous  indignation,  and  holding  his  halberd  aloft,  called 
out,  in  stentorian  tones,  44  Peace  !  silence  !  hear  me  !  " 

All  who  could  see  him  gazed  at  him,  towering  up  in  his 
armor,  an  imposing  figure,  and  order  was  restored  in  his 
immediate  neighborhood,  gradually  extending  itself,  as  one 
called  to  another  to  be  quiet,  and  hear  what  the  salt  master 
had  to  say.  The  head  masters  of  the  other  guilds  meanwhile 
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pressed  forward,  so  that  Dorgerloh,  Hesterwegen,  Regenstorp, 
and  others  stood  by  Rokswale,  and  Schnewerding,  Kerkrink, 
Peter  Flachs,  and  Eckholt  by  Henneberg  ;  as  if  a  council  of 
war  were  to  be  held,  or  the  terms  of  an  armistice  to  be  nego- 
tiated. 

As  Henneberg  was  about  to  speak,  a  new  disturbance 
arose  in  the  direction  of  the  cattle  market ;  a  murmur  of 
many  voices  was  heard,  mingled  with  cries  and  imprecations, 
and  a  movement  was  perceived  in  the  dense  crowd,  attracting 
the  general  attention  and  curiosity  as  to  its  cause. 

Presently  the  multitude  parted,  leaving  a  passage,  through 
which  slowly  came,  first,  Stephen  Bartels,  guild  master  of 
the  masons,  and  then  behind  him,  four  men,  who  advanced 
slowly,  while  all  heads  were  bared,  and  between  them,  on  a 
rough  bier,  was  extended  the  body  of  Johann  Springintgut, 
followed  by  a  number  of  gentlemen,  who,  at  the  first  alarm, 
had  hastened  to  the  prisons  where  the  councillors  were 
confined.  With  them  were  five  of  the  latter,  Von  der  Molen, 
Mildehovet,  Garlop,  Dassel,  and  Brombsen,  and  the  proces- 
sion was  closed  by  the  whole  of  the  masons'  guild,  with 
Springintgut's  jailer  bound. 

The  men  who  bore  the  bier  continued  with  their  burden, 
until  they  reached  the  spot  where  the  coopers'  and  the 
brewers'  guilds  stood  with  their  leaders,  angrily  confronting 
each  other,  and  there  set  it  down.  A  shuddering  awe  seized 
upon  those  strong  men  as  the  dead  suddenly  lay  before  them, 
bringing  into  the  din  and  contention  of  the  turbulent  host 
the  peace  and  silence  of  eternity. 

It  was  as  if  the  high-spirited  burgomaster  had  come  in 
death  to  do  that  which  living  he  could  not  succeed  in  doing,  — 
preserve  the  peace  of  the  city,  and  prevent  a  bloody  contest 
between  his  burghers,  to  whom  and  to  his  oath  of  office  he 
had  ever  been  loyal,  according  to  his  light ;  and  this  thought 
was  not  slow  to  take  possession  of  the  by-standers,  as  was 
seen  by  the  lowering  of  their  weapons  and  the  silence  which 
prevailed. 

Henneberg  gazed  upon  the  shrunken,  waxlike  face  of  the 
once  indomitable  man,  who  had  with  a  firm  hand  held  the 
reins  of  government  till  they  were  torn  from  his  grasp,  and 
had  now  so  miserably  perished  in  the  strength  of  his  years. 
Then  turning  to  the  five  guild-master  councillors,  he  said 
sternly,  in  his  deep  tones,  "  Here  is  your  victim,  councillors 
of  Liiueburg !  Do  ye  know  how  Master  Springintgut  has 
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met  his  end?  He  has  been  starved  to  death  in  the  new 
tower  by  the  council !  " 

These  last  words  of  Henneberg  were  spoken  so  loudly  that 
they  were  heard  far  and  wide,  and  loud  murmurs  of  indigna- 
tion and  lowering  looks  were  directed  from  all  quarters 
the  five  guild  masters.  The  pavements  resounded  with  the 
noise  of  pikes  and  halberds  angrily  struck  against  them, 
and  a  shout  arose,  "  Death  to  the  murderers  !  Strike  them 
down  !  Where  is  Dalenborg  ?  " 

Gotthard  Henneberg  motioned  for  silence,  and  addressing 
Rokswale,  said,  "  Rokswale,  do  thou  ask  the  dead,  here, 
which  party  has  broken  the  peace  ;  and  if  he  gives  no  answer 
now,  perhaps  he  will  when  thou  meetest  him  before  the 
throne  of  the  all-seeing  Judge." 

Rokswale  stepped  backward,  and  said,  solemnly,  holding 
up  his  right  hand  k4  Henneberg,  and  brothers  all,  as  truly  as 
the  sun  shines  in  the  heavens,  we  who  stand  here  knew 
nothing  of  this  murder !  The  council  has  not  done  it,  but 
villains  and  assassins,  on  whom  may  God's  curse  alight !  " 

44  We  must  believe  thee,"  replied  Master  Gotthard,  "  for 
we  can  not  believe  that  ye  have  been  guilty  of  such  a  deed  ; 
but  ye  will  be  called  upon  to  clear  yourselves  before  the 
whole  city." 

44  That  will  we !  "  said  Rokswale ;  and  the  four  others 
eagerly  repeated  his  words,  adding,  u  We  will  contend  with 
thee  no  longer  ;  we  submit !  " 

44  Do  ye  pledge  yourselves  to  remain  within  your  own 
houses,  and  submit  yourselves  to  the  decision  of  the  guilds 
when  they  meet?  "  asked  Henneberg. 

44  Yea,  we  do,"  answered  the  five. 

44  Where  are  the  burgomasters,  the  murderous  villains?" 
came  the  cry  from  the  crowd. 

44  Dalenborg  is  under  lock  and  key  in  the  Blue  Tower," 
called  out  Henneberg.  "  I,  myself,  imprisoned  him  last 
night !  " 

44  What,  thou,  salt  master  !  thou  alone  hast  imprisoned  him 
in  the  Blue  Tower  !  "  they  all  exclaimed. 

44 1,  with  my  sons!  and  Sengstake  is  also  provided  for; 
he  will  not  easily  escape  us.  But,  Kerkrink,  what  of  Schup- 
per?" 

44  In  the  stone  wine-cask,"  replied  the  latter,  quietly, 
44  with  two  sailors  to  guard  him." 

This  news  was  received  with  general  acclamation,  and  a 


338     THE  SALT  MASTER  OF  LUNEBURG. 

slight  commotion  in  the  ranks  of  the  shoemakers,  who  stood 
near  the  brewers,  was  followed  by  the  observation,  made  in 
an  audible  voice,  "  Behold  Daniel  of  the  lion's  den,  armed 
with  a  pike  !  " 

Schuttenhelm  and  his  smiths  now  pressed  forward,  with 
Tobing  and  the  remaining  freed  councillors. 

"Here  we  are!  Do  we  come  too  late?  Is  everything 
settled?"  shouted  Schuttenhelm.  "  Henneberg,  thou  hast 
cleverly  caught  Dalenborg  !  The  salt  master  has  imprisoned 
the  rascal  in  the  Blue  Tower !  I  have  seen  him  there  my- 
self !  "  The  smith  had  his  iron  head-piece  upon  his  head  ; 
he  had  no  armor  upon  his  body,  but  wore  his  long  leathern 
apron,  and  his  bare,  brawny  arm  grasped  his  heaviest  ham- 
mer. 

Tobing  now  shook  Henneberg  by  the  hand,  exclaiming, 
cheerily,  u  But,  blood  and  thunder,  couldst  thou  not  have 
brought  all  this  to  pass  four  weeks  sooner?  it  was  not  very 
pleasant  there  in —  "  His  voice  failed  him,  for  at  that  moment 
he  caught  sight  of  the  bier  and  its  burden.  "  Who  is  that?  " 
he  cried  ;  "  Springintgut,  —  dead !  "  And  for  a  moment  no- 
body broke  the  silence. 

"  He  died  in  prison,"  answered  Gotthard. 

"  Starved  to  death !  "  was  uttered  by  one  and  another. 

"  Merciful  God !  is  it  possible ! "  ejaculated  Tobing, 
deeply  moved,  and  looking  wrathfully  at  Rokswale  and  Dor- 
gerloh.  Schuttenhelm  was  speechless,  but  frowned  darkly. 
Tobiug  ran  his  eye  over  the  other  councillors.  "  Where  is 
Viskule  ?  "  he  exclaimed. 

"  I  rescued  him  last  night  from  the  Blue  Tower ;  he  is  safe 
and  sound  in  his  own  house,"  replied  Master  Gotthard. 

"  He  hath  freed  Viskule,''  was  repeated  all  about  him. 

He  now  turned  to  the  councillors,  especially  to  Albert  von 
der  Molen,  and  said,  "  Worthy  burgomaster,  wilt  thou  take 
the  rein.s  of  government?  They  belong  to  thee." 

"  Not  I,"  answered  Master  Albert  von  der  Molen. 

"Nay,  nor  I!"  exclaimed  Tobing.  "Those  who  have 
deposed  us  must  reinstate  us  honorably  ;  otherwise  I  will  not 
occupy  my  seat." 

"  Gotthard  Henneberg  is  our  head  now,"  shouted  the 
artisans.  "  The  salt  master  must  be  our  provost,  till  we  get  a 
new  council !  To  the  Town  House,  salt  master  !  To  the  Town 
House !  "  And  the  cry  was  echoed  from  all  parts  of  the 
market-place,  "  To  the  Town  House,  to  the  Town  House  ;  the 
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salt  master  shall  be  our  burgomaster  !  "  Then  Henneberg, 
mounting  the  steps  of  the  fountain,  so  as  to  be  seen  and 
heard,  said,  in  a  clear,  penetrating  voice,  "  Until  a  new 
council  is  elected,  and  for  the  welfare  of  the  town,  I  will,  with 
the  full  consent  of  the  citizens  here  assembled,  act  as  provost, 
if  ye  will  promise  to  obey  me  !  " 

A  cheer  from  a  thousand  throats  was  the  instant  response. 
Hats  and  caps  were  thrown  into  the  air,  weapons  were  flour- 
ished, and' kerchiefs  waved  from  every  window. 

"  Now  then,  from  this  moment,  I  order  that  peace  shall 
reign  again  within  our  city  walls  !  "  cried  Henueberg.  "  Let 
the  gates  remain  locked,  and  let  no  one  pass  either  in  or  out. 
Dear  brothers  and  friends,  go  ye  to  your  homes,  and  do  all 
ye  can  to  preserve  the  peace  and  freedom  of  our  good  town  ! " 

"  Peace  and  freedom  —  peace  and  freedom  for  Liiueburg  ! 
Hurrah  for  our  salt  master !  Hurrah  for  our  provost ! " 
sounded  from  every  part  of  the  market-place. 

Then  the  great  crowd  began  slowly  to  dissolve,  and  its 
members  made  their  way  out  of  the  square,  toward  their  re- 
spective quarters  of  the  city,  and  whilom  foes  met,  and  shook 
one  another  heartily  by  the  hand. 

Rokswaleand  his  four  fellow-councillors  betook  themselves 
to  their  homes,  and  awaited  there  the  orders  of  the  new 
government,  and  the  five  salt  masters  likewise,  their  coad- 
jutors in  the  late  council,  were  enjoined  to  do  likewise. 
Johann  Niebuhr,  Spriugintgut's  jailer,  was  sent  to  prison. 

Then  Henneberg  asked  the  remaining  guild  masters 'and 
the  elders  of  Rokswale's  and  his  four  associate  councillors' 
guilds  to  accompany  him  to  the  Town  House,  and  approach- 
ing Marquard  Mildehovet,  greeted  him  with  heartfelt  joy. 

The  body  of  the  late  burgomaster  was  borne  by  his  friends 
to  his  home,  where  his  inconsolable  family  awaited  it. 

Gotthard's  eye  sought  his  son  among  the  crowd,  and  dis- 
covering Arnold,  he  beckoned  to  him  and  asked  if  he  had 
seen  nothing  of  Gilbert.  '"  Nay,  father,"  was  his  answer, 
"•  I  have  not  seen  him." 

"That  is  strange,"  said  the  master;  "  he  went  in  pursuit 
of  Sengstake,  and  has  not  returned  }*et !  " 

Then  handing  Arnold  his  halberd,  he  turned  to  the  assem- 
bled guild  masters,  saying,  "  We  will  now  go  to  the  council." 
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CHAPTER   XXXVII. 

IN  the  lion's  den  on  Techt  Street  the  shoemaker's  family 
had  been  at  work  early  on  this  memorable  Friday  morning. 
The  brawl  of  the  preceding  Monday  was  not  forgotten  ; 
sharpest  words  had  been  spoken,  and  Gesche  was  far  from 
pacified.  Timmo's  jokes,  re-enforced  by  Hans's  drollest  faces, 
made  no  impression  upon  her.  She  continued  to  play  the 
part  of  one  deeply  aggrieved,  and  therefore  Daniel  dared 
not  yet  resume  friendly  relations  with  his  journeyman,  as  was 
usual  with  him  after  the  bitterest  quarrels. 

As  soon  as  the  master  and  mistress  began  to  talk,  Timmo 
would  immediately  interpose  a  remark,  for  to  him  silence 
was  unbearable ;  much  rather  would  he  wrangle  than  sit 
working  with  his  hands,  while  his  tongue  was  idle.  But  if 
Daniel  made  any  reply  to  Timmo's  observations,  he  was 
sure  to  receive  from  Gesche,  whom  he  would  glance  at  from 
the  corner  of  his  eye,  a  look  which  for  the  moment  checked 
talk.  Timmo  did  not  fail  to  notice  this,  and  when  Gesche 
began  to  speak,  he  hammered  so  loudly  that  Daniel  could  not 
hear  a  word  his  wife  said,  which  was  not  the  fittest  way  to 
regain  Gesche's  favor.  On  the  other  hand,  Hans  was  on 
best  terms  with  the  journeyman,  because  they  had  to  suffer 
together  from  the  mistress's  humors,  and  he  followed  Timmo's 
example,  and  joined  in  the  chorus  with  his  hammer,  when, 
by  so  doing,  her  voice  could  be  drowned  to  advantage. 

In  the  midst  of  the  racket,  Gesche  suddenly  screamed,  so 
that  she  could  not  fail  to  be  heard,  "  Peace,  there  !  I  believe 
I  hear  the  alarm-bells  !  " 

They  all  listened,  and  assuredly  all  the  bells  in  the  town 
were  ringing  the  alarm. 

"The  tocsin!"  cried  Gesche.  "  Hearest  thou,  Daniel? 
I  told  thee  that  they  were  plotting  something  at  Schne- 
werding's  ! " 

"It  is  I  who  told  you  so,"  answered  Timmo;   "and  ye 
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contradicted  it."  Thereupon  he  tossed  aside  his  work  and 
sprang  up-stairs  to  his  chamber.  Hans  ran  out  into  the 
street. 

"  Ah,  merciful  heaven  !  "  sighed  Daniel.  "  Gesche,  what 
shall  I  do?" 

"  Silly  question  !  "  she  retorted  ;  "  do !  take  thy  pike  like 
a  man,  and  go  where  thou  belongest !  " 

"  Dost  mean  it,  in  truth,  wife?  "  asked  Daniel,  nervously. 
"  But  think,  if  I  should  —  " 

"  Wishest  thou  to  pay  four  pounds  of  wax  to  the  guild,  as 
penalty  for  shirking?"  snapped  his  wife. 

"  Nay,  nay ;  I  will  go,"  said  Daniel,  faint-heartedly ; 
u  but  hear  the  bells  !  Ah,  this  is  a  vale  of  tears  !  " 

He  drew  on  slowly  his  thickest  jerkin,  appearing  not  to  be 
able  to  find  his  pike,  and  carefully  avoiding  the  corner  be- 
hind the  press,  where  this  not  very  formidable  weapon  had 
stood  for  years.  Finally  Gesche  seized  it,  and  stuck  it  in 
the  floor  in  front  of  him  with  an  emphatic,  "  There  ! " 

He  declared  that  lie  must  wash  his  hands,  in  the  hope  that 
his  wife  would  change  her  mind,  and  conclude  to  lock  him 
in  the  cellar,  as  she  had  recently  threatened  to  do,  to  his 
secret  satisfaction. 

"What!"  she  cried;  "wash  thy  hands  when  thou  art 
going  to  dabble  in  blood !  "  Then  she  clapped  his  cap  on 
his  head,  all  awry,  and  pushed  the  trembling  Daniel  out  of 
doors,  in  spite  of  the  appealing  looks  he  cast  upon  the  hard- 
hearted Gesche. 

Timmo  meanwhile  had  been  packing  his  effects ;  after 
which,  sticking  a  dagger  in  his  belt,  he  ran  to  the  Barde- 
wiker  wall,  skirting  the  Ilmenau,  to  the  place  where  he  had 
already  secured  a  boat,  loosened  it,  and  awaited  the  coming 
of  his  patron,  Sengstake,  as  had  been  arranged. 

To  the  latter  the  sound  of  the  bells  came  like  a  trumpet 
call.  He  had  already  secured  his  valuables,  and  concealing 
them  about  his  person  and  drawing  his  hood  over  his  face, 
he  set  off  on  his  way  to  the  river,  which  he  hoped  to  reach 
unrecognized.  He  was  often  obliged  to  change  his  course  so 
as  not  to  meet  the  armed  citizens,  whom  he  knew  he  must 
avoid. 

As  he  thus  turned  back  at  a  street  corner,  Gilbert  and  his 
three  comrades  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  tall,  imperfectly 
disguised  figure,  conjectured  that  this  was  the  man  they 
sought,  and  divided  their  force  to  intercept  him  in  his  flight. 
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Gilbert  and  his  companion  reached  the  river  just  in  time 
to  see  Sengstake  step  into  the  boat  and  rapidly  seize  an  oar, 
whereupon  he  and  Tiinmo  rowed  away  with  speed.  The  two 
pursuers  sprang  into  another  boat,  unfastened  it,  and  hotly 
gave  chase. 

It  was  a  race  for  life.  Sengstake's  boat  flew  down  the 
stream  like  a  living  thing,  but  the  two  coopers  exerted  all 
their  skill,  and  rowed  with  such  force  that  their  oars  bent. 
Nearer  and  nearer  they  approached  the  fugitives  ;  suddenly 
Gilbert's  oar  broke,  so  that  he  fell  back  into  the  boat,  which 
now  began  to  spin  around. 

The  runaways,  hearing  the  sound  of  the  breaking  wood,  and 
the  exclamations  of  the  young  coopers,  believed  themselves 
out  of  danger.  Sengstake  stood  up,  took  off  his  hat,  and 
waved  it  in  mockery,  as  a  farewell  salute  to  his  baffled  pur- 
suers. At  this  instant  Gilbert's  companion  sprang  up, 
grasped  his  partisan,  and  hurled  it  with  all  his  might  at 
Sengstake,  as  one  might  throw  a  javelin.  The  weapon 
struck  him  with  such  force  upon  the  breast  that  he  stag- 
gered, fell  overboard,  and  at  once  sank  below  the  surface. 

Timmo,  fearing  for  his  own  life,  snatched  Sengstake's 
oar,  and  rowed  quickly  down  the  river  with  the  strength  of 
desperation.  But  Gilbert  had  ^no  thought  of  following  the 
cobbler,  and  his  boat  had  now  wholly  turned  round.  In  a 
moment  he  saw  an  arm  emerge  from  the  water,  then  a  hand 
convulsively  clutch  the  air,  and  all  was  over. 

The  other  two  journeymen  coopers,  who  had  reached  the 
Ilmenau  later,  and  at  a  point  somewhat  higher  up,  and  had 
seen  the  race  of  the  two  boats,  also  sprang  into  a  skiff,  and 
followed  them.  They  likewise  witnessed  Sengstake's  over- 
throw, and  by  this  time  had  reached  the  others.  The  four 
friends  consulted  together,  and  decided  to  leave  the  fugi- 
tive's dead  body  to  its  watery  grave,  and  continue  their 
course  down  the  river,  force  themselves  into  the  Liine  Con- 
vent, and  there,  if  possible,  arrest  the  superior,  Dietrich 
Schupper. 

Alas !  They  arrived  too  late.  The  superior,  at  the  first 
stroke  of  the  city  bells,  had  fled  across  the  heath,  and  the 
four  young  coopers  only  brought  back  with  them  the  news 
of  vSengstake's  death  and  the  superior's  flight. 

Master  Gotthard  received  his  son's  tidings  with  satisfaction. 
Two  rascals  had,  it  is  true,  escaped  the  arm  of  the  law,  but 
one  of  them  —  and  the  most  dangerous  one  —  had  met  his 
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reward.     It  was  no  longer  necessary  to  judge  him  before 
any  earthly  tribunal. 

The  master  and  his  friends  now  recognized  the  weak 
feature  in  their  plans,  which  might  have  destroyed  all 
chance  of  success.  They  had  not  thought  of  the  possi- 
bility of  escape  by  water ;  they  htid  provided  for  the  imme- 
diate closing  of  the  gates,  but  had  forgotten  to  throw  a 
boom  or  other  obstruction  across  the  river.  If  it  had  not 
been  for.  the  iourneyman  cooper,  who  was  highly  commended 
throughout  the  town,  Sengstake  would  have  slipped  off,  and 
surely  not  with  empty  pockets.  No  one  troubled  himself 
about  the  cobbler  besides  Daniel  and  Gesche,  and  they  shed  no 
tears  for  him,  nor  did  the  pretty  Florentine  long  lament  him. 

In  the  afternoon,  two  fishermen  drew  Sengstake's  body 
out  of  the  water,  searched  the  clothing,  and  discovered  heavy 
packages  of  gold  coin,  which  they  knew  belonged  to  the  city, 
and  accordingly  it  was  returned  to  the  treasury.  The  corpse 
was  buried  in  the  place  used  for  condemned  criminals,  with- 
out book  or  bell,  and  was  speedily  forgotten. 

The  city  of  Liineburg  was  now  without  burgomaster  or 
council,  and  ruled  by  a  plain  master  artisan.  But,  in  the 
solution  of  the  problem  which  destiny  had  placed  in  his 
hands,  the  man's  personal  character  manifested  itself,  and 
proved  how  wisely  his  fellow-citizens  had  spoken,  when  they 
had  declared  that  the  master  cooper  was  the  one  of  all  others 
to  rely  upon  in  time  of  need.  True-hearted  and  honorable, 
with  simple  manners  and  straightforward  nature,  he  ex- 
hibited now  in  his  elevated  position  a  strength,  foresight, 
and  ability  which  surpassed  all  expectation.  His  fellow- 
artisans  regarded  him  with  pride  as  one  of  themselves, 
and  to  his  strong  will  they  cheerfully  submitted,  and  obeyed 
his  orders  with  as  much  alacrity  as  if  he  were  the  best-born 
burgher  in  the  town.  Since  his  years  of  travel,  as  a  jour- 
neyman, he  had  never  left  his  native  town,  and  lived,  with- 
in the  narrow  limits  of  his  home  and  his  workshop,  a  life 
of  industry,  uprightness,  and  piety.  He  could  read  and 
write,  though  he  was  no  scholar,  and  filled  the  position  of 
head  master  of  his  guild  with  justice  and  firmness,  clinging 
tenaciously  to  all  the  old  rules  and  customs.  It  seemed  as 
if  he  knew  not  and  thought  not  how  the  community  esteemed 
him,  but  acted  according  to  his  own  high  standard,  and  as 
if  no  one  could  do  otherwise.  He  showed  no  hesitation, 
and  asked  no  one  what  he  should  do,  or  leave  undone. 


344  THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  L&NEBURG. 

When,  in  the  market-place,  thousands  of  his  fellow-towns- 
men demanded  that  he  should  be  their  leader,  and  he  sum- 
moned the  guild  masters  to  follow  him  to  the  Town  House, 
it  was  in  no  wise  to  consult  with  them,  but  that  he  wished 
them,  for  themselves  and  in  the  name  of  their  guilds,  to 
solemnly  promise  him  implicit  obedience,  until  the  council 
should  be  reinstated  with  all  its  original  powers. 

The  masters  assured  him,  with  the  utmost  sincerity,  of 
their  loyalty,  and  thereupon  he  gave  them  concise  directions 
for  the  maintenance  of  order  and  security  in  the  town. 

The  guard  at  the  gates  must  be  provided  by  and  from  the 
guilds.  In  place  of  the  mercenaries  at  the  Town  House, 
a  master  artisan,  with  a  dozen  journeymen,  must  be  present, 
well  armed  and  equipped,  and  likewise  every  night  a  guard 
of  journeymen  in  six  of  the  guild  houses ;  and  finally  the 
prisoners  in  the  towers  must  be  watched  by  a  master  and 
three  journeymen,  relieved  daily.  After  these  arrangements 
were  made,  Master  Gotthard  ordered  the  city  clerk  under 
the  old  council,  Nickolaus  Stokets,  who  possessed  exact 
information  concerning  the  town  documents,  to  meet  him  on 
the  following  morning  at  the  Town  House,  and  then  dis- 
missed the  guild  masters  ;  for  even  he,  the  man  of  iron,  felt 
the  need  of  repose  after  the  strain  of  the  last  few  days. 

His  friends,  however,  wished  to  do  him  honor  by  ceremo- 
niously escorting  him  to  his  dwelling.  They  recognized  more 
and  more  his  superiority  in  judgment,  resolution,  and  energy  ; 
and  though  Gotthard  Henneberg  tried  to  decline  the  honor, 
he  was  obliged  to  accept  it,  which  he  finally  did,  with  the 
modest  reflection  that  it  was  not  intended  so  much  for  him  as 
for  his  office.  So  the  thirt}7-five  masters  conducted  him  to 
his  own  house,  through  the  crowded  market-place  and 
thronged  streets.  Everywhere  he  was  cordially  greeted,  and 
received  with  hearty  cheers.  As  they  passed  the  fountain, 
with  its  stony  smiling  goddess,  the  chimes  in  the  Town 
House  belfry  began  the  old  melody,  "  Da  pactm  Domine  in 
diebas  nostris."  Master  Gotthard  looked  up  earnestly,  and 
said  to  his  companions,  "  Brothers,  may  God  grant  it !  Let 
us  take  this  as  a  good  omen,  and  do  all  that  lieth  in  us  to 
promote  peace  and  good-will." 

Having  reached  the  Golden  Egg,  he  warmly  thanked  his 
companions,  and  Hans  Laffert,  Schnewerding,  and  Schutten- 
helm  entered  the  house  and  congratulated  his  wife,  who  had 
already  heard  everything  from  her  sons,  and  who  welcomed 
her  husband  home  with  an  overflowing  heart. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

IN  his  home,  Gotthard  Henneberg  appeared  unchanged, 
and  as  if  nothing  had  happened  which  should  in  any  way 
alter  the  daily  routine  of  his  life.  If  the  recent  events  were 
alluded  to,  and  any  incidents  touched  upon,  he  would  perhaps 
add  a  few  words,  but  he  never  spoke  of  his  opinions  and 
plans,  and  nothing  that  he  said  showed  that  the  sudden 
change  of  affairs  had  affected  him  more  than  any  other 
citizen  of  the  town. 

Ilsabe  gazed  at  her  father,  as  if  she  almost  expected  to 
see  a  visible  crown  upon  his  head,  which,  in  her  opinion, 
belonged  to  him  of  right  as  the  savior  and  ruler  of  the  city, 
and  unconsciously  a  slight  barrier  arose  between  the  master 
and  his  family.  There  was  no  diminution  in  their  love,  but 
the  happy  familiarity  which  had  formerly  reigned  in  the 
Golden  Egg  was  less  conspicuous  than  heretofore.  To  the 
household  it  seemed  as  though  a  noble,  or,  at  the  least,  a 
burgomaster,  in  the  dress  of  a  cooper,  sat  with  them  at  table, 
to  whom  one  must  behave  and  speak  differently  than  to  the 
father  who  had  been  closer  than  any  one  in  the  world  ;  he 
who,  from  being  the  simple  head  of  the  family,  had  suddenly 
become  arbiter  of  life  and  death  throughout  the  whole  of 
Luneburg. 

Master  Gotthard  noted  nothing  of  this,  or  did  not  choose 
to  notice  it,  and  treated  his  family  as  always,  when  he  was 
able  to  be  with  them,  though  his  mind  was  now  filled  with 
weighty  matters.  Toward  evening  of  the  same  day  on 
which  the  outbreak  had  begun  and  ended,  he  wished  to  talk 
over  some  affairs  with  his  friend  Viskule,  and  before  leaving 
the  house  he  said  to  his  eldest  son,  "Arnold,  I  must  often 
be  away  from  home  at  present,  and  shall  not  be  able  to  do 
much  work  in  the  shop ;  meanwhile,  thou  canst  take  my 
place,  and  Gilbert  will  be  thy  journeyman.  I  will  explain 
matters  to  the  guild,  and  no  inspector  shall  call  us  to  account 
for  it," 
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"  Everything  shairbe  cared  for,  father,"  answered  Arnold, 
cheerfully.  "  Nought  shall  go  amiss,  and  it  will  gladden 
Gilbert  to  know  that  he  can  help  us." 

Heinrich  Viskule  received  his  friend  in  the  heartiest  man- 
ner, and  also  with  a  certain  impressiveness.  "Gotthard," 
said  he,  holding  the  cooper's  hand  in  both  of  his,  kt  I  wish  to 
thank  thee  in  the  name  of  all  Luneburg  for  releasing  us  from 
the  shameful  misrule  of  thieves  and  murderers.  Thou  hast 
saved  the  honor  of  our  town,  and  hast  freed  all  of  us  pris- 
oners, thou  and  thoii  alone." 

"  I  would  that  we  had  done  it  earlier,"  replied  the  master. 

"  Who  knoweth  if  thou  couldst  then  have  prevailed?  "  said 
the  councillor.  "  How  shall  I  now  address  thee  in  thy  new 
dignity?"  asked  he,  laughingly. 

"  As  thou  hast  addressed  me  all  my  life,"  answered 
Gotthard.  u  I  trust  my  honors  will  not  have  to  be  borne 
long.  I  hope  to  install  ye  councillors  in  the  Town  House 
once  more  with  all  honor,  as  soon  as  may  be." 

"  That  thou  canst  not  do  alone,"  said  Viskule.  "  That  will 
require  the  voice  of  the  whole  city,  or  perchance  the  duke 
must  come  and  reinstate  us." 

"  The  duke  !  "  laughed  Henneberg.  "  Why  not  the  Em- 
peror ?  " 

u  Considering  what  we  have  borne,  that  would  be  none  too 
much,"  rejoined  Viskule.  "  I  will  speak  with  the  others,  but 
I  apprehend  that  they  will  not  much  care  to  remain  in  office. 
First  to  be  ungratefully  and  unjustly  thrust  from  our  seats 
by  force  and  haled  to  prison,  and  then  to  return  to  launch 
again  the  stranded  ship  of  state  :  what  satisfaction  is  to  be 
found  in  that?" 

"  Not  so,"  said  Master  Gotthard.  "  The  ship  shall  be  just 
as  ye  left  it,  with  its  full  freight  debts  and  all.  I  will 
remain  in  command  till  I  can  yield  it  to  my  successor  with 
its  former  honors,  privileges,  responsibilities,  and  posses- 
sions." 

The  councillor  sprarg  up.  "  Gotthard,  what  dost  thou 
mean  to  do?  "  he  cried.  "  Thou  speakest  like  the  salt  master, 
who  never  doth  anything  by  halves  !  If  we  can  help  thee, 
say  the  word.  No  door  shall  be  shut  when  thou  knockest !  " 

"  We  will  see  how  affairs  stand,"  answered  the  master. 
"  I  fear  me,  I  shall  find  the  parchments  gnawed,  and  holes 
to  be  closed  in  the  money-bags.  Fare  thee  well !  I  will 
come  again  soon,  with  more  information." 
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Early  the  next  morning  Master  Gotthard  was  m  his  shop 
as  usual,  but  wishing  to  visit  Rokswale  before  he  went  to 
the  council,  he  soon  stopped  working  and  prepared  to  leave 
the  house.  As  he  stood  on  the  threshold  he  turned  and  said, 
u  Arnold,  bring  thy  Ursula  home  to-day  at  supper-time  !  " 
to  his  son's  great  delight. 

The  master  then  proceeded  to  Rokswale's  house,  near  the 
mint,  which  was  decorated  with  hop-vines  carved  about  the 
doors  and  upon  the  cornice,  beautifully  executed,  and  indi- 
cating the  home  of  a  brewer.  Jn  the  lofty  hall,  where  great 
vats  —  the  newest  of  which  had  come  from  Gottharcl  Henne- 
berg's  shop  —  stood,  under  the  carved  gallery,  was  the  brewer 
himself. 

41  Comest  thou,"  said  he,  in  a  not  over-friendly  tone,  u  to 
see  if  thy  captive  is  safe  at  home,  Master  Provost?  " 

"  Nay,  Rokswale,"  answered  Master  Gotthard,  gravely, 
"  I  come  to  make  friends  with  thec,  if  thou  art  willing. 
Thou  understandest  well  that  1  could  not  do  otherwise  ;  ye 
dealt  not  so  leniently  with  the  old  councillors,  but  threw 
them  into  the  dungeons  and  —  "  "  Let  them  starve,"  he  was 
about  to  say,  but  checked  himself. 

"  The  guilt  is  not  mine,  Henueberg  !  That  thou  knowest," 
answered  the  brewer,  while  he  led  his  unlooked-for  gin  st 
in'o  the  living-room.  u  Welcome  to  me  is  thy  good- w ill ! 
Here  is  my  hand  !  Let  the  past  be  forgotten  !  " 

"So  let"  it  be!"  said  Gotthard,  shaking  hands.  "  Thy 
confinement  shall  not  last  long  ;  the  judges  will  not  be  hard 
upon  ye,  guild  master,  for  it  is  known  that  ye  took  no  more 
active  part  in  the  government  than  that  empty  jug  there  on 
the  table." 

"  Shall  I  fill  it,  Henneberg,  from  my  best  brew?"  asked 
Rokswale,  quickly,  instead  of  answering  the  rather  mortifying 
suggestion  "that  he  and  his  comrades  were  no  more  than 
figure-heads  in  the  council. 

"  Nay,  nay  !  "  laughed  Master  Gotthard.  "  I  thank  thee, 
but  that  was  not  in  my  thought." 

So  the  two  late  opponents  were  reconciled,  and  were  soon 
deep  in  conversation.  Rokswale  sought  to  discover  in  wha\t 
manner  Henneberg  intended  exercising  his  unrestricted 
power,  and  the  latter  declared  that  he  considered  it  his  first 
duty  to  blot  out  every  act  of  Dalenborg's  council,  and  wipe 
the  memory  of  them  out  of  existence  as  soon  as  possible. 

"  Wilt  thou  also  annul  the  new  charters,  which  some  of  the 
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guilds  have  received  lately  from  the  council?"  asked  Roks- 
wale, anxiously. 

"  Most  assuredly  I  will !  "  said  Master  Gotthard. 

u  That  will  excite  ill-will;  thou  wilt  make  enemies  by  so 
doing,"  answered  Rokswale. 

"  I  have  seldom  swerved  from  my  path  on  that  account," 
Gotthard  replied,  "  and  I  shall  not  begin  now.  I  have 
pledged  myself  that  the  future  council  shall  find  everything 
just  as  it  was  before  ye  dispossessed  the  old  council." 

In  vain  Rokswale  tried  to  persuade  Henneberg  that  now 
was  the  favorable  opportunity,  one  which  might  never  return, 
for  satisfying  the  desire  of  the  artisans  for  further  privi- 
leges ;  and  he  urged  that  in  the  future,  when  vacancies  should 
occur  in  the  council,  the  new  councillors  should  be  voted  for 
by  the  citizens,  so  that  finally  in  this  way  artisans  should 
share  in  the  government.  But  the  salt  master  was  immova- 
ble, and  replied,  briefly  and  decidedly,  "  Everything  must 
remain  just  as  it  has  been  handed  down  to  us  by  our  fore- 
fathers." 

And  this  resolve  he  proceeded  immediately  to  carry  into 
effect.  When  the  clerk  came  to  the  Town  House,  Gotthard 
Henneberg  ordered  him  to  draw  up  a  proclamation,  at  his  dic- 
tation, in  which  all  transactions  of  the  government  under  Da- 
lenborg  were  pronounced  null  and  void,  and  the  town  declared 
itself  released  from  all  of  the  late  council's  agreements  and 
obligations.  Master  Gotthard  also  sent  to  the  Marien  Mon- 
astery for  two  monks,  who  made  copies  of  this  first  decree 
of  the  salt  master,  to  which  he  put  his  signature,  and  they 
were  then  affixed  to  the  doors  of  the  Town  House  and  all  the 
churches  in  the  city,  where  the  papal  bull  had  appeared  not 
long  before. 

The  guilds  also  received  written  notifications  that  all  Da- 
lenborg's  and  Schupper's  concessions  were  revoked.  Similar 
announcements  were  sent  to  all  the  churches  and  convents, 
on  account  of  their  unjust  exemption  from  ground-rent  and 
taxes. 

The  committee  of  sixty  was  likewise  dissolved. 

Finally,  the  town  clerk  was  ordered  to  write  a  letter  to 
Duke  Frederick,  who  was  in  Celle,  informing  him,  as  was 
proper,  of  the  change  of  affairs  in  Luneburg,  and  that  the 
town  could  never,  under  any  circumstances,  resign  to  him 
its  right  of  criminal  jurisdiction,  and  was  not  willing  to  give 
up  any  of  its  chartered  rights,  but  would  insist  more  strenu- 
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ously  than  ever  upon  its  transmitted  freedom  and  preroga- 
tives, without  interference  from  duke  or  Emperor. 

To  this  letter,  also,  the  resolute  man  affixed  the  seal  of 
the  town,  with  his  signature,  "Gotthard  Henneberg,  mas- 
ter cooper,  in  the  name  of  the  city  of  Liineburg "  ;  and  a 
mounted  messenger  was  despatched  to  Celle,  to  deliver  it  to 
the  duke. 

Master  Gotthard  troubled  himself  but  little  with  the  dis- 
pute between  the  prelates  and  the  town,  preferring  to  leave 
this  issue  to  the  council,  which  he  expected  would,  more  or 
less,  consist  of  men  hampered  by  no  former  decisions,  and 
who  hud  taken  no  decided  part  in  the  controversy  over  the 
salt-springs.  Dalenborg's  and  Schupper's  negotiations  with 
the  legate  would  naturally  fall  through,  now  that  they  were 
out  of  the  way.  The  master  himself  had  pressing  affairs  to 
attend  to,  which  would  fully  occupy  him  for  some  time.  • 

In  the  first  place,  he  resolved  to  make  proper  compensa- 
tion to  Tobing  and  Johann  Springintgut's  family  for  the 
property  of  which  they  had  been  robbed,  according  to  the 
statements  made  by  Ludolf  Tobing,  and  a  brother  of  the  bur- 
gomaster, Canon  Sander  Springintgut.  He  had  Dalenborg's, 
ISchupper's,  and  Sengstake's  dwellings  searched,  and  the 
money  and  valuables  they  contained  were  seized  ;  but  Spring- 
intgut's family  plate  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  It  was  diffi- 
cult to  determine  how  much  these  three  thieves  had  stolen 
from  the  city,  and  it  cost  Master  Stokcts  great  pains  to 
make  even  an  approximate  estimate  of  the  loss. 

Meanwhile,  Marquard  Mildehovet  had  offered  to  take 
charge  of  the  funeral  service  over  the  remains  of  the  late 
burgomaster,  which  was  held  with  unusual  solemnity.  The 
corpse  was  followed  by  a  long  train  of  sympathizing  mourn- 
ers, including  representatives  of  all  the  oldest  families,  as 
well  as  the  guilds  and  brotherhoods,  bearing  torches,  to  the 
chapel  of  St.  Johannes  Church,  amid  the  tolling  of  the  bells 
and  the  chanting  of  the  monks. 

Mildehovet  vowed  to  erect  an  altar  tomb  to  his  memory, 
upon  which  should  be  placed  an  effigy  of  the  deceased,  and 
to  have  daily  masses  said  for  the  rest  of  the  soul  which  had 
departed  without  the  benefit  of  the  last  sacrament. 

The  tower  in  which  the  burgomaster  perished  went  ever 
after  by  the  name  of  the  Springintgut  Tower. 

After  the  obsequies,  Master  Gotthard  repaired  to  the 
Town  House,  where  an  agreeable  surprise  awaited  him. 
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Twelve  citizens  —  the  three  councillors,  Yiskule,  Tobing,  and 
Mildehovet,  three  of  the  St.  Theodore  guild  of  salt  masters, 
and  six  guild  masters,  all  of  whom  had  formerly  opposed 
him,  except  Laffert  and  Schnewerding  —  came,  in  the  name 
of  the  town,  to  thank  Henneberg  for  his  wise  and  energetic 
management  of  affairs,  to  assure  him  of  the  general  confi- 
dence reposed  in  him,  and  to  beg  him  to  continue  in  office  for 
the  present. 

Heiurich  Viskule  informed  his  friend  that  the  old  council- 
lors had  been  conferring  together  concerning  their  reinstate- 
ment, and  that  the  city  might,  therefore,  soon  have  again  a 
council  and  burgomaster. 

Gotthard  Henneberg  found  both  a  rule  of  conduct  and  a 
reward  for  his  actions  in  his  own  conscience.  At  the  same 
lime,  the  honorable  recognition  of  his  fellow-citizens  filled 
him  with  satisfaction.  Rokswale  had  been  mistaken;  Gott- 
hard's  ordinances  had  not  caused  bad  blood,  and  the  guilds 
from  which  he  had  taken  back  the  privileges  bestowed  by 
Dalenborg,  recognized  his  justice  in  not  allowing  rights  to 
some  which  were  denied  to  others. 

A  greater  surprise  was  in  store  for  the  master  on  the  fol- 
lowing day. 

As  he  sat  alone  in  the  council-room  of  the  Town  House, 
pondering  the  duties  of  his  office,  some  one  put  his  head 
through  the  partly  open  door,  and  a  voice  which  sounded 
familiar,  inquired, — 

"  May  I  enter,  burgomaster?" 

"There  is  no  burgomaster  here,"  answered  Gotthard; 
"  but  enter,  if  thou  wilt." 

The  stranger  approached  the  master  with  hesitating  steps, 
and  with  a  low  bow  laid  a  tolerably  large  bundle  on  the  table 
before  him.  Then  he  stepped  back  and  looked  at  the  mas- 
ter inquiringly. 

Gotthard  tried  to  remember  where  he  had  seen  this  con- 
fident face  before.  Suddenly  it  dawned  upon  him,  and  he 
exclaimed, — 

"  Why,  this  is  the  journeyman  cooper  from  Darmstadt." 

u  Yea,  master,  by  thy  leave,"  said  Timmo,  while  he  bowed 
again,  with  more  assurance. 

"  Thou  must  have  been  well  pleased  with  Liineburg,  to  re- 
turn to  a  place  where  thou  art  not  regarded  with  gratitude," 
replied  the  master. 

"I   certainly  was  well  pleased  with   the  town,"  Timmo 
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said  ;  "  but  mayhap  I  should  never  have  returned  had  it  not 
been  for  this  "  ;  and  he  pointed  to  the  bundle  upon  the  table. 

"  What  hast  thou  there?  "  inquired  Gotthard. 

"  Stolen  goods,  salt  master,"  answered  Timmo. 

"  Stolen  goods,  fellow  !  And  thou  bringest  them  to  me  !  " 
exclaimed  the  master. 

-*  /have  not  stolen  them,  master,"  said  Timmo,  cheerfully  ; 
"it  is  the  bundle  of  the  pious  Sengstake,  that  lie  took  with 
him  when 'I  —  when  I  went  away  with  him.  Thy  son  Gilbert 
hath  perad venture  told  thee  about  it." 

Master  Gotthard  quickly  opened  the  bundle,  filled  with  gold 
and  silver  vessels ;  they  were  the  costliest  pieces  of  the 
Springintgut  family  plate.  Henneberg  regarded  the  cobbler 
with  more  friendliness. 

"I  am  not  a  thief,  master,"  said  Timmo;  "therefore  I 
have  brought  these  back.  They  remained  in  the  boat  when 
Sengstake  tumbled  overboard.  They  must  belong  to  the 
worshipful  council." 

"  Cobbler,  thou  art  a  better  fellow  than  I  took  thee  for," 
said  Master  Gotthard.  "  Go  to  thy  master,  Daniel  Sporken, 
and  ask  him  if  he  will  take  thee  back ;  but  thou  must  be 
civil." 

"I  will  do  so,  salt  master,"  answered  Timmo,  and  twirled 
his  cap  in  his  hands,  without  stirring  from  the  spot. 

"  Well?"  asked  Gotthard,  "  wherefore  dost  thou  stay?" 

"  Salt  master,  I  bring  thee  something  else,"  answered 
Timmo. 

"  Something  else  !     What  is  it?     Out  with  it !  " 

"It  is  news,  very  weighty  news  for  the  city,  which  I  will 
tell  thee  on  condition  that  thou  promisest  me  exemption  from 
penalty,"  said  Timmo,  boldly. 

"  Penalty  !  for  what?  "  asked  the  master. 

"  For  —  because  —  because  I  helped  Master  Sengstake  to 
escape." 

"  Oh ,  that  is  it !"  said  Gotthard.  k '  Listen ,  cobbler  !  How 
callcst  thou  thyself?" 

"Timmo,  Timmo  Schneck,  from  Darmstadt,"  replied  the 
rogue,  with  a  bow. 

"  Listen,  Timmo  Schneck,  from  Darmstadt,"  said  Master 
Gotthard.  "I  will  not  bandy  words  with  thee,  and  I  will 
promise  nothing ;  but  I  have  already  let  thee  off  easily,  when 
thou  didst  stir  up  the  journeymen  to  revolt." 

"  That  was  Sengstake's  fault,"  interrupted  Timmo,  quickly. 
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44  Very  good,"  answered  the  master.  "I  will  say  this, 
Timmo  Schneck  :  that  if  thy  news  is  of  such  moment  as  thy 
words  imply,  I  will  surely  intercede  for  thee." 

44  The  duke  cometh  to  Luneburg,"  announced  Timmo,  with 
an  important  air. 

44  The  duke  cometh  to  Luneburg,"  repeated  Master  Gott- 
hard,  quietly.  "  How  didst  thou  learn  that?  " 

"  I  heard  it  yesterday  at  Hasenburg.     It  is  quite  true." 

44  Thou  hast  rowed  down  the  Ilmenau,  and  yet  come  from 
Hasenburg?"  repeated  Master  Gotthard,  incredulously. 

44  Master,"  said  Timmo,  4>  I  have  been  creeping  around 
the  town  for  a  sennight,  like  a  cat  about  hot  porridge,  to 
discover  if  it  were  safe  for  me  to  venture  in.  Last  night 
I  slept  at  Haseuburg,  and  there  learnt  that  the  duke  had 
sent  word  there  of  the  expedition  against  Luneburg." 

44  Naturally  !  Whoever  approacheth  us  in  enmity  is  shel- 
tered by  the  knight  of  Hasenburg.  How  many  horsemen 
hath  the  duke?"' 

UI  know  not,"  answered  Timmo.  44  To-morrow  evening 
he  arriveth  at  Hasenburg." 

44  Timmo  Schneck,  thy  intelligence  is  valuable,"  said  the 
master.  "  I  thank  thee.  Now,  go  and  leave  me  alone." 

Timmo  went  his  way  toward  Techt  Street. 

44  God  honor  an  honorable  handicraft !  Good  day,  master 
and  mistress  !  Here  I  am  again  !  "  cried  he  gayly,  as  he  en- 
tered the  shop. 

The  three  occupants  gazed  at  him  as  if  they  saw  a  ghost. 
Gesche  found  her  tongue  first.  "  In  the  name  of  all  the 
saints,  whence  comest  thou?"  she  asked. 

"Whence  come  I?"  repeated  Timmo.  "  Look  at  me, 
mistress !  I  who  stand  before  thee,  I  have  saved  the  city 
of  Luneburg  from  invasion  and  bloodshed  !  The  salt  mas- 
ter sendeth  ye  a  friendly  greeting,  and  beggeth  ye  to  treat 
me  well ;  I  have  deserved  it  of  the  town,  fie  wished  to  ac- 
company me  here  himself,  but  I  would  not  suffer  it.  He 
will  come,  in  any  case,  to-morrow  or  the  next  day,  to  inquire 
how  I  fare." 

44  Daniel !  "  said  Gesche. 

44  Gesche  !  "  said  Daniel. 

44  Hans  !  "  cried  Timmo.  44  A  drink  of  water !  I  am  dy- 
ing of  thirst." 

44  Stay,  Hans,"  said  the  mistress.  44  Here  !  Eimbecker,  from 
Mother  Hombrok's  !  "  and  she  slipped  a  coin  into  his  hand. 


THE  SALT  MASTER   OF  LUXEBURG.  353 

Hans  made  a  grimace,  such  as  his  best  friend  had  never 
seen,  and  darted  off  with  the  mug. 

''Where  hast  thou  passed  thy  time?  "  inquired  Gesche. 

"  Promise  not  to  mention  it  to  a  living  soul.  I  was  sent 
by  the  salt  master  on  a  secret  mission  to  obtain  information 
as  regards  the  duke,"  said  Timmo,  with  the  tone  of  a  gen- 
eralissimo. 

"  And  hast  saved  the  town?  "  asked  Daniel,  in  utter  aston- 
ishment. - 

"  I  have.  Thou  canst  sleep  in  peace !  Take  my  word 
for  it." 

"  Oh,  Lord  !  What  a  fellow  thou  art,  Timmo  !  Give  him 
thy  hand,  Gesche !  Give  our  Timmo  thy  hand !  "  cried 
Daniel. 

Daniel  shook  his  right  and  Gesche  his  left  hand,  while  he 
stood  between  the  couple,  and  looked  first  at  one  and  then 
at  the  other,  with  an  infinitely  patronizing  air.  And  the 
three  were  again  one —  or  seemed  to  be. 


354  THE  SALT  MASTER   Ot    LUNEBUBG. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

THE  salt  master's  letter  had  taken  effect.  The  duke  was 
on  the  road.  It  was  almost  beyond  the  bounds  of  possi- 
bility that  Frederick  should  have  been  able  to  gather,  in  such 
a  short  interval,  a  force  sufficient  to  attack  the  well-de- 
fended, populous  city,  with  its  strong  walls,  towers,  and  moat. 

It  might  be  that  he  came  only  for  peaceful  negotiation, 
and  wished  to  give  strength  and  effectiveness  to  his  de- 
mands, as  far  as  his  limited  power  permitted.  His  principal 
demand  would  be,  undoubtedly,  the  resignation  by  the  city  of 
its  right  of  penal  jurisdiction. 

So  thought  Gotthard  Henneberg,  but  he  determined  to  be 
prepared  for  all  emergencies.  He  made  his  preparations 
accordingly.  He  summoned  the  guild  masters,  and  also  the 
chief  of  the  salt  masters'  guild,  and  informed  them  of  the 
expected  approach  of  the  duke,  and  instructed  them  to  hold 
themselves  in  readiness  to  give  him  an  honorable  reception, 
or  to  offer  a  bold  resistance,  according  to  circumstances.  In 
any  case  he  wished  the  guild  masters  to  be  present  on  the 
duke's  arrival.  The  five  guilds  whose  councillors  were  on 
parole  must  also  send  representatives  on  this  occasion. 

The  guard  at  the  salt-gate  was  strengthened,  and  all  were 
enjoined  to  exercise  increased  vigilance.  The  warder  of  the 
St.  Johannes  Tower  was  ordered  to  report  as  soon  as  he 
perceived  the  duke's  approach. 

Then  Master  Gotthard  went  to  Heinrich  Viskule  and  im- 
parted the  news  to  him,  asking  him  if  the  council  could  not 
assemble  on  the  next  day  but  one,  in  order  to  lend  solem- 
nity to  the  installation  through  the  presence  and  sanction  of 
the  duke. 

"Certainly,"  said  Viskule;  "  we  will  hold  ourselves  in 
readiness.  When  the  duke  approaches,  let  the  Town  House 
bells  be  rung  ;  then  we  will  gather  in  the  great  audience-hall 
to  receive  him.  Thou  shalt  conduct  the  negotiation  in  the 
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name  of  the  city,  and  he  must  be  induced  to  reinstate  us  in 
our  honors  and  dignities." 

To  all  this  Gotthard  agreed,  yet  his  brow  was  cloudy,  and 
his  mind  seemed  oppressed  with  care.  Toward  evening  he 
went  to  the  city  magistrate,  Master  Georgius  von  Clebek,  to 
make  arrangements  for  a  speedy  trial  of  the  prisoners  in  the 
towers,  and  chose  with  his  help  nine  unbiassed  men  to  take 
part  in  it. 

Master  Gotthard  had  a  special  purpose  in  trying  the 
prisoners  immediately.  He  would  thus  give  effect  to  his 
letter  to  the  duke,  and  show  him  that  the  city  of  Lu'neburg 
considered  the  power  of  criminal  jurisdiction  over  its  own 
citizens  as  its  inalienable  right,  and  would  exercise  it  even 
under  his  own  eyes,  if  he  did  not  choose  rather  to  take  his 
departure,  as  Master  Gotthard  hoped  might  be  the  case. 
He  did  not  go  directly  home  from  the  magistrate's  house, 
but  turned  his  steps  toward  the  Altenbn'icker  gate,  to  refresh 
himself  with  one  of  his  solitary  walks  upon  the  heath. 

When  the  master  and  journeymen  who  formed  the  guard 
at  the  gate  saw  him,  they  opened  it  for  him  with  great 
respect,  as  was  due  to  the  ruler  of  the  town,  and  as  they 
watched  his  tall  figure  slowly  crossing  the  bridge,  one  of  the 
journeymen  said,  "  The  duke's  visit  seems  to  weigh  upon  the 
salt  master." 

"  Dost  thou  wonder  at  that?  "  asked  a  second  ;  "  every- 
thing rests  upon  his  shoulders." 

"  I  would  that  it  might  remain  so,"  said  the  master  ;  "  then 
we  should  need  no  council  at  all." 

u  His  rule  is  strong  and  just,  and  one  gladly  submits  to 
it,"  said  another,  to  which  they  all  agreed. 

Master  Gotthard  was  not  thinking  of  the  duke  ;  something 
else  occupied  his  mind.  It  was  owing  to  his  visit  to  the 
magistrate ;  but  not  what  he  had  said  to  him,  but  what  he 
had  suppressed,  was  the  cause  of  the  trouble. 

The  following  day  passed  without  incident.  The  master 
informed  Arnold  that  he  should  hold  a  special  meeting  of 
the  coopers'  guild,  to  make  him  a  master,  as  well  as  to  rein- 
state Dippold,  and  he  advised  him  to  get  his  masterpiece 
ready  to  exhibit  as  his  warrant  for  a  mastership,  and  also  to 
order  Ursula's  bridal  apparel. 

Gotthard  announced  his  purpose  to  Heinrich  Viskule,  who 
was  speaker  at  the  meetings.  But  the  latter  laughed,  and 
replied,  "  The  coopers  must  soon  obtain  another  speaker, 
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for  I  am  going  to  resign  the  honor."  Master  Gotthard 
regretted  this,  without  understanding  that  the  councillor's 
remark  bore  any  hidden  meaning.  Gilbert  had  heard  his 
father's  words  to  Arnold,  and  heartily  congratulated  his 
brother,  having  already  shown  his  satisfaction  at  Ursula's 
cordial  welcome  by  the  family.  His  own  future  began  also 
to  shape  itself  more  distinctly.  When  Arnold  should  become 
master,  he  himself  would  be  his  father's  journeyman,  and 
when  he  had  served  his  time,  he  also  could  enter  the  guild, 
and  then,  —  then,  finally,  he  could  ask  Hildegund  the  ques- 
tion whether  she  were  willing  to  be  the  wife  of  an  honorable 
master  cooper.  Ah  !  he  trembled  already  in  advance  at  the 
thought  of  asking  for  the  hand  of  the  wealthy  Viskule's 
daughter. 

Their  mutual  love  still  blossomed  secretly,  not  finding 
open  expression.  Even  the  beautiful  morning  hours  on  the 
heath  had  not  been  recalled  in  words.  They  were  happy  if 
they  could  only  see  each  other,  but  Hildegund  still  waited  in 
vain  for  the  looked-for  avowal  from  her  lover.  Once,  when 
alone  together,  he  kissed  her  fervently,  yet  said  nothing  more 
than,  "  Dear,  dear  Hildegund  !  "  and  before  she  could  speak, 
Baldwin  interrupted  them. 

During  this  time,  Mistress  Johanna  had  eyes  only  for  her 
husband.  She  would  try  to  read  his  face  when  he  returned 
from  the  Town  House,  to  discover  if  he  were  satisfied  with 
his  day's  work,  and  gladly  she  smoothed  his  path  with  loving 
words.  She  was  his  trusty  counsellor,  to  whom  he  unbur- 
dened his  heart,  receiving  from  her  wise  advice,  comfort,  and 
approval ;  she  was  to  him  as  a  second  conscience,  and  often, 
after  seeing  himself  through  her  clear-sighted  judgment,  he 
was  enabled  to  return  to  his  weighty  responsibilities  with 
new  courage. 

On  the  day  of  the  expected  arrival  of  the  duke,  he  betook 
himself  earlier  than  usual  to  the  Town  House. 

The  warder  of  the  tower  soon  appeared,  and  announced 
the  near  approach  of  the  ducal  retinue. 

"  How  large  a  following  hath  he?"  asked  the  master. 

"  There  are  thirty  riders  in  all,"  was  the  answer. 

"  Thirty  riders,"  repeated  the  master  ;  u  and  we  must  pro- 
vide food  and  shelter  for  them  and  their  horses.  Are  they 
already  near?" 

u  They  must  now  be  about  three  bow-shots  from  the  town, 
for  they  ride  fast." 
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Thereupon  Master  Gottlmrd  ordered  the  Town  House 
bells  rung,  the  signal  which  had  been  agreed  upon  in  case 
the  duke  were  not  marching  against  them  with  armed  troops. 

Twelve  gentlemen  and  three  guild  masters  met  the  duke 
at  the  salt-gate,  and  escorted  him  to  the  ducal  residence 
near  the  cattle  market,  while  the  masters  of  the  remaining 
guilds  saluted  him  as  he  rode  through  the  street  with  his 
train,  all  the  bells  being  rung  in  his  honor. 

The  guild  masters  then  assembled  at  the  ducal  mansion, 
to  conduct  their  princely  visitor  to  the  Town  House,  where 
Gotthard  Henneberg  was  to  receive  him.  He  had  not 
announced  his  coming,  and  was  therefore  forced  to  conclude, 
after  this  reception,  that  the  town  had  been  notified  of  it  in 
advance  ;  therefore  he  must  have  been  watched,  and  in  this 
inference  he  was  not  altogether  mistaken.  He  did  not  ask, 
however,  how  the  citizens  had  learnt  of  his  movements,  and 
instead  of  being  pleased  with  his  reception,  suspecting  he 
had  been  spied  upon  in  his  palace  at  Celle,  he  became  in 
his  own  mind  more  inimical  than  ever  to  the  good  city  of 
Liineburg.  He  rode  morosely  through  the  crowd,  scarcely 
acknowledging  the  salutations  of  the  people,  and  declared 
ungraciously  that  he  wished  to  confer  immediately  with  the 
ruler  of  the  city. 

In  the  great  hall  the  council  had  assembled,  having  filled 
its  vacancies  in  preparation  for  its  re-establishment.  Besides 
the  vacancy  in  the  office  of  first  burgomaster  were  those  of  the 
second  burgomaster,  Albert  von  de  Molen,  and  the  council- 
It  rs  Garlop,  Stoterogge,  and  Dusterhop,  and  these  places 
were  to  be  filled  by  members  of  the  families  of  Sankenstede, 
Tzarstede,  Von  Odeme,  and  Vintlo.  In  the  midst  of  the 
hall  stood  a  great  table,  upon  which  lay  the  deeds  and 
records,  with  great  seals  attached  to  them. 

There  had  been  some  difference  of  opinion  as  to  whether 
it  were  wise,  after  all,  to  be  reinstated  by  the  duke,  as  if  the 
legality  of  their  government  depended  upon  it. 

But  they  reflected  that  the  duke  was  bound  by  oath  to 
defend  their  ancient  prerogatives,  and  they  concluded  that 
their  reinstatement  by  him  was  the  best  way  at  once  to  pub- 
lish abroad  their  return  to  power,  and  to  impress  him  with  a 
sense  of  it. 

Among  the  councillors,  some  were  of  the  opinion  that  the 
first  burgomaster  —  yet  to  be  chosen —  or  the  eldest  coun- 
cillor, and  not  the  salt  master,  should  treat  with  the  duke. 


358  THE  SALT  MASTER    OF  LUNEBURG. 

But  Heinrich  Viskule  opposed  this  arrangement,  and  pointed 
out  that  until  the  establishment  of  a  new  council  the  sole 
power  belonged  to  the  salt  master,  and  that  he  alone  was  the 
proper  representative  of  the  town. 

Ludolf  Tobing  agreed  with  him  cordially,  and  remarked, 
"  The  cooper  had  best  manage  this  affair ;  and  not  one  of  }Te 
can  say  to  the  duke  what  must  be  said  to  him,  as  clearly 
and  decidedly  and  in  such  a  downright  fashion  as  the  salt 
master.  I  think  I  could  do  it,  but  not  as  well  as  he." 

They  therefore  agreed  to  leave  all  to  Henneberg,  but  anti- 
cipated with  solicitude  the  issue  of  the  contest  between  him 
and  the  duke,  of  whose  ill  humor  they  had  been  already 
informed. 

The  duke  finally  arrived.  At  the  entrance  of  the  Town 
House  stood  the  cellarer,  holding  out  a  tall  silver  flagon  filled 
with  wine,  which  Gotthard  Henneberg  presented  to  the  duke 
in  token  of  welcome,  with  a  respectful  greeting.  Then  he 
ascended  tho  steps  by  Gotthnrd's  side,  followed  by  the  twelve 
gentlemen  and  all  the  guild  masters,  entered  the  hall,  return- 
ing the  councillors'  salutations  very  briefly,  and  took  the 
elevated  seat  prepared  for  him,  while  Henneberg  and  the 
guild  masters  placed  themselves  opposite,  beside  the  council. 
Farther  back  stood  the  town  clerk  with  the  cellar  master  and 
all  the  officials  and  servants  of  the  government. 

Duke  Frederick,  a  sturdy  knight,  with  stern  features  and 
grizzled  hair,  threw  a  severe  glance  over  the  assembly,  and 
asked,  in  a  haughty  tone,  "  Who  among  you  is  commissioned 
to  treat  with  me  in  the  name  of  the  city  ?  " 

Gotthard  slowly  advanced  a  step  or  two,  and  calmly 
replied,  "It  is  I,  august  duke!  The  master  cooper,  Gott- 
hard Henneberg." 

' '  Ah !  so  thou  art  Gotthard  Henneberg  ?  I  had  not 
recognized  thee,  salt  master,"  said  the  duke,  sarcastically. 
"And  thou  art  ruling  now  in  Luneburg,  in  the  place  of  the 
honorable  council;  and  therefore  to-day  I  must  treat  with 
thee  only." 

"Thou  art  right,  noble  duke;  with  me,"  Gotthard  an 
swered,  shortly  and  decisively. 

"  Thou  hast  written  me  an  epistle,"  continued  the  duke, 
contemptuously,  "wherein  thou  refusest  to  yield  to  me  the 
right  of  criminal  jurisdiction  in  Luneburg.  Howdarest  thou 
write  thus  ?  Dost  thou  believe  for  a  moment  that  I  will  heed 
thy  refusal?" 
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"  Truly,  we  did  believe  it,  noble  lord,"  answered  Gott- 
hard. "  The  conventions  made  with  thee  are  utterly  invalid, 
for  those  who  parleyed  with  thee  had  no  authority  to  do  so, 
and  must  pay  the  penalty  for  their  treason." 

"  No  authority  to  do  so?  Because  thou  didst  not  approve, 
forsooth.  It  was  the  city's  elected  burgomaster  with  whom 
I  have  had  to  do." 

u  Nay,"  retorted  Master  Gotthard,  indignantly,  "  a  rebel, 
who  expelled  the  rightful  council  b}'  force,  and  betrayed  and 
robbed  the  town." 

"  Ye  were  forced  to  depose  the  council  and  choose  a  new 
one ;  otherwise  the  dean  of  the  cathedral,  in  the  name  of  the 
Holy  Father,  had  placed  the  ban  upon  ye.  Have  ye  forgotten 
that  already?" 

"Forced,  august  duke?"  repeated  Master  Gotthard. 
"  We  can  not  rightfully  be  forced  to  do  anything  that  inter- 
fereth  with  our  liberty  ;  no  pope,  no  cathedral  dean,  no  prince 
of  the  empire,  is  justified  in  meddling  with  the  government 
of  our  town." 

"  And  thou  sayest  this  defiantly  to  me,  thy  liege  lord?  " 

u  Yea  !  and  if  the  Emperor  sat  in  thy  place,  I  would  say 
the  same  to  him.  We  were  unrighteously  circumvented  by 
our  foes,  with  the  countenance  of  princes  and  knights,  who 
have  ever  threatened  our  city,  as  the  hawk  doth  the  par- 
tridge." 

Audible  acquiescence  on  the  part  of  the  councillors  and 
guild  masters  followed  these  words,  while  the  knights  and 
courtiers  who  surrounded  the  duke  exhibited  their  indigna- 
tion at  the  cooper's  boldness. 

"And  ye  would  break  the  treaty  made  by  me  and  your 
burgomaster?"  asked  the  duke,  sharply,  taking  no  notice  of 
the  salt  master's  significant  simile. 

"It  is  not  worth  the  parchment  it  is  written  upon,"  said 
Master  Gotthard. 

u  Listen  ! "  cried  the  prince,  threateningly.  "  Think  not  ye 
can  tamper  with  me.  I  demand  the  right  of  criminal  juris- 
diction over  the  city  of  Luneburg  ;  this  is  an  absolute  demand, 
which  I  refuse  to  withdraw." 

"  We  do  not  barter  our  rights." 

"  Ye  may  thank  me  if  I  do  not  require  more." 

"  What  one  already  possesseth,  august  duke,  one  does  not 
accept  as  a  gift." 

The  duke  ground  his  teeth  with  wrath.     But  Henneberg 
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approached  the  table,  and  said,  "  Here  we  have  everything 
in  black  and  white  ;  all  the  rights  with  which  we  have  been 
invested,  so  that  none  shall  be  lost  through  ignorance  or  for- 
getfulness,  through  the  death  of  some,  the  indifference  of 
others.  Here,  noble  lord,"  he  continued,  in  a  loud  voice,  lay- 
ing his  hand  heavily  upon  the  parchments,  and  looking 
straight  into  the  duke's  eye,  "  here  are  the  sealed  records  of 
our  rights  and  liberties  ;  this  is  the  document  written  by  our 
liege  lords,  Dukes  Bernhard  and  Heinrich  of  blessed  memory, 
in  the  year  1392,  which  clearly  defineth  our  rights.  We  would 
not  add  a  finger's  breadth  to  it,  neither  will  we  give  up  a 
finger's  breadth  of  it,  and  the  power  of  criminal  jurisdiction, 
noble  duke,  thou  canst  never  have  from  us." 

"  What  your  liege  lord  has  bestowed  upon  ye,  he  can  also 
resume,"  answered  the  duke,  scarcely  able  to  restrain  his 
anger. 

"If  he  does  not  hesitate  to  perjure  himself,  and  if  we 
suffer  him  to  take  back  what  he  has  granted,"  rejoined  Master 
Gotthard,  defiantly. 

The  duke  sprang  from  his  seat  and  struck  the  floor  furi- 
ously with  his  sword,  and  his  knights  appeared  equally  ex- 
cited. But  the  master  continued  calmly,  "  Here,  before  thee, 
august  prince,  stand  the  heads  of  our  community,  and  they 
all  feel  as  I  do;  we  are  all  united.  Are  we  not?"  he 
inquired,  looking  around. 

14  All !  all !  "  they  cried,  enthusiastically.  "  We  will  yield 
nothing.  We  will  rule  ourselves!"  And  Tobing's  deep 
voice  resounded  through  the  hall,  u  Thou  art  in  the  right,  salt 
master !  " 

u  Who  speaketh  without  being  questioned,  in  the  presence 
of  the  duke  ?  "  he  stormed. 

A  refractory  murmur  answered  him.  He  strode  backward 
and  forward,  and  then  facing  Gotthard,  with  folded  arms,  he 
said,  "And  if  I  complain  of  you  to  the  Emperor?" 

A  smile  stole  over  Master  Gotthard's  face,  as  he  replied, 
with  sarcastic  politeness,  "  August  duke !  His  Imperial 
Majesty  in  Vienna  is  far  kindlier  disposed  toward  our  good 
city  than  thou  art.  He  hath  even  spared  us  the  threatened 
proscription,  when  all  others  left  us  in  the  lurch.  Wouldst 
thou  know  why,  noble  lord?  " 

The  duke  raised  his  head,  and  listened  attentively. 

Master  Gotthard  continued,  slowly  and  distinctly,  "  Be- 
cause Emperor  Frederick  wishes  and  hopes  that  Liineburg 
may  become  a  free  city." 
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The  duke  started,  dropped  his  arms,  and  looked  threaten- 
ingly, first  at  the  speaker  and  then  at  the  councillors.  But 
he  saw  no  anxious  faces,  only  cheerful  ones,  and  whispers 
of  satisfaction  ran  round  the  circle  of  Luneburgers. 

"  And  ye?"  asked  the  duke,  after  a  stern  silence. 

"We,  noble  lord?"  repeated  Master  Gotthard,  —  "we 
are  contented  with  what  we  are  and  what  we  have,  and 
remain  the  loyal  city  of  our  august  liege  lord,  the  Duke  of 
Brunswick  and  Liiueburg,  if  he  will  lend  a  favorable  ear  to 
our  requests." 

"  What  do  you  desire?" 

"  The  solemn  confirmation  of  our  old  prerogatives  ;  noth- 
ing else.  And  if  thou  wouldst  do  more,  thou  canst  reinstate 
the  council,  as  they  are  all  assembled  here." 

The  duke  beckoned  to  his  chancellor  whom  he  had  brought 
with  him,  and  held  a  short  interview  with  him  aside. 

One  could  see  that  the  chancellor  sought  to  influence  his 
master,  whose  attitude  of  resistance  was  gradually  overcome, 
till  at  last  he  controlled  himself  sufficiently  to  listen.  Finally, 
turning  again  to  the  assembly,  he  said,  "  If  I  graciously 
vouchsafe  to  grant  your  petitions,  will  ve  swear  iidelity  to 
me?" 

Master  Gotthard  looked  queslioningly  upon  his  fellow- 
citizens,  who  exclaimed,  unanimously,  "-Yea,  we  will !  " 

"  Come  hither,  then,  burgomaster  and  council  of  Lime- 
burg,  and  take  your  oaths  of  loyalty  !  " 

Then  lleinrich  Viskule  advanced,  and  said,  "  Permit  me 
to  speak,  august  prince.  The  council  is  not  complete  yet. 
There  must  be  fourteen  councillors,  from  whom  we  choose 
two  as  burgomasters.  There  are  here  but  thirteen  of  us  ;  one 
councillor  is  lacking." 

"  Where  is  he?"  asked  the  duke. 

Viskule  stepped  up  to  Gotthard  Henneberg,  and  la}'ing  a 
hand  upon  his  shoulder,  said,  "  Here  is  the  man  !  " 

The  duke  was  taken  by  surprise.  "  Ha  !  he  !  one  of  the 
rabble  of  salt  aristocrats  !  "  he  muttered  to  himself. 

But  Viskule  said  to  the  astonished  salt  master,  "  Gotthard, 
we  have  unanimously  chosen  thee  as  councillor  for  life,  for 
no  one  in  the  city  has  deserved  it  better  !  I  know  thou  hast 
no  ground  for  further  refusal,  and  here,  in  the  presence  of  our 
gracious  duke  and  the  representatives  of  the  city,  I  say 
once  more  to  thee,  join  the  council !  " 

Gotthard  looked  at  the  councillors  and  guild  masters.    They 
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nodded  to  him  in  friendly  confirmation,  and  he  answered, 
firmly,  "  Then,  in  God's  name,  yea,  if  ye  will  have  it  so  ;  no 
matter  whether  I  regret  it  or  not !  '' 

Then  arose  a  lively  movement  among  the  burghers,  coun- 
cillors, and  guild  masters,  who,  without  regard  to  the  presence 
of  the  duke,  surrounded  Gotthard  Henneberg,  thanked  him, 
and  greeted  him  as  councillor  with  many  hearty  hand-shakes. 
He  was  almost  overwhelmed  by  their  demonstrations. 

The  duke  had  resumed  his  seat  and  looked  upon  this  sceue 
with  infinite  annoyance,  exclaiming,  impatiently,  "Are  ye 
ready  now  ?  Your  fourteenth  councillor  appears  to  have  a 
head  as  hard  as  oak,  and  a  tongue  as  sharp  as  your  Ltine- 
burg  salt !  Ye  had  best  beware  of  him  !  " 

"  *Oak  maketh  the  cooper  proud,'  is  an  old  saying  of  my 
craft,"  said  the  new  councillor. 

"  Permit  us,  gracious  lord,  to  withdraw  for  a  little,  ac- 
cording to  our  custom,  to  choose  our  burgomasters,"  re- 
marked Heinrich  Viskule. 

The  duke  assented,  and  the  fourteen  councillors  withdrew. 

They  went  into  the  burgomasters'  election  chamber,  the 
most  noteworthy  room  in  the  huge  building.  A  narrow,  dark 
stairway  led  up  to  it.  It  was  rather  small,  and  wainscoted 
from  floor  to  ceiling,  the  latter  being  painted,  and  it  had  a 
large  brick  chimney-place.  Opposite  was  a  broad  settle, 
covered  with  a  beautifully  stamped  leather  cushion,  and 
before  it  stood  a  heavy  oaken  table  and  arm-chairs.  One 
whole  side  of  the  room  was  filled  by  a  large  oriel-window  of 
painted  glass,  so  that  the  interior  was  irradiated  with  softly 
colored  light.  In  this  comfortable  chamber  the  council  was 
wont  to  choose  its  burgomasters. 

Nickolaus  Stokets  had  meanwhile  brought  out  a  beautiful 
crystal  reliquary,  supported  by  figures  of  kneeling  angels, 
upon  which  the  burghers  laid  their  hands  when  taking  the 
oath  of  office. 

Ambrosius  von  der  Rhyne,  on  his  part,  took  from  a  press 
four  deep  silver  bowls,  and  filled  them  with  the  best  wine  in 
the  cellars. 

In  the  mean  time  the  guild  masters  withdrew  by  them- 
selves, leaving  the  duke  to  converse  with  his  attendants,  and, 
dividing  into  small  groups,  talked  over  the  successful  issue 
of  the  negotiation.  All  united  in  praising  Gotthard's  wisdom 
and  skill,  and  laughing  at  his  antagonist,  who  had  gained 
nothing,  and  yet  was  after  all  to  reinstate  the  council  and 
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confirm  its  prerogatives,  being  obliged  to  resign  his  claim  to 
criminal  jurisdiction  lest  Luneburg  should  become  a  froe 
city,  albeit  his  power  over  the  town  was  already  much 
weakened. 

They  made  merry  over  all  this,  at  the  expense  of  the 
duke,  and  Schnewerding  said,  li  And  the  best  of  it  all  is, 
brothers,  that  we  now  have  a  master  artisan  in  the  council." 

u  Yea,"  replied  Schuttenhelm  ;  "  I  would  that  I  could  go 
np  into  the  tower  and  proclaim  it  to  the  town  :  the  salt  master 
is  councillor ! " 

"  If  I  dared,"  said  Peter  Flachs,  "  I  would  now  run  to  his 
good  wife,  and  tell  her  the  news." 

"  Nay,  he  mnst  tell  her  himself,"  interposed  Hans  Laffert ; 
"  but  I  would  fain  be  by." 

"I  should  not  wonder,"  remarked  Ryssupp,  the  rope- 
maker,  "  if  they  made  him  burgomaster." 

44  That  is  not  possible,"  answered  the  harness  maker, 
Master  Komrath  ;  "he  must  first  be  in  office  three  years." 

"P>very  word  which  he  uttered  to  the  duke  was  like  a 
blow,"  said  Hartnacke,  the  founder. 

1 ' l  And  if  the  Emperor  sat  in  thy  place  ! '  How  proud 
that  sounded,"  added  Mockeling. 

"  And  did  ye  notice  how  the  duke  started,  when  Henneberg 
brought  forth  his  threat  about  the  free  city  ?  " 

"Surely  we  all  saw  it,"  laughed  Sachtleben,  the  hatter. 

u  Hush  !  "  said  Timpe,  the  candle  maker  ;  "  they  are  com- 
ing." 

The  councillors,  with  Viskule  as  first,  and  Dassel  as  sec- 
ond burgomaster  at  their  head,  now  entered  the  room,  and 
the  former  informed  the  duke  and  all  present  of  the  result 
of  their  choice. 

The  new  burgomaster,  Viskule,  approached  the  table,  laid 
his  hand  on  the  crystal  reliquary,  and  swore  fealty  to  the 
duke,  in  the  name  of  the  city.  All  present  repeated  the  oath 
after  liim,  with  upraised  hands. 

Thereupon  Duke  Frederick,  on  his  part,  swore  a  solemn 
oath,  for  himself  and  his  successors,  for  all  future  time,  to 
defend  the  city  of  Liiueburg,  and  her  libert}',  honors,  and 
prerogatives,  according  to  her  ancient  charters  and  records. 
Then  he  extended  his  hand  to  Master  Viskule,  and  said,  — 

u  And  I  now  reinstate  }7ou,  burgomaster,  and  ye,  council- 
lors of  Luneburg,  in  all  your  dignities,  rights,  and  privileges, 
for  the  perpetual  welfare  of  this  good  town." 
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"And  God  Almighty  give  us  peace  in  our  day!"  added 
Heinrich  Viskule,  in  a  loud  voice. 

Ambrosius  von  der  Rhyne  now  presented  the  first  silver 
bowl  to  the  duke,  who,  after  he  had  drunk,  handed  it  to  the 
burgomasters,  whereupon  it  was  passed  about  among  the 
councillors.  The  other  bowls  served  for  the  members  of  the 
duke's  retinue,  the  gentlemen,  and  guild  masters.  All  drank 
to  the  continuance  of  the  new  bonds  of  peace  and  friendship, 
and  the  city  of  Liineburg  had  again  its  lawful  government  of 
burgomasters  and  council. 

In  the  great  Town  House  kitchen,  roasts  were  being  pre- 
pared for  the  duke's  mid-day  meal,  at  the  cost  of  the  city,  for 
no  cooking  was  done  in  the  ducal  mansion.  One  of  the  fore- 
fathers of  the  duke  had  been  allowed  to  build  himself  a 
princely  dwelling  in  the  city,  but  he  was  forbidden  to  have  a 
kitchen  in  it ;  instead  of  which,  the  town  agreed  to  provide 
him  daily  with  needful  dishes,  and  four  stoups  of  beer. 
They  would  not  make  their  feudal  chief's  sojourn  in  Liineburg 
too  agreeable,  for  fear  he  might  stay  too  long. 

Duke  Frederick  still  endeavored  to  obtain  Dalenborg's  and 
Schupper's  pardon  from  the  council,  but  they  plainly  but 
courteously  refused,  informing  him  that  the  trial  was  to  take 
place  forthwith.  Thereupon  he  declared,  as  Gotthard  Hen- 
neberg  had  conjectured,  that  he  would  not  tarry  for  the 
sentence,  but  would  depart  on  the  following  morning. 

Although  Master  Schuttenhelm  had  not  proclaimed  the 
news  from  the  Town  House,  it  was  known  directly  all  over 
the  city  that  the  salt  master  had  become  councillor.  The  joy 
was  so  universal  that  the  few  envious  ones,  who  begrudged 
him  his  honors,  were  promptly  silenced.  Among  the  old 
families  the  event  was  not  universally  regarded  with  favor, 
and  there  were  those  who  expressed  the  opinion  that  this  was 
the  beginning  of  the  end,  and  that  it  would  not  be  long 
before  more  tailors  and  shoemakers  than  gentlemen  would  be 
found  in  the  council.  But  most  of  them  recognized  the 
worth  of  the  man,  whose  wife,  moreover,  came  from  their 
own  class,  and  they  believed  that  his  influence  upon  the 
guilds  would  be  extremely  useful  to  the  council,  and  secure  it 
a  faithful  following.  As  for  the  artisans,  they  built  extrava- 
gant hopes  upon  the  choice  of  one  of  themselves,  and  were 
convinced  that  a  new  era  was  about  to  dawn. 

After  the  successful  treaty  with  the  duke,  the  new  burgo- 
masters and  councillors  went  their  different  ways,  and 
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Heinrich  Viskule  accompanied  Gotthard  to  his  home.  In 
the  dwelling-room  they  found  Mistress  Johanna  and  Ilsabe, 
and  Baldwin  was  with  them.  The  sons,  who  were  working 
in  the  hall,  were  called  in,  and  Heinrich  Viskule  said,  "  Give 
ear,  children,  to  what  I  have  to  say  to  you.  I  am  now  your 
first  burgomaster,  and  your  father,  here,  is  councillor  of 
Luneburg !  " 

Great  rejoicings  followed  this  announcement,  and  the  two 
councillors-  were  so  overpowered  with  caresses  and  congratu- 
lations that  they  did  not  observe  a  certain  suppressed  agita- 
tion on  the  part  of  Johanna,  Ilsabe,  and  Baldwin. 

"  This  evening  ye  must  all  come  to  me  ;  thy  Ursula,  also, 
Arnold,  and  we  will  celebrate  this  day  together,"  continued 
Viskule. 

Johanna  looked  at  Baldwin  with  a  peculiar  smile,  and  said, 
"  Baldwin,  shall  /say  it,  or  wilt  thou  say  it  thyself?  " 

Ilsabe  blushed,  and  was  about  to  run  out  of  the  room,  but 
her  mother  cried  out,  "•  Stay  !  thou  must  remain  here." 

Then  Baldwin  took  Ilsabe's  hand  in  his,  led  her  to  her 
father,  and  said,  4t  Master  Councillor,  pray  give  us  thy 
blessing.  We  love  one  another,  and  I  beg  of  thee  to  give 
me  thy  Ilsabe." 

"  Well,  well!"  exclaimed  Gotthard;  "  has  it  come  to 
this?  "  and  he  threw  his  strong  arms  about  the  two,  saying, 
as  he  embraced  them,  u  There,  take  one  another,  and  may  the 
Lord  bless  you  both,  as  I  do  !  " 

"  Father,"  said  Baldwin  4o  the  burgomaster,  "  wilt  thou 
love  Ilsabe  as  a  daughter  ?  " 

"  Boy  !  "  Viskule  cried,  "  that  is  the  stupidest  question  I 
have  heard  thee  ask  for  a  long  time.  I  would  have  dis- 
inherited thee  if  thou  hadst  brought  me  any  other."  And 
he  drew  Ilsabe  to  his  breast,  and  would  hardly  let  her  go, 
and  joy  and  thankfulness  reigned  in  the  cooper's  dwelling, 
filling  all  hearts  and  brightening  all  eyes. 

"  But,"  remarked  Gotthard,  "  since  when  hath  it  been  the 
custom  to  sue  the  mother  rather  than  the  father,  for  the 
daughter's  hand?" 

"  When  I  came  into  the  room,"  answered  Johanna,  "  I 
came  upon  the  two  here.  Ilsabe  would  have  run  away,  but 
Baldwin  held  her  fast,  and  cried  out  to  me,  '  Mother,  I  have 
plighted  my  troth  to  Ilsabe,  and  she  is  willing  to  be  my  wife. 
Art  thou  willing  also ?  '  What  could  I  say  to  that? " 

"  Say  nay,"  laughed  the  master.    "  Have  I  not  ruled  a 
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whole  city?  and  here  in  ray  own  house  they  do  as  they  please 
behind  my  back.  That  is  against  all  the  rules  and  customs 
of  the  craft." 

"  Is  love  a  craft,  father?  "  asked  Ilsabe,  joyfully  ;  "if*  it 
be,  I  learnt  it  by  myself." 

"  Baldwin,  beware  that  thou  remainest  master,"  warned 
Gotthard,  pointing  to  his  happy  daughter. 

"  I  will  strive  to  do  so,  Master  Councillor,"  laughed  Bald- 
win. 

Gilbert  thought  of  Ms  Hildegnnd,  and  wished  that  time 
might  fly  ten  times  faster ;  meanwhile  on  Baldwin's  finger 
glittered  the  beautiful  ring  of  good  Hans  Laffert. 
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CHAPTER   XL. 

<;  Two  swords  hath  God  placed  on  this  earth  to  defend 
Christendom ;  to  the  pope  is  given  the  spiritual,  to  the 
Emperor  the  temporal."  So  begins  the  codex  of  the  ancient 
Saxons,  the  oldest  German  law-book,  which  was  written  by 
the  Knight  of  Anhalt,  Eike  von  Repkow,  in  the  early  part  of 
the  thirteenth  century,  i-i  the  Castle  of  Falkenstein,  in  the 
Hartz  forest. 

This  code  of  laws  obtained  throughout  Germany,  and 
beyond  its  borders  to  the  Netherlands,  even  as  far  as  Poland, 
and  in  Thuringia,  Anhalt,  Holstein,  and  in  other  German 
provinces,  as  also  in  Luneburg,  and  held  its  authority  for  six 
hundred  and  fifty  years. 

The  city  of  Luneburg  possessed  a  costly  copy  of  this  book 
on  parchment.  It  was  a  mighty  folio,  with  heavy  silver 
clasps ;  its  uniform,  large  text  was  an  example  of  the  most 
perfect  mediaeval  hand-work.  But  the  glory  of  the  book 
consisted  in  the  curious  art  of  the  illuminator,  which  exhibited 
perfect  taste,  a  nice  sense  of  color,  and  an  inexhaustible 
fancy.  No  two  leaves  were  alike,  though  all  were  embel- 
lished with  equal  care  and  beauty,  especially  the  borders, 
and  the  initial  letters  covered  half  the  page  with  their  flowers 
and  foliage.  There  were  also  many  pictures,  representing  his- 
toric and  legendary  scenes.  This  great  book  lay  open  on  the 
table  in  the  Judgment  Hall  in  the  Luneburg  Town  House,  and 
behind  it,  upon  a  high  chair,  sat  the  magistrate,  Master 
Georgius  von  Clebek,  with  the  temporal  sword,  in  order  to 
administer  justice  according  to  the  old  codex.  It  was  open 
at  the  fourteenth  chapter  of  the  second  book,  where  these 
words  stood  written  :  — 

"  All  murderers,  and  all  robbers  of  granges,  mills,  churches 
and  church-yards,  traitors,  incendiaries,  or  their  accomplices, 
shall  be  broken  on  the  wheel." 

Upon  a  bench  to  the  right  of  the  magistrate,  yet  somewhat 
apart,  sat  the  judges,  and  upon  the  other  side  the  councillors  ; 
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that  is,  all  of  them  who  were  not  to  be  summoned  as  wit- 
nesses. There  were  many  of  the  latter,  among  them  Hein- 
richViskule,  Nickolaus  Stokets,GotthardHennebcrg\  with  his 
sons  and  Jacob,  Dippold,  Stephen  Bartels,  and  other  master 
artisans.  There  were  also  present  a  number  of  gentlemen, 
and  the  rest  of  the  guild  masters,  in  all  over  a  hundred  per- 
sons, who  earnestly  awaited  the  beginning  of  the  trial. 

In  the  great  hall  the  clear  morning  sun  shone  through  the 
painted  windows,  on  which  were  coat-of-arms,  and  life-size 
figures  of  knights,  heroes,  and  saints,  throwing  rays  of  col- 
ored light  upon  the  tessellated  pavement.  The  walls  and 
vaulted  ceiling  were  also  richly  painted,  so  that  the  eye  was 
never  tired  of  gazing  at  them. 

It  was  in  this  magnificent  room  that  the  court  of  justice 
was  held. 

The  hour  had  arrived  for  the  trial ;  it  was  now  broad  day. 
The  magistrate's  chair  and  judges'  bench  were  occupied,  and 
all  the  by-star  ders  were  eagerly  attentive. 

The  magistrate  covered  his  head  ;  unsheathed  his  sword 
with  his  gloved  right  hand,  and  laid  it  across  the  open  book. 
Then  he  commanded  silence,  and  forbade  any  to  leave  the 
court. 

Upon  a  sign  from  him,  the  officers  led  in  the  prisoners,  who 
had  been  brought  thither  by  a  mounted  guard,  and  the  othei 
accused  namely,  Daleuborg,  Schupper,  Niebuhr,  and  the 
jailer  of  the  new  tower  entered,  pale  and  apprehensive. 
Feeling  that  all  eyes  were  fastened  upon  them,  they  hardly 
dared  raise  their  own  to  cast  a  fearful  glance  at  the  magis- 
trate and  judges.  After  them  appeared  the  five  salt  masters 
and  five  guild  masters  who  had  sat  in  the  council  und'er  Da- 
lenborg,  Rokswale,  Dorgerloh,  Regenstorp,  Hesterwegen,  and 
Vogelsang.  These  ten  seemed  calm  and  fearless,  for  they 
were  conscious  of  no  other  guilt  than  that  of  allowing  them- 
selves to  be  thrust  aside  by  Dalenborg  and  his  accomplices, 
instead  of  insisting  upon  taking  part  in  the  government.  At 
the  same  time  they  could  not  fail  to  feel  ashamed  when  they 
appeared  as  culprits  before  the  councillors  whom  they  had 
deposed,  and  their  guild  brothers  by  whom  they  had  been 
deposed  in  turn.  Timmo  brought  up  the  rear,  being  obliged 
to  defend  himself  against  the  charge  of  having  assisted  Sengs- 
take  in  his  flight.  He  appeared  unconcerned,  and  looked 
about  him  with  curiosity. 

The  magistrate  administered  the  oath  to  the  witnesses,  and 
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they  swore  before  God  and  all  the  saints  to  speak  the  truth, 
and  let  neither  love  nor  hate,  malice  nor  favor,  affect  their 
testimony,  and  that  they  were  in  no  wise  related  to  the 
prisoners. 

Then  were  proclaimed  the  various  charges  of  murder,  trea 
son  against  the  city,  neglect  of  the  guilds,  and  lending  assist- 
ance to  a  fugitive. 

The  chief  criminals  sought  to  shift  as  much  guilt  as  possi- 
ble upon  Sengstake,  who  had  escaped  from  earthly  justice, 
and  now  stood  before  a  higher  tribunal;  but  it  was  in  vain, 
their  crimes  were  clearly  proved. 

The  starvation  of  the  unhappy  Springintgut  had  been 
agreed  upon  by  Dalenborg,  Schupper,  and  Sengstake  ;  and 
the  turnkey  had  carried  out  the  cruel  order,  thereby  becoming 
himself  equally  guilty.  Stephen  Bartels  and  the  other  mas- 
ter masons  testified  that  they  had  found  the  dead  body  in  the 
prison,  and  also  to  what  the  turnkey  himself  had  confessed. 

Gotthard  Henneberg  now  related  how  he  had  been  decoyed 
into  the  Blue  Tower,  and  there  treacherously  set  upon,  and 
how  he,  with  the  aid  of  his  sons,  Jacob,  and  Dippold,  had 
overpowered  and  imprisoned  Dalenborg,  which  was  all  proved 
by  testimony. 

The  written  copies  of  the  treaties,  by  means  of  which 
Dalenborg  and  Schupper  sought  to  barter  the  rights  and  privi- 
leges of  the  city,  and  to  enrich  themselves,  lay  open  before 
their  eyes  upon  the  table.  Niebuhr's  participation  had  been 
but  small,  but  still  he  could  not  altogether  clear  himself. 

The  ten  salt  masters  and  guild  masters  had  known  nothing 
of  all  these  shameful  deeds,  but  they  were  obliged  to  vindi- 
cate themselves  as  former  councillors,  and  they  had  the  morti- 
fication of  acknowledging  that  they  had  been  facile  tools  in 
the  hands  of  their  temporary  rulers.  The  charge  against 
Timmo  was  not  pressed,  as  Sengstake's  flight  was  not  success- 
ful, and  because  Timmo  had  honorabl}'  returned  the  stolen 
silver,  and  had  informed  them  of  the  coming  of  the  duke. 

The  trial  was  now  ended,  and  the  magistrate,  turning  to 
the  bench  and  addressing  the  justices,  said,  "  Ye  will  now 
give  the  verdict,  according  to  your  judgment.  Should  it  be 
given  in  error,  ye  shall  not  suffer.  Judges  of  the  bench,  I 
ask  for  your  verdict !  "  After  a  whispered  consultation,  the 
judges  pronounced  the  prisoners  guilt}7  upon  all  the  counts. 
Thereupon  the  magistrate  arose,  uncovered  his  head,  and 
solemnly  pronounced  sentence. 
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Dalenborg,  Schupper,  and  the  turnkey  must  be  broken 
upon  the  wheel.  Niebuhr's  property  must  be  confiscated, 
and  he  banished  for  life  from  the  city  and  dukedom  of  Liine- 
burg.  The  ten  ex-councillors  were  each  sentenced  to  pay  a 
fine  to  the  city,  and  declared  to  be  free.  The  three  con- 
demned criminals  were  led  back  to  prison. 

The  five  guild  masters  having  learned  that  it  was  princi- 
pally Henneberg  who  had  discovered  and  exposed  the  frauds 
practised  against  the  town,  while  at  the  same  time  defending 
them,  came  to  him  to  express  their  gratitude,  after  the  trial. 
But  he  was  strangely  preoccupied,  and  seemed  scarcely  to 
hear  what  was  said  to  him. 

And  now  Master  Georgius  von  Clebek,  before  the  court  rose, 
asked  the  customary  question,  saying,  "A  court  of  justice 
has  been  held,  charges  have  been  brought,  a  verdict  found, 
sentence  pronounced.  I  now  ask,  '  Doth  any  man  wish  to 
bring  before  the  court  an}'  other  charge  or  demand  ?  ' 

" 1  ask  for  the  second  time. 

"  I  ask  for  the  third  time." 

There  was  perfect  silence  in  the  court-room.  The  magis- 
trate laid  his  hand  upon  the  sword,  in  order  to  remove  it  from 
the  open  law-book,  and  restore  it  to  its  sheath. 

Gotthard  Henneberg  had  distinctly  heard  the  summons,  but 
lie  did  not  stir.  With  eyes  fixed  upon  the  book,  he  stood 
there,  struggling  with  himself.  But  when  he  saw  the  magis- 
trate lay  his  hand  upon  the  sword,  he  started,  and  with  two 
or  three  strides  advanced  to  the  bar. 

"  Magistrate,  I  bring  an  accusation  !  "  he  cried,  in  a  hoarse, 
hollow  voice. 

The  magistrate  looked  at  him  with  astonishment,  as  did  all 
present.  What  could  he  be  about  to  say  ?  But  he  answered, 
4k  Complainant,  bring  thine  accusation." 

Gotthard  controlled  himself  with  difficulty,  and  said,  "  I 
accuse  my  own  son,  Gilbert  Henneberg,  of  a  criminal  act.". 

Utter  stillness  followed  his  words ;  every  one  gazed,  trans- 
fixed, at  the  salt  master.  The  magistrate  stood  immovable  ; 
he  opened  his  lips  as  if  to  speak,  but  no  sound  came. 

Gotthard's  breast  heaved,  and  then  forcing  himself  to 
speak,  he  continued,  u  I  understand  your  wonder,  and  for 
myself  my  heart  is  heavy,  but  I  have  said  the  truth.  In  the 
late  evil  days,  which  I  would  fain  efface  from  the  archives  of 
our  good  city,  much  wrong  hath  been  done,  and  we  have  now 
heard  sentence  pronounced  upon  the  wrong-doers.  I  would 
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not  that  one  of  us,  not  though  he  were  my  own  son,  should 
go  hence  with  any  misdeeds  unatoned  for,  and  I  desire  that 
every  offence  committed  during  this  unhappy  time  shall  be 
expiated." 

He  turned  and  looked  at  Gilbert,  who  stood  just  behind 
him,  pale,  and,  as  it  were,  stunned  by  this  sudden  announce- 
ment. The  father's  troubled  face  was  full  of  concern  for  his 
son,  as  he  took  him  by  the  hand  and  drew  him  towards  him, 
saying,  '.'  Come,  Gilbert,  it  is  for  thee  to  confirm  my  words  "  ; 
adding,  and  addressing  the  magistrate,  u  My  son,  in  order  to 
free  Mistress  Viskule  lately,  with  his  own  hand  fired  the 
Lime  Convent." 

Throughout  the  hall  arose  a  whispering  and  murmuring, 
which  grew  louder  and  louder ;  one  could  see  that  it  was  due 
to  no  expression  of  displeasure,  but  of  applause  rather  at  the 
young  man's  action,  and  broken  phrases  were  distinctly 
heard,  as,  u  If  that  is  all !  "  "  He  did  right !  "  "  Nest  of 
priests  !  "  "  He  ought  not  to  suffer  for  that !  " 

The  magistrate  struck  the  table  with  his  staff,  and  when 
silence  was  restored,  he  spoke,  "  Gilbert  Henneberg,  thou  art, 
in  fact,  accused  of  a  capital  offence.  But  thou  wert  not 
taken  in  the  act,  and  on  Saxon  soil  no  one  is  obliged  to 
incriminate  himself.  Nevertheless  I  ask  thee,  and  thou 
mayst  answer  me  at  thy  pleasure,  Dost  thou  ratify  thy 
father's  words  ?  " 

44 1  do,"  answered  Gilbert. 

"  Hast  thou  an  advocate?"  continued  the  magistrate. 

"I  will  be  his  advocate,"  cried  Heinrich  Viskule,  and 
placed  himself  at  the  bar,  beside  the  Hennebergs.  u  My 
daughter  Hildegund  was  taken  to  the  Liine  Convent,  partly 
by  force  and  partly  by  false  representations  by  the  superior, 
and  detained  there  against  her  will.  I  was  in  prison,  and 
she  was  told  that  she  could  only  save  my  life  by  taking  the 
veil  and  bestowing  her  inheritance  upon  the  convent  Then 
Gilbert  Henneberg,  the  friend  of  her  childhood,  determined 
to  release  my  daughter,  and  in  order  to  get  into  the  convent, 
set  fire  to  a  small  thatched  out-house,  which  stands  hard  by  the 
wall,  at  some  distance  from  the  inhabited  buildings.  In  the 
midst  of  the  confusion  which  followed,  he  was  able  to  rescue 
the  maiden.  No  further  harm  was  done,  and  I  will  make  it 
good,  threefold,  fourfold,  but  I  swear  by  all  the  saints  that 
Gilbert  Henneberg  is  no  incendiary,  and  he  ought  not  to  be 
tried  as  one." 
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Thereat  others  cried,  u  Nay,  nay,  he  is  no  incendiary! 
He  must  not  pay  the  penalty  !  " 

But  the  magistrate  shook  his  head  gravely,  and  said,  UI 
cannot  let  him  go  free.  I  stand  here  in  the  name  of  the  law, 
to  execute  justice  according  to  our  Saxon  code.  Judges  of 
the  bench,  I  ask  for  your  verdict !  " 

The  judges  consulted  together,  and  then  their  chief  spoke, 
"  Magistrate  in  the  chair,  we  cannot  find  a  verdict.  He  is 
not  innocent ;  he  is  not  guilty." 

With  beating  heart,  and  motionless  as  a  statue,  stood  the 
salt  master,  and  fixed  his  gaze  upon  the  lips  of  the  magis- 
trate, whose  sentence  all  awaited  with  deep  anxiety. 

After  a  short  deliberation  he  addressed  Gotthard  :  "  Com- 
plainant, thou  believest  that  no  guilt  should  remain  unex- 
piated  ;  that  every  offence  should  be  atoned  for.  I  under- 
stand thee.  Thou  wouldst  have  the  accused  stand  blameless 
before  God  and  man." 

Gotthard  assented,  and  the  magistrate  continued,  "  There- 
fore, hear  my  sentence!  Gilbert  Henneberg,  I  pronounce 
thee  innocent  from  the  charge  of  incendiarism,  but  as  thou 
hast,  without  right  or  permission,  forced  thyself  into  a  conse- 
crated place,  I  declare  thee  a  peace-breaker,  and  banish 
thee,  for  thy  rash  deed,  from  the  city  of  Liineburg  for  a  year 
and  a  day.  Yet,  as  thou  hast  not  done  it  for  thine  own 
advantage,  but  to  help  another,  thou  shalt  not  be  dishonored 
or  outlawed,  and  when  thou  returnest  to  thy  native  city,  thou 
shall  be  considered  blameless.  Shall  I  grant  thee  one  day's 
grace  ?  " 

Gilbert  was  silent,  but  Viskule  said,  "  I  petition  for  five 
days'  grace  for  him." 

kt  Thy  request  is  granted,"  answered  the  magistrate.  "  Five 
days  hence,  Gilbert  Heuneberg,  thou  must  pass  through  our 
gates." 

The  court  rose,  and  Gotthard  breathed  as  one  freed 
from  a  heavy  burden,  and  gratefully  shook  the  magistrate's 
hand. 

Many  of  those  present  gathered  about  them  with  words  of 
congratulation  and  encouragement,  and  praised  the  wisdom 
and  leniency  of  the  latter. 

Gilbert,  however,  was  very  sorrowful  at  the  thought  of 
parting  from  Hildegund.  Who  could  tell  where  she  might 
be,  he  thought,  a  year  hence? 
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Two  days  later,  early  in  the  morning,  the  passing  bell 
rang  for  the  condemned  criminals.  The  executioner  did  his 
gloomy  work  in  the  open  market-place,  and  Dalenborg, 
Schupper,  and  the  turnkey  were  no  more.  Johann  Spring- 
intgut  was  avenged ! 
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CHAPTER  XLI. 

PERHAPS  for  the  first  time  in  her  married  life,  Mistress 
Johanna  found  fault  with  her  husband,  that,  by  reason  of  an 
affair  which,  in  her  opinion,  should  bring  him  more  praise 
than  blame,  he  had  undertaken  to  arraign  his  son. 

The  new  councillor  failed  not  to  point  out  to  his  wife  that 
justice  must  be  considered  before  affection,  and  Gilbert's 
deed  must  be  atoned  for,  in  order  to  free  his  conscience  and 
restore  his  honor. 

Nevertheless  her  son's  banishment  cast  a  dark  shadow 
over  what  otherwise  would  have  been  a  complete  picture  of 
unclouded  happiness,  as  she  contemplated  her  Gotthard's 
elevation  to  the  council,  llsabe's  betrothal  to  Baldwin,  and 
Arnold's  approaching  marriage  ;  nothing  being  wanting  but 
Gilbert's  union  with  Hildegund,  which  must  now  come  to 
nought,  or  suffer  indefinite  postponement,  owing  to  her 
husband's  stiff-necked  notions  of  justice  and  his  ill-timed 
accusation  before  the  magistrate.  She  had  so  confidently 
believed  that  soon,  when  Arnold  should  take  his  father's 
workshop,  Gilbert  would  serve  his  time  with  his  brother, 
himself  become  a  master,  marry  Heinrich  Viskule's  daugh- 
ter, and  thus  complete  the  circle  of  kindred  hearths  and 
homes. 

Gilbert,  in  his  heart,  took  the  same  view  of  the  matter  as 
his  mother,  for  his  conscience  did  not  trouble  him  in  the 
least.  He  would  willingly  have  borne  any  other  penalty, 
however,  if  only  he  had  not  been  obliged  to  leave  Hilde- 
gund. It  would  be  hard  to  eat  again  the  bread  of  strangers, 
to  be  the  servant  of  others,  and  postpone  the  longed-for 
happiness  a  whole  year.  Yet  he  took  his  father's  part,  and 
assured  his  mother  that  a  year  would  soon  pass  ;  he  was 
young  yet,  and  she  must  not  grieve  on  his  account.  But 
Mistress  Johanna  saw  well  enough  that  these  words  were 
not  quite  sincere,  and  that  he  felt  within  himself  very  differ- 
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ently.  Nothing  could  dissipate  the  mother's  sorrow,  which 
affected  the  whole  family. 

The  master  did  not  allow  himself  to  regret  the  step  he  had 
taken,  for  he  felt  assured  it  was  for  the  honor  of  his  house 
and  the  welfare  of  his  son.  He  was  soon  to  be  strengthened 
in  this  conviction,  which  his  wife  could  not  share,  though  her 
love  for  him  made  any  quarrel  impossible.  She  had  hardly 
reproached  him  at  all,  but  her  mournful  looks  and  half-sup- 
pressed sighs  told  of  her  pain. 

One  day  Hans  Laffert,  Schnewerding,  and  Schuttenhelm 
came  to  Henneberg's  house,  and,  as  if  by  agreement,  Dor- 
gerloh  and  Hesterwegen  followed  them.  They  were  not 
all  his  intimate  friends,  but  they  came  in  a  friendly  spirit  to 
present  their  good  wishes,  and  to  condole  with  his  wife  upon 
the  loss  of  her  son. 

This  gratified  the  councillor,  especially  from  his  former 
opponents,  Dorgerloh  and  Hesterwegen.  He,  as  well  as 
Johanna,  received  the  guild  masters  cordially,  and  it  pleased 
them  both  to  hear  from  their  visitors  of  the  satisfaction  of  the 
town  with  Gotthard's  wise  rule,  and  especially  at  the  way  in 
which  he  had  withstood  the  duke,  and  they  added  that  the 
rejoicing  at  his  election  to  the  council  was  universal. 

"  And  I  must  say,  Henneberg,"  observed  Dorgerloh,  "  that 
I  felt  a  shiver  when  I  saw  thee  standing  before  the  bar,  and 
accusing  thine  own  son  of  a  capital  offence.  But,  dear 
councillor,  it  was  the  right  thing  to  do,  and  redounds  to  thy 
honor.' 

"  Yes,"  interrupted  Hesterwegen  ;  "at  that  moment  thou 
grewest  a  head  taller  in  my  eyes,  and  I  appeared  very  small 
to  myself,  for  I  do  not  believe  I  could  have  done  that." 

Gotthard  Henneberg  smiled,  and  turning  to  the  goldsmith, 
said,  "  Old  friend,  dost  thou  also  think  that  I  did  right?  " 

Hans  Laffert  held  out  his  hand,  and  his  friendly  eyes 
beamed  so  brightly  that  Gotthard  needed  no  other  answer. 

Then  Schnewerding  said,  "  It  was  not  till  I  went  home  that 
thy  conduct  became  clear  to  me,  for  when  I  told  Immeke, 
sho  exclaimed,  to  my  surprise,  '  That  is  brave  !  that  is  beau- 
tiful !  that  pleaseth  me  ! ' ' 

"  Now,  Johanna,"  and  Gotthard  turned  to  his  wife, 
"  what  sayest  thou  to  this  friendly  testimony?  " 

"  I  honor  the  honorable  masters  and  their  opinions," 
replied  Johanna,  "  but  not  one  of  them  is  the  mother  of  the 
boy." 
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44 1  am  not  the  boy's  mother,"  said  Schuttenhelm,  slapping 
his  knee,  "  but  I  say  /would  not  have  done  it.  Would  I 
have  risked  my  boy's  neck  for  such  a  nest  of  priests?  No, 
never !  Gotthard,  never  in  thy  life  do  such  a  thing  as  that 
again." 

44  God  forbid,"  exclaimed  Gotthard ;  and  they  were  con- 
strained to  laugh  at  the  smith's  vehemence. 

44  Yea,  laugh  your  fill!"  he  cried,  becoming  red  in  the 
face;  u  thank  heaven  we  have  a  right-minded  and  sensible 
magistrate  ;  otherwise,  something  very  different  would  have 
been  the  result.  The  old  Saxon  law  sayeth,  4  They  shall  all 
be  broken  on  the  wheel.'  Do  ye  not  know  that?  " 

Mistress  Johanna  shuddered,  and  turned  pale. 

44  But  Schuttenhelm  !  "  called  out  Dorgerloh. 

44  Didst  thou  come  here,  blacksmith,"  asked  Hesterwegen, 
44  to  make  things  unpleasant  for  the  salt  master?  " 

44 Have  I  not  the  right?"  Schuttenhelm  replied,  stub- 
bornly. 

44  Nay,  nay,  Schuttenhelm,  thou  art  not  in  the  right," 
answered  Gotthard. 

44  It  was  a  risky  affair,  Henneberg,"  said  Schnewerding. 

44  That  it  was,"  added  Hans  Laffert,  44and  thou  art  the 
more  to  be  honored,  Gotthard  ;  that  we  all  of  us  feel ;  and  no 
one  in  the  town  will  ever  forget  that  thou  wert  as  severe  with 
thyself  as  with  another." 

44  Well,  let  us  say  no  more  about  it,  brothers,"  said 
Dorgerloh. 

44  Whither  doth  thy  son  think  of  going,  Mistress  Johanna? 
If  we  can  be  of  service  to  him,  pray  tell  us  ;  many  of  us  have 
kinsfolk  throughout  the  Empire." 

44 1  thank  ye,  dear  masters,  but  I  know  not  whither  he  will 
turn  his  footsteps,"  answered  Johanna. 

44  Well,  wel1,"  cried  Schuttenhelm,  "  he  hath  strong  arms, 
and  will  push  his  way.  Success  dependeth  upon  how  one 
taketh  hold,  and  where  one  striketh." 

44  And  that  one  striketh  while  the  iron  is  hot,  Schutten- 
helm," laughed  Gotthard. 

44  Surely  thou  art  right,  councillor,"  answered  Schutten- 
helm. u  If  I  could  blow  up  the  fire  for  thy  Gilbert's  happi- 
ness, I  would  do  it  gladly ;  ask  any  service  of  me  that  thou 
wilt." 

44  Good,  old  friend,"  responded  Gotthard,  slapping  him  on 
his  broad  back. 
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The  guild  masters  rose,  and  after  exchanging  a  few  friendly 
words  with  Arnold  and  Gilbert  in  the  workshop,  they  took 
their  departure.  Their  hearty  sympathy  had  soothed  Jo- 
hanna's wounded  feelings. 

Ilsabe  sat  meanwhile  in  the  "  swallows'  nest,"  thinking  of 
her  lover  in  the  Viskule  mansion,  while  she  sewed  on  some 
of  Ursula's  household  stuff. 

At  the  Viskules'  also  there  was  sorrow  over  Gilbert's  lot. 
He  had  become  so  indispensable  to  Baldwin  that  the  latter 
felt  as  if  he  could  not  spare  him  for  a  year,  at  the  same  time 
acknowledging  to  himself  that  it  was  he,  Hildegund's  brother, 
who  ought  to  have  gone  to  her  rescue. 

Hildeguud's  eyes  showed  that  they  were  not  unused  to 
weeping.  Her  grief  at  the  anticipated  separation  was  keen, 
and  she  knew  that  it  was  on  her  account  Gilbert  suffered  this 
penalty,  which  she  thought  cruel  and  unjust,  and  she  felt 
indignant  with  his  father.  Moreover,  the  doubt  would  arise, 
not  as  to  Gilbert's  love,  but  as  to  his  anxiety  for  the  marriage. 
His  silence  on  the  subject  was  inexplicable.  Wherefore  did 
he  not  speak?  Why  did  he  not  plight  his  troth  to  her  who 
was  ready  to  give  him  her  whole  soul?  Why  did  he  not  do 
as  Baldwin  did,  —  come  to  her  father  and  ask  for  her  hand, 
which  the  father  would  never  refuse  him,  could  not  refuse  ? 
She  could  discover  no  reason  for  his  delay,  and  could  only 
conjecture  that  he  did  not  love  her  as  she*  loved  him.  The 
sun  had  now  set  for  the  third  time  since  the  trial,  and  he  had 
not  yet  once  shown  himself  at  the  Viskules'  house.  Only 
one  day  more  could  he  remain  in  the  citj',  and  then  he  must 
take  his  departure.  If  he  did  not  come  before  that,  to  claim 
her  as  his  betrothed,  —  and  she  feared  that  it  might  not  be 
possible,  —  what  would  become  of  her?  At  least,  he  could 
not  go  without  bidding  her  farewell. 

Heinrich  Viskule  had  perceived  his  daughter's  sorrow,  and 
knew  well  the  cause  of  it,  and  —  smiled  quietly  to  himself. 
The  consoler  would  be  sure  to  come,  he  thought ;  but  he  came 
not,  and  the  burgomaster,  after  reflecting  upon  the  subject, 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had  found  the  clew,  and 
arranged  his  plans  accordingly.  Toward  the  evening  of  this 
day  he  came  out  of  the  counting-house  into  the  dwelling- 
room,  and  found  Hildegund  there,  who  quickly  dried  her 
eyes,  and  got  up  to  go  away.  Her  sad  looks  moved  him,  and 
he  called  to  her,  — 

"  Come  here,  my  Hildegund  !     What  aileth  thee  ?  " 
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"Oh,  nothing,  father!"  she  answered,  meekly. 

"  Nothing,  child?     That  cannot  be.     Shall  I  guess?  " 

The  tears  began  to  flow  again. 

"  Thou  art  grieved  to  think  that  thy  good  friend,  Gilbert, 
must  leave  us  ?  " 

Hildegund  mutely  assented. 

"And  thou  art  angry  with  his  father  for  bringing  this 
about?"  her  father  went  on. 

"Yea,  father." 

The  words  were  spoken  softly,  but  somewhat  defiantly. 

"Wouldst  thou,  then,  have  Gilbert  go  about  all  his  life 
with  a  secret  weight  upon  his  conscience,  so  that,  if  he 
should  at  any  time  chance  to  see  an  incendiary  tried,  he  must 
perforce  say  to  himself,  l  Thou  art  no  better  than  that  crim- 
inal?' Or  wouldst  thou  rather  have  him  able,  with  a  tranquil 
heart,  to  look  every  good  Christian  in  the  face,  because  he 
hath  honorably  made  amends  for  his  offence,  and  become 
himself  worthy  of  honor?" 

Hildegund  gazed  at  her  father  intently,  while  a  tear  rolled 
down  her  cheek. 

4 'Thou  wouldst  prefer  the  latter,  wouldst  thou  not?  "  asked 
her  father  again. 

"Yea,"  Hildegund  admitted,  and  her  eyes  brightened. 

"  Now  thou  lookest  at  it  rightly.  And  thou  needest  not 
fret  thyself  about  him ;  he  doth  not  appear  to  be  grieving 
for  thee.  Or,  thinkest  thou  that  he  is  sorrowing,  like- 
wise?" 

Hildegund  made  no  reply,  and  only  sighed,  whereupon  her 
father  drew  her  to  him,  and  looked  at  her  with  fatherly 
affection.  This  was  too  much  for  Hildegund,  who  threw  her 
arms  about  his  neck,  while  the  tears  flowed  once  more. 

"  Tell  me,  my  child,"  said  Viskule,  soothingly,  "  dost  thou, 
then,  love  Gilbert?" 

Her  only  answer  was  a  tighter  pressure  of  her  arms,  as 
she  nestled  closer  to  him. 

44  Dost  thou  love  him  as  well  as  Ilsabe  loveth  thy  brother?  " 

4 '  Ah  !  —  more  —  more  !  " 

"  And  he  loveth  thee  in  return?" 

"Oh,  indeed  he  doth  !" 

4 '  Indeed  he  doth  ?    And  how  knowest  thou  that  ?  " 

44  He  hath  told  me  so,"  she  answered,  slryly. 

4  4  Told  thee  so  ?    When,  pray  ?  " 

44  When  he  brought  me  from  the  convent." 
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44  Aha  !  and  since  then  he  hath  said  nothing  further?" 

"  Nay,"  she  replied. 

44  In  sooth !  I  will  have  a  word,  privately,  with  our  friend 
Gilbert." 

''Father—!" 

"  Nay,  nay,  fret  not  thyself  !  Thou  shalt  see  it  will  come 
out  right."  And  he  called  his  old  servant,  Martin. 

"Martin,  step  over  quickly  to  the  Hennebergs,  and  say  to 
Master  Gilbert  that  I  should  be  pleased  to  see  him  here." 

Martin  was  in  no  danger  of  stepping  quickly,  but  he  went 
as  fast  as  his  old  legs  would  allow. 

44  Remain  in  the  next  room,  Hildegund,"  said  the  burgo- 
master to  his  daughter,  "until  I  call  thee  ;  then  come  imme- 
diately. Dost  thou  understand?" 

Hildegund  embraced  her  father  once  more,  and  ran  out  of 
the  room,  full  of  hope. 

Gilbert  appeared,  somewhat  surprised,  before  the  burgo- 
master, who  cried  out  as  he  entered,  "  Where  hast  thou  been 
hiding,  Gilbert?  We  have  not  been  able  to  catch  sight  of 
thee." 

Gilbert  was  embarrassed,  and  made  no  reply. 

4'  And  the  day  after  to-morrow  thou  must  depart,  must 
thou  not?" 

44  Yea,  indeed  ;  alas  !  " 

"  Alas  !  Why  alas?  Young  fellows  like  thee  usually  can- 
not see  enough  of  the  world.  Whither  art  thou  going?" 

41  I  know  not,"  answered  Gilbert,  gloomily. 

44  Thou  shouldst  go  where  thy  craft  flourisheth.  Dost 
thou  hope  to  become  a  master  cooper  some  day  ?  " 

44 Yea,"  Gilbert  answered,  hesitatingly;  44I  have  learnt 
nothing  else." 

44  Yet  Baldwin  telleth  me  that  thou  canst  reckon  well,  and 
art  apt  and  teachable,  and  hast  the  making  of  a  good  mer- 
chant ;  and  thy  writing  is  not  bad.  I  have  seen  it." 

Gilbert's  eyes  brightened,  and  he  looked  inquiringly  at  the 
burgomaster. 

44  Listen  to  me,  Gilbert,"  continued  Viskule.  44Wouldst 
thou  rather  be  a  merchant  than  a  cooper  ?  " 

44  Burgomaster  !  yes,  a  thousand  times  rather  !  " 

44  It  rejoiceth  me  to  hear  thee  say  so,  for  I  am  heart  and 
soul  a  merchant  myself.  What  wouldst  thou  say  if  I  should 
offer  to  send  thee,  for  a  year,  to  an  old  friend  of  mine  in 
Lubeck,  to  be  his  clerk,  and  learn  what  business  is?" 
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Gilbert  stood  with  open  eyes,  and  then,  seizing  the  burgo- 
master's hand,  he  exclaimed,  eagerly,  "  Thinks  !  thanks  !  " 

44  Thou  seest  that  now  I  am  burgomaster,  I  have  not  much 
time  to  attend  to  my  affairs  here.  They  increase  from  year 
to  year,  so  that  before  long  I  fear  our  commerce  will  be  too 
much  for  Baldwin  to  attend  to  alone ;  therefore  I  think  it 
would  be  convenient  for  him,  thy  future  brother-in-law,  to 
have  thee  to  help  him.  What  dost  thou  say  to  that?  " 

"I  have  not  deserved  such  happiness,  Master  Viskule !" 
exclaimed  Gilbert,  fairly  intoxicated  at  the  prospect. 

"But — what  else  did  I  wish  to  say  to  thee?  Ah!  if 
Baldwin  marries  thy  sister  Ilsabe,  then  —  then  thou  must  not 
remain  single.  Thou  must  try  to  get  thyself  a  good  wife. 
Mayhap,  Gilbert,  thou  canst  find  one  in  Lubeck  to  please 
thee." 

44 1  shall  not  look  for  one  there,  master,"  answered  Gilbert, 
radiant  with  happiness. 

"  Wiry  not?    Thou  hast  not  already  bound  thyself?" 

"Nay,  but—" 

"  What  then?  Is  there  one  whom  thou  lovest,  and  wouldst 
wish  to  have  for  thine  own  ?  " 

4  'Ah  !  there  is  one  whom  I  love  beyond  everything ;  but —  " 

"  But  she  will  not  have  thee?" 

"  I  know  not  —  a  journeyman  cooper  —  " 

"Thou  knowest  not?  Wait  a  moment."  He  rose  and 
opened  the  door  into  the  adjoining  room. 

Hildegund  entered. 

"  Hildegund,"  began  her  father,  "  Gilbert  saith  that  there 
is  one  whom  he  loveth,  but  he  knoweth  not  if  she  will  be  his. 
What  sayest  thou  ?  " 

Hildegund  was  silent,  but  never  raised  her  eyes. 

• '  Wouldst  thou  be  a  cooper's  wife  ? "  asked  her  father 
again. 

A  look  directed  full  upon  Gilbert  was  her  only  answer. 

"  Hildegund ! "  cried  Gilbert ;  and  she  was  in  his  arms. 
Then  she  embraced  her  father,  and  their  happiness  seemed 
complete. 

The  burgomaster  wiped  his  brow,  and  said,  smiling,  "  Chil- 
dren, it  hath  been  an  up  hill  piece  of  work  to  bring  ye  together. 
Baldwin  made  things  much  easier.  Is  all  arranged  now? 
Hildegund,  art  thou  contented?" 

"  Ah,  father,"  cried  she  ;  "  I  have  no  words." 

44  What  shall  we  do  now  ?  "  asked  Heinrich  Viskule,  himself 
full  of  satisfaction. 
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u  Let  us  go  to  my  mother,"  said  Gilbert. 

"Thou  art  right,"  replied  the  burgomaster,  "and  to  my 
dear  old  friend  Gotthard.  Baldwin  is  below  ;  we  will  take  him 
with  us." 

"  If  he  is  not  there  already,"  laughed  Gilbert. 

They  set  out,  and  Hildeguud  hung  upon  Gilbert's  arm,  and 
looked  up  in  his  face  with  speaking  eyes. 
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CHAPTER  XLII. 

THE  last  day  which  Gilbert  spent  in  Luneburg  was  one  of 
rejoicing  instend  of  mourning.  Good  fortune  had  crossed 
the  threshold  of  the  Golden  Egg,  and  Johanna's  hopes  were 
more  than  fulfilled.  The  rosy  morning  dawned,  and  touched 
with  its  early  rays  the  high  gable  of  the  cooper's  house,  a 
happy  augury  of  the  continued  prosperity  of  a  brave,  stal- 
wart race. 

It  was  not  Sunday,  nevertheless  Master  Gotthard  ordered 
that  no  work  should  be  done  in  the  workshop.  He  wished  to 
hold  his  last  coopers'  meeting,  and  in  the  evening  he  would 
have  all  his  family,  with  the  new  connections,  the  Viskules 
and  Dippolds,  gathered  together  in  friendly  festivity.  Until 
then,  old  and  young  should  spend  the  day  in  family  union  at 
home. 

But  the  Hennebergs  could  not  be  idle,  and  began  to  pre- 
pare the  house  for  the  evening.  Workshop  and  dwelling- 
room  must  be  fitted  to  receive  the  guests.  Busy  hands  were 
everywhere  ;  ten  times  were  chairs  and  tables  moved,  and  the 
tablecloth  i  ead justed  ;  jugs  and  tankards  on  presses  and 
shelves  were  polished,  and  everything  dusted  again  and  again. 

Every  one  in  the  house  sang  and  laughed.  Jests  were 
uttered,  and  all  sorts  of  pranks  played.  The  councillor 
looked  on  with  composed  content  and  a  quiet  smile  at  his 
children's  doings,  and  observed  with  silent  approbation  that 
the  culinary  preparations  received  their  share  of  attention. 

Early  in  the  morning  Hartnacke  came,  and  brought  with 
him  something  large,  wrapped  in  a  cloth. 

"Hast  thou  really  finished  it?"  asked  Henneberg,  much 
pleased. 

"  Yea,"  replied  the  guild  master  ;  "  we  worked  at  it  night 
and  day,  because  I  wished  thee  to  have  it  at  the  right 
moment." 

"  Let  me  see  it,"  said  the  councillor. 
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Hartnacke  unwrapped  a  brand-new  pewter  tankard,  which 
he  placed  with  a  gratified  air  on  the  table. 

Exclamations  from  all  sides  greeted  the  shining  vessel.  It 
was  a  huge  tankard,  which  Gotthard  wished  to  present  to  his 
guild.  The  twisted  base  rested  on  four  crouching  lions. 
The  bowl  was  supported  by  three  sturdy  figures  of  coopers, 
in  aprons,  carrying  their  tools.  On  one  side  was  the 
escutcheon  of  the  coopers'  guild  in  bas-relief,  with  the  tun, 
hatchet,  and  three  carnations.  On  the  opposite  side  was  the 
inscription  and  the  giver's  name,  and  the  cover  was  crowned 
with  an  armed  figure  of  a  master  cooper  in  head-piece  and 
coat-of-mail,  who  held  a  banner  in  his  hand. 

All  expressed  their  admiration  of  this  work  of  art,  and 
praised  its  device  and  workmanship. 

"They  have  never  had  such  a  one  yet,"  said  Gotthard, 
with  satisfaction. 

' '  They  will  never  have  such  another,"  answered  the  guild 
master,  pointing  toward  Gotthard. 

"  I  am  pleased,"  said  the  latter,  "that  thou  hast  spared 
no  labor  upon  it." 

"  I  knew  well  how  thou  must  feel  about  it,  Henneberg,  and 
I  wished  to  do  thee  credit.  The  gift  ought  to  be  worthy  of 
the  giver." 

At  eight  o'clock  the  salt  master  set  forth,  girded  with  his 
sword,  to  preside  at  his  last  coopers'  meeting.  Hartnacke 
accompanied  him  to  the  guild  house,  and  Arnold  bore  the 
drinking  vessel. 

As  soon  as  they  left  the  house,  Ilsabe  ran  off  to  fetch  Hil- 
degund.  The  maidens  brought  back  with  them  two  baskets 
of  flowers,  with  which  to  adorn  the  great  compass,  which 
to-day  had  reached  its  hundredth  birthday.  The  councillor 
had  forgotten  all  about  it,  but  Arnold  had  told  his  sister  the 
evening  before,  and  she  and  Hildegund  had  arranged  between 
themselves  to  decorate  it.  It  looked  beautiful,  wreathed  with 
flowers  and  foliage,  as  it  stood  up  in  the  corner,  with  its  legs 
spread  out,  and  fastened  to  the  master's  chair. 

Gotthard  Henneberg  now  stood  before  the  assembled 
guild,  at  the  morning  meeting,  with  the  staff  of  office  in  his 
hand,  —  a  stout  oaken  club,  shaped  like  a  tun  at  the  ends. 
After  knocking  for  silence  he  spoke,  "  What  must  I  prohibit 
at  this  meeting  ?  " 

Elder  Ditmar  Elvers  answered,  "All  wrangling  and  evil 
speaking." 
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Then  the  guild  master  spoke  again:  "I  now  forbid  all 
disputing  at  this  meeting.  If  any  wisheth  to  speak,  let  him 
do  so  with  modesty,  but  keep  the  peace,  both  in  speech  and 
action." 

He  then  opened  the  chest,  which  stood  before  him,  a 
neatly  made  oaken  box  with  iron  clasps,  containing  the 
records  of  the  guild,  took  off  his  sword>  and  laid  it  —  the 
blade  drawn  a  little  out  of  the  sheath  —  upon  the  table. 
And  now  he  began,  "  Worthy  masters,  and  dear  brethren,  I 
stand  here  to-day  for  the  last  time  as  head  of  our  honorable 
St.  Goderde's  guild,  where  I  have  stood  so  many  times 
before,  and  I  trust  and  hope  that  I  have  filled  the  office  with 
equity  and  fairness,  and  have  preserved  our  good  name.  I 
deliver  up  to  you  charters,  letters,  staff  of  office,  arquebuses, 
ornaments,  and  emblems.  Before  we  part,  I  trust  that  ye 
will  grant  me  two  requests.  In  the  first  place,  I  petition  ye 
to  reinstate  honorably  our  former  brother,  Alhard  Dippold, 
extending  to  him  this  grace  because  he  hath  borne  himself 
bravely,  and  because  he  hath  helped  me  in  my  need  in  the 
Blue  Tower,  and  for  other  good  causes.  Are  ye  willing, 
brothers?" 

"  Yea,"  all  responded  ;  "  we  are  willing  !  " 

**  Then,  brother,"  and  Gotthard  turned  to  the  youngest 
master,  "will  ye  summon  Dippold?  He  waiteth  without." 

"Alhard  Dippold,"  he  said,  addressing  the  patient,  silent 
man  who  now  entered,  u  in  the  name  of  the  guild,  I  an- 
nounce to  thee  that  we  remit  the  remainder  of  thy  penalty, 
and  are  reconciled  to  thee  again.  It  hath  gone  hardly  with 
thee,  and  because  thou  hast  borne  thyself  well,  we  welcome 
thee  once  more  as  a  guild  brother,  and  thou  shalt  work  again 
at  thy  craft,  and  eat  thy  bread  in  quiet.  Also  thou  shalt  not 
be  required  to  pay  dues,  nor  furnish  the  usual  feast,  but 
give  the  church  a  pound  of  wax  tapers,  for  the  glory  of  God 
and  the  salvation  of  thy  soul .  Take  thy  place  again  among 
us,  wheresoever  it  suiteth  thee." 

"  I  thank  you  all  most  heartily,  master  and  brethren," 
answered  Dippold  ;  and  those  nearest  shook  hands  with  him. 

"Now,  brothers,  for  my  second  request,"  said  Master 
Gotthard.  "Without  standeth  a  journeyman  cooper,  who 
desireth  to  become  a  master.  He  is  German,  honest  and 
upright,  and  born  to  the  craft,  for  he  is  my  own  son,  Arnold 
Henneberg." 

"  He  is  welcome  !  "  cried  they  all. 
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44  He  is  to  marry  within  the  guild,"  continued  the  master. 
"  Dippold's  daughter  is  to  be  his  bride.  He  will  do  what 
every  good  and  honest  guild  brother  hath  done  before  him, 
and  make  his  masterpiece,  with  your  permission." 

All  assented,  but  one  of  the  masters  interposed,  "  Brothers, 
whoever  hath  learnt  the  craft  with  Gotthard  Henneberg, 
understandeth  his  work,  and  if  it  seemeth  right  to  you,  I 
propose  that  we  show  our  respect  for  our  guild  master  by 
exempting  his  son  from  making  the  masterpiece."  To  this 
many  agreed,  but  not  all. 

44  Stay,  brothers  !  "  exclaimed  Master  Gotthard.  4'  That  I 
cannot  permit.  Whoever  would  practise  a  handicraft  must 
be  able  to  work  with  his  own  hands,  and  must  prove  to  his 
guild  that  he  can  do  so.  So  must  my  son  do  good,  solid 
work  according  to  the  usage  of  the  craft,  without  fear  or 
favor.  I  will  now  summon  him,  if  it  is  agreeable  to  you." 

41 1  announce  to  thee,"  said  the  guild  master  to  Arnold, 
as  he  made  his  appearance,  44  that  the  honorable  masters  will 
welcome  thee  into  the  guild,  if  thou  wilt  present  thy  master- 
piece, pay  thy  fee,  and,  according  to  thy  ability,  furnish 
suitable  entertainment." 

" 1  thank  the  worthy  masters,"  replied  Arnold.  44 1  will 
do  these  things  faithfully,  according  to  our  ancient  usages." 

44  Good  !  "  said  the  guild  master ;  44  and  now  thou  mayest 
withdraw." 

And  after  Arnold  had  taken  his  departure,  his  father  con- 
tinued, 44  Now,  brothers,  it  is  time  that  ye  elect  another  guild 
master  in  my  stead.  Ye  have  probably  selected  one  already  ; 
therefore,  I  prithee  name  him  to  me." 

44  Elder  Ditmar  Elvers  !  "  called  out  the  masters. 

44  Ditmar  Elvers,"  repeated  Gotthard.  44  Ye  have  made  a 
good  choice,  brethren.  If  there  is  any  among  you  who 
has  aught  to  say  against  him,  let  him  speak  now,  or  not 
at  all." 

Silence  ensued,  whereupon  Gotthard  continued,  44  We 
know  naught  but  good  of  thee.  Wilt  thou  swear  now,  with 
thy  hand  in  mine,  to  uphold  the  honor  of  the  office  and  to  fill 
it  with  perfect  integrity  ?  " 

Ditmar  Elvers  extended  his  right  hand  to  Henneberg,  and 
with  the  left  he  grasped  the  sword,  exclaiming,  44 1  swear  it, 
in  God's  name." 

44  Thou  must  therefore  stand  here  at  the  next  meeting, 
Ditmar  Elvers,"  said  Gotthard,  44  and  fulfil  thy  duties  as  thy 
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conscience  dictates,  according  to  the  master's  oath,  so  that 
in  the  future  the  brethren  will  remember  thy  name." 

u  So  shall  it  be,  brother  guild  master,"  answered  Elvers. 

"  And  now,  dear  friends,  I  come  to  my  last  request,"  said 
Gotthard,  unwrapping  the  pewter  tankard  which  stood  on 
the  chair  behind  him,  and  setting  it  on  the  table.  "I  beg 
you  to  accept  this  drinking  vessel,  in  remembrance  of  one 
who  hath  been  your  guild  master  for  so  many  years." 

They  expressed  their  admiration  at  the  glittering  tankard, 
while  Ditmar  Elvers  stepped  forward  and  addressed  the 
salt  master,  thanking  him  in  the  name  of  the  guild  for  his 
beautiful  present,  but  yet  more  for  the  faithful  performance  of 
his  duties  in  the  office  from  which  they  were  loath  to  lose  him. 

Gotthard  Henneberg  answered,  "  I  must  take  my  leave  of 
you  as  head  master,  but  it  is  not  really  a  farewell,  for  I  am 
appointed,  by  the  favor  of  the  council,  your  speaker,  in  place 
of  Master  Heinrich  Viskule,  who  is  now  our  first  burgo- 
master." 

General  rejoicing  ensued,  and  they  congratulated  one 
another  upon  keeping  their  old  friend,  who  now  locked  the 
chest,  after  the  usual  formula,  and  so  closed  the  last  meet- 
ing at  which  he  was  to  preside.  He  laid  aside  his  staff  of 
office  as  guild  master.  He  had  been  a  master  cooper,  and 
had  now  become  councillor,  but  as  heretofore,  so  now  and  to 
the  end  of  his  days  he  was  known  throughout  Liineburg  as 
"the  salt  master." 

Two  hours  later  he  returned  home,  and  said  to  his  wife, 
"  Johanna,  I  have  been  with  Viskule  at  the  Town  House, 
and  we  went  into  the  cellar  to  try  the  wine  which  Ambrosius 
is  to  send  us.  Marquard  Mildehovet  helped  us,  with  his 
acute  taste.  He  cometh  this  evening.  I  have  invited  him 
likewise." 

"  He  will  be  welcome,"  replied  his  wife. 

"What  doth  this  mean?"  he  exclaimed,  as  he  looked  at 
his  arm-chair.  "Ah!  the  compass!  Its  hundredth  birth- 
day !  Hold  it  in  reverence,  Arnold,  and  let  us  hope  that  a 
hundred  years  from  now  another  master  cooper  of  the  name 
of  Henneberg  will  again  crown  it  with  flowers." 

"  We  will  hope  so,  father,"  answered  Arnold. 

"  Thou  hast  tasted  the  wines  thoroughly,  hast  thou  not?" 
laughed  Johanna. 

'•  In  sooth  we  did,  but  such  occasions  as  this  do  not  come 
more  than  once  in  a  hundred  years." 
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"  I  hope  tbou  hast  selected  something  good,"  replied 
Johanna. 

"  Thou  mayest  well  believe  it !  "  exclaimed  the  salt  master. 

That  evening  a  merry  company  assembled  in  the  cooper's 
house.  The  Viskules  came,  and  the  Dippolds  and  Mar- 
quard  Mildehovet,  and  felt  much  at  home  and  at  their  ease 
in  the  comfortable,  hospitable  room.  From  the  workshop 
came  a  wholesome  odor  of  wood,  and  reminded  one  of  the 
handicraft  to  which  this  house  owed  its  modest  prosperity. 
The  richest  merchant  of  the  town  and  the  poorest  artisan 
met  under  this  roof  as  friends,  and  it  seemed  as  if  Gotthard's 
wise  and  loving  hand  joined  them  all,  young  and  old,  as 
his  hoops  did  the  staves  of  his  casks. 

He  sat  at  the  head  of  the  table,  between  Viskule  and 
Mildehovet,  in  his  arm-chair,  to  which  the  decorated  compass 
w;is  attached,  but  instead  of  the  ordinary  pewter  mugs, 
green  glasses  stood  upon  the  table  to-day,  which  were 
replenished  as  soon  as  emptied. 

"Ah!  that  doth  the  heart  good!"  said  Viskule,  tasting 
his  wine  approvingly. 

"That  is  the  Hockheimer,  councillor,"  returned  Gotthard, 
turning  to  Mildehovet,  "  for  which  thou  didst  vote  this 
morning  " 

"And  now,  with  the  first  glass,  allow  me  to  make  a 
friendly  proposition.  Gotthard,  we  have  eaten  a  good  deal 
of  Liineburg  salt  together,  so  that  by  this  time  we  ought 
to  know  one  another  well.  Let  us  drop  the  master  and 
councillor,  and  call  each  other  henceforth  by  our  Christian 
names." 

"Yea,  that  will  we,"  responded  Gotthard,  and  shook  his 
friend's  hand  heartily. 

Mistress  Johanna's  dishes  received  due  justice,  which 
gratified  her  hospitable  heart ;  meanwhile  neither  hosts  nor 
guests  quite  knew  whether  this  were  a  farewell  feast  for  Gil- 
bert, a  celebration  of  the  lovers'  betrothal,  or  a  banquet  in 
honor  of  the  new  burgomaster  and  councillor. 

"This  is  truly  a  happy  ending  to  a  bad  beginning,"  said 
Master  Viskule;  "yet  who  knows  if  we  should  be  now 
sitting  side  by  side,  in  glad  reunion,  if  I  had  not  been  im- 
prisoned in  the  Blue  Tower,  and  if  Hildegund  had  not  been 
shut  up  in  the  Lune  Convent.  For  in  that  case,  ye  Henne- 
bergs,  with  Master  Dippold's  help,  would  not  have  rescued 
me,  and  Gilbert  could  not  have  released  Hildegund.  We 
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have  been  enabled  to  penetrate  into  one  another's  hearts, 
and  have  found  loyalty  and  love  there,  more  than  we  dreamed 
of.  So  Providence  has  guided  us  through  the  evil  days, 
and  turned  all  to  good." 

"  Yea,"  added  Henneberg  ;  "  and  we  even  owe  something 
to  the  prelates  who  have  brought  this  trouble  upon  us,  which 
hath  proved  in  the  end  a  blessing." 

"  Surely  they  have  not  meant  it  so,"  said  Master  Dippold  ; 
"  and  our  struggle  with  them  seemeth  to  be  not  much  nearer 
the  end." 

"  I  hope  we  shall  soon  make  peace  with  the  prelates  also," 
observed  the  burgomaster.  "  Duke  Adolf,  of  Holstein, 
who  hath  always  been  friendly  to  our  city,  hath  offered,  at 
the  request  of  the  Emperor,  to  become  our  advocate,  and 
with  some  concessions  on  both  sides,  I  trust  the  old  quairel 
will  be  amicably  settled." 

"  It  may  go  on,  nevertheless,  for  years,"  said  Mildehovet. 
"  Perhaps  your  sons,  if  they  should  become  councillors,  will 
be  able  to  have  the  last  word." 

"  Speak  not  of  such  a  distant  day,"  begged  Johanna. 
"  My  mother  was  wont  to  repeat  this  little  rhyme  :  — 

*  Who  with  anxious  heart  and  mind 
Dwells  on  the  future,  far  away, 
Sure  the  future  doth  not  find, 
Surely  doth  lose  the  present  day.' 

We  will  enjoy  the  present  —  " 

"  And  drink  to  the  future  !  "  interrupted  Baldwin,  empty- 
ing his  glass. 

"  Arnold  and  Baldwin,"  said  Gilbert,  "it  grieveth  me 
that  I  cannot  be  present  at  your  wedding." 

"  We  will  be  so  much  the  merrier  at  thine,"  answered  his 
sister  ;  "  shall  we  not,  Ursula?  " 

"  And  perad venture  by  that  time  I  shall  be  betrothed  to 
Mistress  Walpurg  Gronhagen,"  laughed  Mildehovet. 

"Thou  art  too  late,  Master  Councillor!"  said  Ursula. 
"  Mistress  Gronhagen  goeth  to  Hasenburg ;  the  Knight  of 
Boltessen  hath  won  her  hand." 

"  I  do  not  envy  him,"  oried  Gilbert;  "the  two  are  well 
mated." 

"  Pour  wine  upon  thy  wounds,  Master  Councillor,"  laughed 
Ilsabe  ;  "  thou  drinkest  little  this  evening." 
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44  Little? "  repeated  Mildehovet ;  "  ask  my  next  neighbor, 
Mistress  Druda ! " 

"  Old  friend,  remember  thy. gout !  "  exclaimed  Viskule. 

44  The  meagre  prison  fare  hath  driven  it  away  for  a  long 
season,  I  hope,"  replied  Mildehovet.  "  And  now  I  will  drink 
once  more  to  thy  son's  welfare,  Gotthard.  God  grant  thee 
prosperity,  Gilbert !  For  a  year  thou  must  be  far  away  from 
all  thou  lovest.  Mayest  thou  depart  in  hope,  and  return 
with  joy.  Many  thoughts  and  much  love  will  follow  thee, 
and  when  thine  exile  is  over,  thou  needst  set  no  convent  in 
flames,  but  mayst  bring  thy  bride  from  her  father's  house  to 
the  sound  of  music  and  wedding  bells,  and  may  God  bless 
thee,  by  land  and  sea !  " 

Till  a  late  hour  the  happy  circle  remained  unbroken,  and 
grew  gayer  and  gayer.  Even  the  taciturn  Dippold  and  the 
shy  Jacob  joined  in  the  merriment.  Heinrich  Viskule  and 
Marquard  Mildehovet  recalled  their  youthful  days,  and  seemed 
to  be  boys  again  in  their  mirth  and  vivacity,  and  the  salt 
master  sat  enthroned  under  his  hundred-year-old  compass,  the 
image  of  calm  content. 

The  evening  finally  drew  to  a  close.  Marquard  Milde- 
hovet and  the  Dippolds  took  their  leave,  wishing  Gilbert  good 
fortune,  and  then  the  Viskules  departed.  The  Golden  Egg, 
the  home  of  peaceful  affection  and  industry,  had  seldom  wit- 
nessed so  glad  a  scene. 

When  they  were  alone,  Gilbert  said  to  his  father,  4<  Father, 
thou  art  not  displeased  with  me  for  being  unfaithful  to  our 
honorable  craft  ?  " 

44  Nay,  my  son,"  answered  the  salt  master  ;  "  a  man  is  in 
his  right  place  anywhere,  if  he  is  performing  his  duty,  and 
laboring  at  what  will  do  honor  to  himself  and  serve  his  fel- 
low-men." 
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CHAPTER  XLIII. 

FOR  the  last  time  the  family  sat  together  in  the  cooper's 
house,  at  the  morning  meal,  and  still  they  were  cheerful.  If 
Gilbert,  who  had  scarcely  returned  from  his  wanderings, 
must  again  leave  his  home,  it  was,  after  all,  but  for  a  }*ear, 
and  with  each  step  which  carried  him  from  his  beloved  he 
came  nearer  his  future  happiness,  greater  than  he  had 
dreamed  of. 

Master  Viskule  came  to  say  farewell. 

"  Where  are  Hildegund  and  Baldwin?  "  asked  Gilbert,  with 
surprise. 

"  Thou  wilt  meet  them  upon  the  heath, "  answered  the 
burgomaster.  "  Hildegund  wished  to  take  leave  of  thee 
there."  Then  he  pressed  a  heavy  package  into  his  hands, 
which  Gilbert  half  reluctantly  accepted,  when  Viskule  said,  — 

"  What?  not  take  a  few  groschen  from  thy  future  father- 
in-law?  And  here  is  also  a  letter  to  Master  Bartholomaus 
Overdyk,  in  Lubeck.  Thou  wilt  be  in  good  hands  ;  and  mark 
well,  Gilbert,  honesty  and  punctuality  are  the  merchant's 
virtues ;  he  must  count  his  gains  diligently,  but  never  a  one 
unfairly  won  !  Promise  me  never  to  do  this  !  " 

"Yea,  father,  I  promise,"  answered  Gilbert. 

"  Good,  my  son  ;  and  may  God  be  with  thee  !  When  thou 
returnest,  a  year  hence,  thou  shalt  have  thy  bride,  and  mean- 
while I  will  build  the  nest.  Fare  thee  well ! " 

The  burgomaster  took  his  leave,  in  order  that  Gilbert 
might  be  alone  with  his  family. 

"  Is  it  not  odd  ?"  said  Gilbert.  "  With  a  letter  I  came  into 
the  town,  and  with  a  letter  I  go  out  of  it  again." 

"  Only  the  first  thou  broughtest  as  a  journeyman  cooper, 
and  this  last  maketh  thee  a  merchant,"  remarked  Arnold. 
"  The  exchange  is  not  a  bad  one.  A  better  travelling  certifi- 
cate no  master  could  write  for  thee." 

"And  there  is  another  difference,"  Gilbert  said.  "I 
brought  strife  into  the  town,  and  I  leave  peace." 
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"  And  may  God  preserve  it ! "  added  the  councillor. 

The  hour  for  parting  came.  Gilbert  was  ready  ;  his  knap- 
sack was  packed,  and  stored  with  everything  needful. 

The  councillor  desired  to  make  the  leave-taking  a  short  one, 
and  urged  him  to  set  out  at  once,  especially  as  the  whole 
brotherhood  of  journeymen  coopers  had  assembled  outside 
to  escort  the  traveller  to  the  city  gates. 

Mistress  Johanna's  heart  was  heavy,  and  she  found  it  hard 
to  say  farewell.  "I  see  thee  now,  as  thou  stoodest  in  the 
doorway,  with  thy  knapsack,  that  evening  when  thou  didst 
return  so  unexpectedly,  Gilbert,"  said  she.  u  Never  shall  I 
forget  that  moment." 

"In  a  year  thou  shalt  enjoy  it  another  such,"  Gotthard 
said  to  her;  "but  in  order  that  he  may  return,  he  must 
first  go  away." 

Ilsabe  broke  from  the  garland,  with  which  the  compass 
was  entwined,  a  ruddy  oak  twig,  and  stuck  it  in  Gilbert's 
cap,  in  exchange  for  the  juniper  sprig  which  she  had  taken 
from  him  on  his  arrival. 

41  Farewell,  Henneberg  maid,"  said  Gilbert ;  *'  when  I  see 
thee  again,  I  must  say  *  Mistress  Viskule.'  " 

44  Farewell,  dear  old  brother,"  answered  Ilsabe,  embracing 
him. 

The  mother  took  heart,  caressed  her  boy,  and  said,  "  Good 
luck  to  thee,  Gilbert,  and  God  grant  us  a  happy  meeting  !  " 

44  Farewell,  father  !  "  Gilbert  called  out ;  and  added,  laugh- 
ing, "  Keep  good  order  in  the  council !  " 

44  And  let  neither  of  us  forget,  my  boy,  that  we  have  been 
honorable  coopers,"  replied  the  father. 

Then  Gilbert  joined  the  journeymen  coopers,  with  Arnold, 
Lutke,  and  Jacob.  He  had  told  them  that  he  was  going  to 
Lubeck,  but  not  that  he  was  to  become  a  merchant.  The 
money  which  was  due  him  from  the  brotherhood,  in  his  qual- 
ity of  traveller,  he  refused  with  thanks,  asking  them  to  spend 
it  for  beer  with  which  to  drink  his  health,  —  an  arrangement 
which  seemed  sufficiently  satisfactory. 

With  a  parting  salutation  to  the  household,  the  journeymen 
started  on  their  way,  and  the  cooper  who  had  struck  down 
Scngstake  on  the  river,  carried  Gilbert's  knapsack  as  far  as 
the  brotherhood  went  with  him. 

Along  the  narrow  streets  they  passed,  and  through  the 
Bardewiker  gate,  singing  these  words  as  they  went, — 
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Be  of  good  heart,  thou  loyal  lad ! 

Why  linger  still  at  home? 
Travel  for  youth  is  not  so  bad, 

And  feet  were  made  to  roam. 

Yet  let  me  kiss  my  own  true  love, 

Take  one  look  at  her  face, 
Lest  I  forget  it  where  I  rove, 

Lest  time  its  traits  erase. 

Nay,  better  leave  her  now  and  here, 

Not  one  kiss  asking  for ; 
Kisses  like  these  are  all  too  dear, 

When  each  costs  one  pang  more. 

Yet  let  me  press  the  master's  hand, 

One  hand-shake  ere  I  go ; 
Farewell,  thou  stream,  thou  fairer  land 

Than  all  I  travel  to ! 

Nay,  but  the  master  soon  forgets 

Who  last  was  journeyman, 
And  though  the  stream  thy  salt  tear  wets, 

'Tis  fresh  as  e'er  it  ran. 

Then  let  us  to  yon  inn  repair, 

And  drink  to  safe  return, 
Though  Fatherland  is  everywhere, 

Where  brothers'  hearts  do  burn. 

Yea,  we  will  pledge  ourselves  to  all 

Which  makes  lads  men  of  might, 
That  when  among  the  thorns  we  fall, 

We  pluck  the  roses  white ! 

The  brotherhood  conducted  Gilbert  to  the  boundary  line, 
when  the  supervisor  commanded  a  halt.  Gilbert  resumed 
his  knapsack,  and  the  journeymen  formed  a  circle,  within 
which  Gilbert  and  the  supervisor  stood  opposite  one  another, 
and  the  latter  began,  with  the  old  formula,  — 

1  'Good  luck  to  thee!  God  honors  the  honorable  handi- 
craft. We  have  given  thee  so  far  friendly  escort,  brother, 
and  be  thou  not  heavy-hearted.  Courage,  comrade,  and  all 
will  be  well !  Everywhere  are  good  souls  who  will  give  thee 
shelter,  and  should  the  food  not  be  good,  thou  canst  at  least 
find  everywhere  a  morsel  of  bread  and  a  draught  of  pure 
water.  Greet  masters  and  journeymen  from  us,  wherever 
thou  findest  honest  work ;  if  it  be  not  honest,  make  it  so ; 
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and  if  that  be  not  possible,  shake  the  dust  from  thy  feet,  and 
depart.  Fear  no  ill,  and  may  all  good  things  serve  thee ! 
Steadfastly  follow  in  the  footsteps  of  all  honorable  journe}'- 
men,  and  so  may  it  be  easier  for  those  who  come  after  thee, 
and  mayst  thou  return  to  us  safe  and  sound !  but  if  thou 
shouldst  never  tread  again  thy  native  soil,  mayst  thou,  full 
of  years,  find  in  the  stranger's  land  an  honored  grave,  and 
may  mother  earth  lay  lightly  upon  thee !  Fare  thee  well ! 
Good  luck  go  with  thee,  brother  !  Here  we  part ! " 

Then  all  the  men  shook  Gilbert  by  the  hand,  ending  with 
Arnold  and  Lutke,  and  the  brotherhood  retraced  their  steps 
homeward,  while  Gilbert  went  his  way  upon  the  solitary 
heath. 

Soon  he  came  to  a  clump  of  bushes,  from  behind  which 
stepped  forth  no  other  than  Timotheus  Schneck. 

"  I  knew  thou  wert  coming  this  way,"  said  the  latter,  "  and 
I  waited  to  —  to  see  if  thy  shoes  are  in  good  travelling  trim," 
he  finally  added,  with  a  little  laugh. 

"  Wouldst  re-sole  them  here  upon  the  heath?"  laughed 
Gilbert  again.  "  Thou  hast  something  el-e  to  say  to  me." 

"  Let  me  walk  thy  way,"  said  Timmo.  "  Thou  remember- 
est,  when  we  first  crossed  this  heath  together,  thou  didst 
advise  me  to  try  my  luck  in  Liineburg.  Now  I  would  thank 
thee  for  it,  for  I  have  prospered  here,  in  spite  of  myself. 
Daniel  Sporken  hath  promised  me,  after  two  years,  to  give 
up  the  shop  to  me,  which  will  enable  me  to  marry.  What 
thinkest  thou  of  it?" 

"Do  it,  Timmo.  Accept  his  offer;  thou  wilt  not  have  a 
better  one." 

"That  is  true  enough,"  replied  the  cobbler,  gayly,  "if 
only  I  can  hold  out  so  long ;  but  steadiness,  brother,  that  is 
what  is  lacking." 

"  Don't  be  foolish,  Timmo  ;  bide  with  him  ! "  urged  Gilbert ; 
"  or  art  thou  longing  for  home?  " 

"  Home  !"  repeated  Timmo,  bitterly  ;  "  I  have  no  home." 

"Timmo,  every  man  ought  to  hold  in  affection  the  spot 
where  he  was  born." 

"  Well  for  thee  that  thou  canst !  I  would  also  do  so,  if  I 
could." 

"  When  thou,  at  thine  entrance  feast,  drank  from  the 
Hermes  cup,  thou  hadst  a  dark  look  on  thy  face.  Tell  me, 
why  was  it?" 

"  Thou  shalt  know,  if  thou  wilt  keep  it  to  thyself.     I  can- 
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not  think  of  my  father  and  mother  without  a  shudder.  My 
father  was  a  mercenary,  and  guarded  drovers  and  travelling 
merchants  ;  but  he  drank  what  he  earned,  and  was  so  used 
to  living  on  the  highway  that  he  could  not  stay  at  home.  He 
always  came  back  with  empty  pockets,  and  when  my  mother 
reproached  him  he  would  beat  her,  and  when  we  little  ones 
bawled,  he  would  strike  us,  also  ;  he  hath  often  left  us  half 
dead.  Then  the  mother  cursed  him,  and  at  last  he  went 
away,  and  never  came  back.  After  a  time,  our  mother 
wedded  another  man,  who  disowned  the  vagabond's  children. 
There  were  three  of  us,  and  I  was  the  youngest.  I  have 
never  seen  the  others  since  —  never  heard  of  them.  A 
candle  maker  wanted  an  apprentice,  and  took  me  ;  but  I 
soon  ran  away  from  him,  and  wandered  from  hamlet  to 
hamlet  till  I  reached  Darmstadt,  half  starved.  A  compas- 
sionate shoemaker  there  harbored  me,  and  I  did  well,  and 
learnt  his  craft.  It  is  owing  to  him  alone  that  I  am  now  an 
honest  fellow.  I  have  never  seen  my  mother,  and  I  would 
not  wish  to  do  so.  I  have  gone  through  the  world  alone, 
but  the  restless  blood  of  my  father  is  in  my  veins,  though  I 
have  become  a  shoemaker,  and  know  my  work.  And  now 
knowest  thou  all." 

"Tirnmo,"  began  Gilbert  — 

"Prithee,  say  not  a  word  to  me  about  it,"  interrupted  the 
cobbler,  "  but  forget  all  I  have  told  thee  as  quickly  as  possi- 
ble. I  have  well-nigh  forgotten  it  myself.  Seest  thou  the 
two  riders  yonder?  They  are  going  to  waylay  thee,  and 
make  thee  pay  toll,  which  I  trow  thou  wilt  not  refuse.  I 
will  not  hinder  thee.  Farewell !  Tread  not  thy  shoes  down 
all  on  one  side,  and  if  at  &uy  time  thou  knowest  not  whether 
to  laugh  or  to  cry,  laugh  as  loud  as  thou  canst.  Good  luck 
to  thee  ! " 

"  Farewell,  Timmo  !  " 

They  shook  hands,  and  the  cobbler  turned  on  his  heel  and 
departed. 

Gilbert  stepped  out  briskly  into  the  open  and  now  treeless 
heath,  and  the  riders  came  trotting  toward  him.  They  were 
Baldwin  and  Hildegund. 

"  Thou  art  come  at  last,  my  wayfarer  !  "  cried  Hildegund, 
springing  lightly  from  her  horse,  and  giving  the  bridle  to 
Baldwin,  who  slowly  followed  them,  while  she  walked  along 
hand  in  hand  with  Gilbert.  But  at  last  her  brother  warned 
her  that  it  was  time  she  returned. 
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She  gave  her  betrothed  a  fervent  kiss,  and  said,  "  Now  be 
my  cavalier,  and  help  me  into  the  saddle." 

Gilbert  offered  his  knee,  and  the  practised  horsewoman, 
putting  her  foot  upon  it,  swung  herself  into  her  seat. 

Baldwin  pressed  his  friend's  hand,  and  Gilbert  quickly 
tore  himself  away.  But  the  brother  and  sister  sat  silently 
watching  his  retreating  figure. 

When  he  was  beyond  recall,  Hildegund  suddenly  struck 
her  horse,-  and  galloped  after  him,  and  when  she  came  up 
with  him,  exclaiming,  "  Our  last  kiss  shall  have  no  witness  !  " 
she  bent,  and  they  exchanged  one  long,  ardent  embrace. 

"  God  bless  thee,  my  Hildegund  !  "  he  said. 

"A  year  hence,  Gilbert!  a  year  hence!"  she  returned, 
cheerily,  turned  her  horse's  head,  and  rode  rapidly  back  to 
her  brother. 

The  heath  was  in  the  full  bloom  and  pride  of  summer 
time,  bathed  in  color  as  far  as  the  eye  could  reach.  The 
tender,  roseate  hue  of  the  tiny  blossoms  which  carpeted  the 
ground  for  miles  wove  itself  presently  into  a  single  inde- 
scribable tint,  which,  as  it  receded  from  the  eye,  became 
richer  and  deeper,  till  it  finally  melted  into  softest  purple. 

They  could  still  see  one  another,  —  these  whom  fate  had  for 
a  little  parted,  —  and  many  times  would  Hildegund,  resting 
her  hand  upon  the  crupper,  look  back  at  the  wanderer,  whose 
form  became  ever  smaller  and  fainter  as  he  strode  on  and 
on.  More  than  once,  as  a  slight  rise  intervened,  she  thought 
he  was  lost  to  view.  Then  would  she  rein  in  her  horse  and 
scan  the  distance,  when  again  he  would  appear  to  her  eager 
gaze.  Could  that  slowly  moving,  hardly  visible  figure  be  the 
brave  young  lover  —  her  Gilbert? 

Yes,  onward  he  went  with  manly  strides,  knapsack  on 
back,  staff  in  hand,  and  oak-adorned  cap  upon  his  curly 
brow.  Yes,  but  now  she  saw  him  in  her  heart;  with  her 
eyes  she  could  see  him  no  longer. 

He  had  vanished  from  sight  in  the  shimmering  radiance 
which  flooded  the  glorious  heath  with  life,  and  warmth,  and 
beauty. 
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